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Foreword

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale


Author’s Note

Before we begin…

If you enjoy dark, daring, and deliciously wicked stories, you might want to join my private reader list.

Subscribers receive:

free exclusive stories

early access to new releases

bonus scenes Amazon doesn’t show

reader-only giveaways and sneak previews

Join here:

romanvale.uk/secret

Now… let’s begin.

— Roman Vale


Have you read Book 3: The Creamery Farm?

[image: ]

https://a.co/d/0cWomkfE

Twelve Days of Yield continues the Bell & Brand sequence and builds on the herd life, hierarchy, and rural rituals explored in The Creamery Farm.

In The Creamery Farm, Kess’s story reveals the warmer, older, more communal heart of Bell & Brand. This is the world of morning bells, milking routines, handlers, herd queens, discipline, care, rivalry, and the strange emotional bonds that form between women who have all been changed by the same system. Through Kess, the farm becomes more than a place of punishment. It becomes a society, with its own status, rituals, comforts, humiliations, and rewards.

The book deepens the emotional world of the herd and shows what happens after the first breaking — when routine begins to feel like belonging.

If you have not yet returned to the herd with Kess, you may want to begin there before entering Bell & Brand’s winter ritual.

Read Book 3: The Creamery Farm — then continue into Twelve Days of Yield. https://a.co/d/0cWomkfE


Prologue – Arrival & Lockdown

The first snowfall at Bell & Brand was always the thickest—white drifts blanketing the fields, erasing tyre tracks and hoofprints, swallowing the outside world in silence and light. Milly pressed her face to the fogged window of the transport van as it crunched up the long farm track, breath misting the glass. The old hedges were crusted with frost, fairy lights strung along the fence posts, twinkling in the morning gloom. Somewhere ahead, smoke curled from the big barn chimney, carrying the promise of warmth and something else: ritual, routine, the promise of belonging.

Her wrists tingled beneath the padded cuffs, the locks clicking with every bump in the road. Across the aisle, Kess—older, broader, a study in calm—offered a tired, knowing smile, her own hands trapped in thick leather mitts. Milly tried to mimic that composure, but her heart was kicking so hard she thought the others could hear it. Around her, a dozen other women huddled close in travel robes and heavy collars, the bus thick with the scent of wool, leather, anticipation, and the faint, sweet tang of milk.

She tried to swallow, but her throat was dry. First Christmas. The words echoed, alternately a curse and a blessing. Every returning cow had her own stories: the cold, the pageantry, the punishments. The “calendar board.” The bells. The prize. Milly had arrived too late last year—she’d watched from the outside, uninitiated, yearning for a place in the barn. Now, she was inside. There was no turning back.

The van lurched to a stop. Engines faded, replaced by the crunch of boots on ice and the sharp whistle of a handler. The door slid open with a hiss of freezing air. Instantly, the world was all noise and light—the sting of December, bells chiming overhead, the breath of animals and women and men mingling under the low barn eaves.

A handler appeared at the step, thick-shouldered and brisk in his dark green jacket—Tom. “All right, herd, out you come. Don’t dawdle. Watch your step.” He reached in, firm but not unkind, guiding Milly to the ground. Her feet slipped on the snowy cobbles, and she nearly fell, but Kess’s elbow caught her, steadying her just enough.

“Easy,” Kess whispered. “It’s colder than it looks, but you get used to it. Eventually.”

Milly’s breath steamed as she was ushered across the yard. The barn loomed ahead, decked in fir branches, strings of red ribbon, and fat gold bells that clanged softly in the wind. She caught her own reflection in a half-frozen puddle: cheeks pink with cold, dark hair escaping its braid, collar snug against her throat. She looked smaller than she felt, all nerves and hope and hunger. The others clustered behind her, some shivering, some grinning, a few glancing up at the roof where snow balanced on the ridgeline, ready to slide at the next loud sound.

The great barn doors swung open. Warmth rushed out, thick and sweet—hay, sweat, pine, the faintest hint of fire. Light spilled over the entryway, golden and welcoming, but the shadowed rafters promised secrets. Milly hesitated only a moment before a handler’s hand guided her inside.

★✦★

The interior was transformed. Milly had seen the barn in autumn, with its high stacks of straw and utilitarian rows of stalls. Now, it was something out of a strange, submissive fairy tale: garlands of pine wound around the support beams, brass lanterns hung from every hook, their flickering light painting shifting patterns on the walls. At the far end, a massive wooden calendar dominated the space—twelve square doors, each painted with a different festive scene, holly and red velvet and gold-leafed numbers gleaming in the lamplight.

Above the calendar, the words Twelve Days of Yield had been carved deep into the old timber, the letters dusted with snow that never seemed to melt.

A row of padded benches stretched beneath the board. Handlers moved among the women, unlocking travel cloaks, tugging off boots, murmuring instructions. “Line up, hands forward, eyes down.” The familiar rituals washed over Milly, comfort and humiliation at once.

She fell into place, mitts heavy on her wrists, collar ringing quietly whenever she turned her head. Beside her, Rhea took her place with practiced grace—tall, regal, her gold-collared bell deeper and more resonant than any other in the barn. The other cows arranged themselves in order, some old friends linking arms or nudging shoulders, a few newcomers glancing about in awe.

Tom cleared his throat, and the room fell instantly silent. Dr. Fell appeared beside him, crisp in her white tunic, her hands already gloved, hair tucked beneath a festive scarf.

“This is not a holiday,” Tom intoned, voice carrying over the assembled herd. “It is a ritual. You are here to yield, to serve, and to find your place. For the next thirteen days, your hands will be locked. Your bodies will be plugged and inspected, day and night. Each day brings a new challenge. Every rule, every humiliation, is a gift of discipline. At the end, only one of you will stand as Christmas Cow—claimed by the Bull, celebrated by the herd. The rest will watch and learn.”

A shiver ran through the line. Milly felt her pulse hammer, equal parts fear and longing.

“Some of you know these rituals well.” Tom’s gaze swept over the veterans—Kess, Rhea, a few others who stood a little taller. “Others are here for the first time. I expect obedience. I expect pride. I expect yield.”

Dr. Fell stepped forward, eyes glinting. “Any cow who breaks discipline will be punished in full view of the herd. That is the tradition. But those who endure—those who support one another, who yield and serve—will find themselves transformed.”

A bell rang, sharp and slow. The first mark on the calendar—a gold-plated lever—was pulled by Tom, exposing the number one in a flare of candlelight. The ritual had begun.

★✦★

Handlers moved methodically down the row, inspecting each woman with brisk, practiced hands. Milly’s turn came quickly. Tom paused before her, checking her cuffs for tightness, sliding two fingers under the strap to ensure circulation. “You’ll keep these on for the duration,” he said, voice low enough that only she could hear. “Don’t ask for mercy. Only handlers can unlock you. Understood?”

“Yes, sir,” Milly whispered, the words catching in her throat.

“Good girl.” He lifted her chin, inspecting her collar for cracks, then gave it a gentle tap, making the attached bell chime. “No hiding now.”

Dr. Fell followed, pressing cool fingers to Milly’s temples, then her pulse. “Any discomfort?” she asked, already knowing the answer.

“No, ma’am.”

A quick nod. “You’ll do fine. Keep your nerves under control, and remember: the herd supports its own. If you fall behind, lean on your sisters.” Her eyes softened for just a moment. “But don’t expect them to do your work.”

Milly swallowed, the reality of it settling over her: she was locked, watched, one of the herd. She glanced sideways at Kess, who flashed her a reassuring wink, and at Rhea, who looked away, all sharp profile and self-assurance.

The rest of the inspections passed in a blur—plugs checked, bells polished, boots replaced with soft wool socks. Milly’s cheeks burned as a handler guided her into a kneeling posture, adjusting her arms so her breasts pressed forward, her back arched. No one seemed to mind the cold; the focus was all on posture, submission, readiness.

Somewhere at the back of the barn, a door slammed. A gust of air stirred the fire, sending sparks skittering across the stones. The women in the row shifted, nervous, as a figure appeared in the shadows.

It was the Bull. Or rather, the man they called the Bull—tall, masked, bare to the waist, his chest dusted with dark hair, the muscles of his arms gleaming in the firelight. He wore a collar of iron, a bell so large it seemed impossible to move silently, yet his steps made barely a sound. He did not speak, only surveyed the line with an inscrutable patience. For a heartbeat, his gaze landed on Milly. She felt it like a brand—thrilling, terrifying, real.

Then he was gone, melting back into the dark.

★✦★

The handlers led the herd to the sleeping stalls, each cow assigned a space on deep straw, a wool blanket at the foot, a bucket of water within reach. Milly’s stall was at the edge, close to the barn doors, where the cold seeped in but the view was best. Through a gap in the boards, she could see the falling snow, the line of lanterns marking the paddock fence, the distant twinkle of Christmas lights on the old oak by the gate.

She wriggled into place, knees tucked, arms folded awkwardly in their mitts. Kess settled beside her, body broad and comforting. “You’ll be all right,” she whispered, her breath warm on Milly’s ear. “The first night’s always the hardest. After that, it’s just a question of keeping your head down and your heart open.”

Milly nodded, but the nerves wouldn’t leave her. She watched the rest of the herd settle—some already dozing, others whispering, a few staring wide-eyed at the ceiling beams. Rhea claimed her spot at the centre, gold collar glinting in the firelight, her posture perfect even in rest. Dr. Fell moved quietly among them, checking blankets, offering a quiet word here or there, never lingering too long.

When the barn was quiet, Tom appeared at the doorway, lantern in hand. “The ritual has begun,” he announced, his voice softer than before. “Sleep well, herd. Tomorrow is the first test.”

One by one, the lanterns were extinguished, leaving only the red glow of embers and the cold blue light of the snow outside.

★✦★

Milly lay awake for a long time, listening to the chorus of breathing, the faint chime of bells as the cows shifted in their sleep. Her body ached in unfamiliar places—shoulders from the kneeling, wrists from the cuffs, her jaw from clenching against anxiety. She watched her own breath rise and fall in the chilly air, trying to slow her racing heart.

Thirteen days, she thought. No hands. No comfort but what the herd gives. Only yield, obedience, endurance.

Outside, snow tapped against the windowpanes, relentless and soft. Somewhere in the dark, a bell tolled, long and low.

She pressed closer to Kess, grateful for the heat of another body. A sense of pride—fragile, foolish—bloomed in her chest. She was here. She had chosen this. Tomorrow, the rituals would begin: double milking, parades, public shaming and reward. She was terrified, and yet beneath the fear was something darker, stronger—a need to prove herself, to belong, to be seen and used and, somehow, cherished.

A final bell chimed, deep and resonant, echoing through the barn.

Milly closed her eyes, letting the sound settle over her, the weight of her restraints both a curse and a promise.

Tomorrow, the calendar opens. Tomorrow, I become one of them—for better or worse.

The herd shifted in the straw, the fire guttered, and Milly, bound and breathless, drifted toward sleep—her last, she realised, as an outsider.


Chapter 1: Day One – Double Milking

A bell, impossibly loud in the pre-dawn dark, shattered Milly’s dreams and called her back to the shivering reality of her first ritual morning. For a moment she clung to the edge of sleep, cheek pressed into the hay, limbs tangled beneath the scratchy wool blanket, her mouth dry from breathing the cold barn air. The chime of her own collar bell—a smaller, sharper note than the others—followed the handler’s summons, vibrating against her throat as she shifted, groggy and stiff.

She tried to flex her hands, but the padded mitts swallowed every movement, leather straps biting gently into her wrists. Even in sleep, she’d never been able to escape the weight of restraint: her arms, bent at the elbow and hugged to her chest, tingled with the slow ache of circulation returning. Milly’s first, awkward effort was to lift her head and look around, taking in the strange herd she now belonged to.

All along the central aisle, bodies began to stir—broad and soft, the spectrum of feminine flesh laid out on a dozen straw mats. Most were heavy, pendulous, unmistakably built for yield: thick thighs, hips wide as hay bales, bellies full and round beneath the thin cotton night shifts. Breasts dominated every silhouette, some swaying loose and low, others pressed up beneath stretched fabric, all marked by the faint indentations of straps or cups that had been removed only for the night.

Directly beside Milly, Kess was the first to rise—older by at least a decade, her dark skin gleaming with a fine sheen of sweat in the lamplight, her body immense and solid. When Kess rolled to her side, the movement was deliberate, unhurried, her vast breasts falling heavily against her chest, a collar of brushed steel glinting at her throat. Kess’s mitts matched Milly’s own, but hers were more worn, the leather softened by long use. A faint smile creased her lips as she caught Milly’s anxious eye.

“Up we get, little one,” Kess murmured, voice low and gravelly from sleep. “Day One waits for no cow, no matter how much we wish it would.”

On Milly’s other side, a much younger woman—Samira, barely twenty, skin honey-gold and hair cropped close—blinked blearily, then winced as she tried to flex her legs. Her thighs were marked by faint red bands where the restraint straps had pressed all night, her collar bearing the green enamel of a junior. Samira’s breasts were high and pert, smaller than most, but already swollen with promise, nipples dark and taut against the cool air.

Across the aisle, the imposing shape of Rhea dominated the far end of the row. Tall, with a mane of golden hair braided back from her strong-boned face, Rhea was the image of the farm’s highest yield: her body lush and regal, thighs as broad as Milly’s torso, belly soft and unapologetic, breasts vast and hanging, nipples already leaking tiny beads of milk as she pushed herself upright. The gold collar at Rhea’s throat was thick and ornate, a sign of her supremacy, and the attached bell chimed a deep, sonorous note as she moved. Rhea’s lips—full, perpetually amused—curled in a private smile, her blue eyes scanning the row for any sign of weakness or challenge.

Milly watched the others, seeing in their postures and faces the full spectrum of herd emotion: resignation, pride, raw nerves, and a hunger for approval. Some women glanced furtively at the handlers gathered at the far end of the barn—three men and two women, all in thick farm jackets and gloves, clipboards in hand, eyes sharp but not unkind. The staff moved with authority, boots thudding on planks, voices low as they discussed the day’s protocol.

“Rise and assemble, herd!” Handler Tom’s voice, clear and commanding, cut through the din. “No dawdling. Stalls cleared in ninety seconds. Breasts bare for inspection.”

At once, the barn became a flurry of effort—cows rolling to their knees or awkwardly shuffling on all fours, each struggling against the bonds of their night restraints. Milly’s own joints protested, knees creaking, thighs trembling from cold and embarrassment as she tried to sit upright. The night shift, already askew, slipped down over her shoulder, exposing the pale swell of her breast, the nipple already stiffening in the chill.

She looked down at herself—hips wider than she remembered, belly soft and quivering, thighs thick and marked by the outline of last night’s straps. Her breasts, heavy and sensitive, felt alien, as if her body had transformed in secret over the past month. She was acutely aware of every wobble, every patch of gooseflesh, every fresh stretch mark painted across her skin.

Around her, the sound of bells filled the air—each note different, an accidental music as women shifted and rose. Milly saw Rhea stretch, her gold bell ringing out, the sound instantly drawing the gaze of every junior. Kess used her bulk to lever herself upright, then helped Samira, her huge, gentle hands—still swallowed by mitts—nudging the younger girl forward. There were jokes, nervous laughter, and a few low moans as cold air met naked skin.

The handlers moved in, checking collars and mitts, inspecting plugs (all tails swaying, polished and neat), and ushering the herd toward the central aisle. No one had use of their hands—some had cuffs locked at the waist, others, like Milly, kept their mitts close to the chest, arms tucked and awkward. Every cow’s head was bowed in submission, hair falling in curtains, eyes darting to and fro for comfort or reassurance.

As Milly shuffled into place, she felt Kess’s bulk settle at her back—a reassuring pressure. Rhea strode to the front, posture proud, breasts swinging, her every movement inviting envy or intimidation. Samira stayed close, small and tense, eyes wide as she took in the ritual. Further down the line, a handful of older cows (their collars marked with silver or enamel) exchanged wry glances—old friends, survivors of more than one Christmas Yield.

Milly’s heart pounded as she fell into the line, collar bell trembling in anticipation. She caught Rhea’s gaze, electric and evaluating, and looked away first, cheeks burning. She could sense the rivalry, the challenge, and the camaraderie all at once—the paradox of the herd: both competition and sanctuary.

The barn doors rattled as a gust of wind swept in, scattering straw and chilling bare skin. Milly shivered, hugging her arms closer, grateful for the herd’s proximity. The staff’s boots rang on stone, drawing closer, the scent of leather and pine mingling with the heavier, sweeter perfume of milk and anticipation.

This is it, she thought, feeling her pulse in her throat. No more hiding. No more softness unmeasured. Today, I yield—or I fail.

Handler Tom’s shadow loomed, clipboard in hand. Dr. Fell’s voice, cool and precise, echoed from the end of the row. “Present yourselves for inspection. Heads high. Breasts bare.”

Milly straightened as best she could, the barn’s silence suddenly absolute except for the soft chorus of bells.

The ritual had begun.

A hush settled over the barn, the kind that made every creak and breath feel amplified. The herd was arranged in a long, uneven line down the centre aisle, the straw raked clean beneath their knees. Above them, lanterns cast shifting gold across bare shoulders and bellies, shadows lengthening as Handler Tom and Dr. Fell strode slowly along the row.

“Yield is everything,” Tom announced, his tone somewhere between a promise and a threat. He held a thick leather folder in one gloved hand, clipboard in the other. “For twelve days, every drop you produce will be measured, ranked, and made public. You are not just cows—you are competitors. You are gifts to this farm. And you are all, as of this moment, under full discipline. Hands stay locked. Plugs stay checked. If you can’t yield, you’ll be helped along—or punished until you do.”

The line quivered—some with anticipation, others with dread. Milly felt sweat prickling beneath her arms, nerves fluttering in her belly as Dr. Fell stooped before the first in line.

“Rhea, front and centre,” the doctor called. Rhea lifted her chin, lips pursed, gold bell gleaming against the flush of her throat. She crawled forward, immense and unhurried, breasts swaying heavily beneath her as she took her place on a wooden mat. Dr. Fell motioned to two handlers, who efficiently slipped the night shift from Rhea’s shoulders, leaving her naked from the waist up.

Rhea was magnificent—her skin flushed rose in the cold, nipples already beaded and leaking faint streaks of milk down her full, heavy breasts. Her arms stayed obediently folded, mitts locked at the small of her back. She held her posture with practiced grace, eyes forward, her only betrayal a slight quickening of breath as Dr. Fell fitted the measuring sling beneath each breast.

“Three point nine, left,” Dr. Fell announced, making a note on her tablet. “Four even, right. Full and soft. Good discipline, Rhea. How’s the plug?”

Rhea’s cheeks flushed a deeper pink. “Tight, ma’am, but holding.”

“See that it stays that way.” Dr. Fell pressed her palm against Rhea’s stomach, checking for tension, then gave her an approving nod. “Next.”

Rhea eased back into line, her place now marked as the bar for the rest. As she passed, some of the juniors shot her covert glances—admiring, jealous, or simply awed. Milly felt the pressure rise, a tightening in her own chest that made her breathing shallow.

Kess was next—her body an ode to abundance, belly rolling, breasts immense and freckled, thighs so wide they nearly spilled over the edges of the weighing mat. She giggled softly as Dr. Fell measured her, voice deep and honeyed. “Down a bit from last week, Doctor. Blame the new serum—they switched my schedule.”

Dr. Fell’s lips twitched in the ghost of a smile. “No excuses, Kess. You’ll make it up before the prize is given out, or you’ll spend Christmas on your belly with no pudding.”

The herd snickered—everyone loved Kess, and her irreverence eased the tension just a little. But Dr. Fell’s gaze was already moving on.

Milly was third. Her heart pounded as a handler called her name, guiding her onto the mat. She tried to ignore the prickle of dozens of eyes: Samira’s worried, Rhea’s cool and appraising, Kess’s warm with encouragement. The handler’s hands were brisk, stripping away her shift, exposing her breasts to the barn’s chill. They felt impossibly large—softer than Rhea’s, heavier than Samira’s, each nipple already tight and flushed, ringed in fresh pink from the morning cold.

Dr. Fell crouched to eye level, her gaze sharp but not unkind. “First-timer nerves?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Milly managed, barely above a whisper.

The doctor’s touch was clinical but not cruel. She cupped each breast, weighing, then slipped the soft tape around their widest part, pressing her knuckles against the underside to gauge fullness. “Left—two point seven. Right—two point nine. Good start. No shame here, Milly. Nerves will pass, but you’ll need to learn to let go if you want to stay out of trouble.”

Milly’s cheeks blazed. She could feel the herd watching, reading her numbers, measuring her place before she’d even had a chance to prove herself.

Dr. Fell moved on, her hands quick, voice brisk. Each cow in the line was measured, inspected, and ranked aloud. Some, like Samira, trembled under the scrutiny, her smaller breasts barely reaching two litres, nipples already weeping in anticipation or fear. Others—older, thicker, with silver tags at their collars—took their humiliation in stride, offering quiet jokes or trading barbed quips about each other’s yields.

Tom recorded the results with practiced indifference, pausing only to bark reminders: “Hands behind backs! No hiding! Full exposure is discipline!”

When the last cow had been inspected, Tom stepped forward, holding the clipboard high. “Rhea leads as expected. Kess, close behind. Samira—bottom of the line. Punishment later, unless you improve by evening. Milly, middle of the pack—room to climb.”

He let the words settle, each cow adjusting to her new, public rank. The herd buzzed with low conversation—some congratulating, others comforting, a few casting sidelong looks of rivalry and resentment.

Dr. Fell raised a gloved finger, drawing every eye. “The rules are not suggestions. Your hands are never to be used except by order of a handler. Your plugs will be checked and cleaned by staff—no one removes them themselves, not even for comfort. If you are caught touching, resisting, or hiding, punishment is immediate and public. If you need, you ask. If you fail to yield, you will be made to yield.”

Her gaze fell on Milly, gentle but unyielding. “No one is here by accident. You are here to surrender, to belong, and to serve. Pride is earned. Obedience is required.”

Tom stepped back, folding his arms. “First milking at the benches in five minutes. Second at dusk. Numbers will be posted for all to see. Herd dismissed for preparation. Kess, help the juniors. Rhea, lead the line.”

With a final chime of the bell, the herd began to shift. Milly stumbled to her feet, her body still humming with embarrassment and adrenaline, but somewhere inside—beneath the shame—she felt the faint, impossible pulse of hope.

If I can survive this day, maybe I really can belong.

The barn seemed to contract as the herd was ushered towards the milking benches. Morning sun slanted in through the high windows, cold and unforgiving, painting each naked back and bare shoulder in frosty gold. The herd shuffled in two lines—Rhea leading one, Kess the other—mitts and cuffs rattling, tails swishing, collar bells setting up a nervous, chiming counterpoint to the handlers’ brisk orders.

Milly’s heart hammered as she reached the benches. There were six in total, each one a marvel of sturdy, humiliating design: padded for the knees, but with metal bars that held the arms outstretched, backs arched, chests and bellies hanging low and exposed. The surface was slick and cold to the touch, the faint scent of disinfectant warring with the earthier smells of milk and straw. Every cow’s place was preassigned, names written in chalk on little slates: Milly’s was third from the left, nestled between Samira and a solid, soft-spoken cow named Beth.

A handler guided her forward. “Knees down, chest forward. Arms out, mitts up. You’ll feel straps on your elbows, don’t resist.” The instructions were gentle but absolute. Milly obeyed, burning with self-consciousness as her knees hit the padded mat, her arms pulled wide and strapped at the elbow, her wrists and mitts useless in the cuffs. Her back was arched by the bar at her stomach, her chest forced low so her breasts hung free and vulnerable, nipples already beading with cold and nervousness.

Around her, the ritual played out for each cow in turn. Samira, trembling, had to be steadied by two handlers as she flinched from the chill of the metal. Kess, three benches away, settled in with a practiced sigh, her vast, pendulous breasts swinging as she took her place, already relaxed into the posture of yielding. Rhea, at the far end, wore a small, crooked smile as she offered her wrists to be strapped in, her body as unashamed as a statue’s, golden hair spilling over her shoulder.

Once the herd was locked in, the milking team swept in: Dr. Fell and two assistants, moving from cow to cow with a small trolley of glass jars, lubricated suction cups, and warm cloths. Milly’s turn came quickly. The first touch was always the hardest—the cold, clinical press of the cup to her nipple, the sharp suction that followed, the awkward squirm of her hips as her body was made to surrender, not for pleasure, but for production.

She bit her lip, cheeks burning. The suction was neither gentle nor cruel, but steady, insistent—a pull that teased milk to the surface, then drew it out in a slow, rhythmic pulse. Dr. Fell murmured quiet praise when the first drop beaded and fell, but made no secret of her disappointment when the flow was slow. “Relax your shoulders, Milly. Let it come. The more you fight, the more it will ache.”

She tried. She watched Rhea at the end of the line, who had already filled half her jar in the time it took Milly’s first drops to appear. Rhea’s eyes were closed, her face relaxed, breath deep and regular—she had mastered the art of letting go, of finding pride in public vulnerability. Even Kess, whose face was usually lit by a smile, had grown serious, her brow furrowed as she focused on yield.

The air filled with the intimate sounds of the ritual: the wet, pulsing hiss of suction, the clink of jars being replaced, the soft grunts and moans of women struggling to let their bodies work. The handlers moved up and down the row, offering encouragement or sharp corrections. “Don’t clench your fists, Samira—let the milk come.” “Beth, deeper breaths, you’re halfway.”

Milly’s shame was total. She could feel every pair of eyes on her—some sympathetic, some competitive, a few barely hiding their amusement as her jar filled slowly. Her breasts felt enormous and awkward, nipples raw, the suction both painful and weirdly hypnotic. Each time her flow faltered, Dr. Fell would adjust the cup, flick her nipple, or issue a warning: “Focus, Milly. If you’re low again at dusk, you’ll be moved to the front for correction.”

Her humiliation was sharpened by the way the staff announced yields aloud as each cow finished. “Kess—three point six litres, up from last week. Rhea—four point three, new barn record for Christmas. Samira—one point eight, lowest so far.” When Milly’s own number was called—“Two point six, steady, but we expect more by night”—she felt a mixture of disappointment and relief. Not the lowest, but nowhere near the leaders.

For the stragglers, the process was drawn out—suction increased, patience thin, hands kneading sore breasts to coax the last drops. One junior, her cheeks wet with tears, had to be comforted by a handler as her yield barely scraped the minimum. The hierarchy was established before the last jar was sealed.

When the milking was finished, the staff moved swiftly, wiping each cow’s chest and belly with warm, damp cloths. Milly felt the kindness in the gesture, even as it deepened her shame—she was a body to be cleaned, inspected, kept useful.

Once the straps were unfastened, the herd was ordered to remain kneeling, arms behind backs, breasts still bare and marked by red rings. Tom stood at the head of the aisle, clipboard in hand.

“Your yields are posted. The barn expects improvement. Highest yield will be rewarded at dusk; lowest will be corrected. You are not just producing for yourselves, but for the pride of the herd. Remember that every time you kneel at this bench.”

Milly’s body ached as she pushed herself upright, mitts useless as ever, skin tingling from the exposure and suction. Her humiliation was matched only by the strange satisfaction in her chest—a sense of having survived, of having taken her place, however humble, in the living, breathing machinery of the farm.

As she joined the others, Rhea shot her a small, meaningful look—equal parts challenge and reassurance. Kess managed a wink, and Samira pressed close for warmth, her fear giving way to a shy, grateful smile.

The first milking was over. The day had only just begun.

With the first milking finished, the ritual was far from over. The air in the barn turned heavy, taut with anticipation and dread. Each cow knelt or slumped where she’d been cleaned and released, arms awkwardly folded behind her, breasts reddened from suction, collars and bells resting against soft, bare skin. The sense of relief at being unstrapped mingled uneasily with a different, deeper tension: everyone knew what came next.

Handler Tom stepped into the centre aisle, clipboard in hand, his boots loud on the flagstones. Dr. Fell took up her position by the big wooden calendar, the day’s numbers now chalked in large, uncompromising figures for all to see. No one could pretend they hadn’t heard their rank; every cow’s performance—her strengths and her shame—was now public property.

“Eyes forward, herd,” Tom called. “It’s time for judgement.”

The barn fell silent but for the soft, restless chime of bells and the muffled whimper of nerves from the lower end of the line. Milly pressed her lips together, feeling a wave of compassion—and relief—that her own name wasn’t at the bottom. Samira, however, was not so lucky.

“Lowest yield—Samira,” Tom announced, his voice even but carrying an edge. “One point eight. You know the rules.”

Samira flinched. The girl’s shoulders trembled; she stared at her knees, cheeks burning scarlet, body made even smaller by the cold and shame. For a moment she seemed paralysed, but then Kess, kneeling beside her, nudged her softly, whispering something too quiet for Milly to catch. That gentle nudge seemed to unlock Samira’s limbs. With visible effort, she shuffled forward, the whole barn’s attention fixed on her.

“Present yourself for correction,” Tom instructed, pointing to a raised wooden platform set to the side of the benches. The rest of the herd shifted, most faces averted out of respect, some watching with unashamed curiosity, a few—like Rhea—looking on with a hard, almost regal neutrality.

Samira climbed onto the platform, guided by a handler who kept one firm hand on her shoulder. Even now, her hands were no help, still encased in mitts and locked at the small of her back. Dr. Fell took her place at the front, producing a long, soft leather paddle from the ritual kit.

“This is not about pain,” Dr. Fell announced to the herd, voice clear and measured. “This is about focus, humility, and reminding us all that yield is not just an expectation—it’s a privilege.” She met Samira’s gaze. “Present yourself.”

With tears brimming in her eyes, Samira obeyed, arching her back, head down, knees spread and breasts hanging freely, exposed and vulnerable on the platform. Dr. Fell placed a steadying hand on her hip and delivered three swift, audible smacks to Samira’s upper thighs—firm enough to sting, but not to harm. The sound echoed through the barn. Samira whimpered, biting her lip, her body shivering with humiliation as the ritual was completed.

When Dr. Fell finished, she leaned in, whispering something close to Samira’s ear—soft words, private, not for the rest to hear. Then she offered her a gentle touch, helping her down. Samira blinked away tears, red marks blooming on her thighs, but her head was held higher than before, a fragile pride flickering beneath the embarrassment. Kess reached out, enveloping the girl in a broad, comforting shoulder as she returned to the herd, murmurs of support rippling through the line.

“Let this serve as a reminder to all of you,” Tom said. “Every drop counts. Effort is as visible as results.”

He scanned the barn, his eyes coming to rest at the other end of the performance spectrum. “Highest yield—Rhea. Four point three. New barn record. Step forward, gold bell.”

The shift in energy was immediate: a ripple of excitement, envy, admiration. Rhea didn’t hesitate. She rose with effortless grace, her immense body moving as though the barn itself made way for her. Her cheeks flushed not from shame, but from the pleasure of recognition. She made a slow, deliberate circuit to the front, her breasts swaying heavily, every movement a display of physical power and unflinching pride.

Tom removed a small velvet pouch from his jacket and, with ritual formality, withdrew a golden charm in the shape of a bell. “For the record yield on Christmas Day, you earn this token. Attach it to your collar for the rest of the calendar, and you are entitled to first use at meals and first choice of blankets.” He attached the charm to the heavy gold ring at Rhea’s throat. The new bell chimed, a note deeper than all the rest, and the barn filled with the sound of subtle, awed applause.

Rhea’s blue eyes flicked over the herd—not cruel, but unmistakably proud, challenging all who would dare to match her. “Thank you, sir. I yield for the barn,” she said, her voice clear, strong, and edged with satisfaction.

Dr. Fell stepped forward, offering Rhea a brief embrace, then placing a soft, warmed towel over her shoulders. “Excellence is earned every day. Let’s see if you keep it.”

The rest of the cows reacted with a complex chorus of emotion—some genuine applause, a few murmurs of envy, many silent promises to do better by nightfall. For Milly, it was impossible not to feel both inspired and chastened. Rhea’s strength seemed mythic, unattainable, but the ritual itself—public, structured, yet softened by aftercare and the comfort of the herd—felt like an invitation. Not just to compete, but to rise, to yield, and to belong.

As the herd was dismissed to their corners of the barn for a short rest, Kess whispered encouragement to Samira, Rhea basked in the glow of her bell, and Milly allowed herself to breathe deeply, pain and pride swirling together in her chest.

The lesson was clear: at Bell & Brand, nothing was private, not even failure—but in that exposure, something like kinship began to bloom.

The aftermath of judgement hung heavy in the barn, every cow marked by her own mix of soreness, pride, and bruised resolve. For a few precious minutes, the strict protocol eased. Handlers unlatched elbow cuffs and unlocked one knee at a time, moving gently, working in pairs to help each woman from the benches or the straw. Their hands were practised and careful—no longer symbols of discipline, but agents of restoration.

Milly’s arms were leaden as they helped her upright, mitts still securely buckled, but the ache in her shoulders lessened as Dr. Fell pressed a warm, damp cloth to her chest, wiping away the last traces of milk and sweat. The doctor’s touch was brisk but almost tender, massaging lightly over the deep red marks left by the suction cups, checking for bruises or swelling. “You held up well,” she murmured, her voice losing its ritual formality for a moment. “No blocked ducts, no broken skin. That’s more than some manage their first time.”

Milly didn’t trust herself to speak, so she just nodded, trying to memorise the feeling of expert hands—how different it was from her own fumbling attempts at comfort back in her city flat. Her body ached, but the pain was strangely mixed with a deeper warmth, as though some invisible line had been crossed: she was not simply a guest or a burden, but an asset, worthy of care.

Across the aisle, Kess was already in her element—settled back onto her straw with two juniors nestled against her flanks. Her deep, earthy laugh rolled across the barn as she teased one of the handlers about the new formula of the milking cream. “You can tell the difference, love! Old recipe never left me tingling like this.” The handler snorted, dabbing cream onto Kess’s pendulous breasts and drawing a few exaggerated yelps of pleasure and protest.

Samira, still sniffling, sat in the crook of Kess’s arm, blanket drawn tight around her hips. The raw, pink marks from her correction were already fading under Dr. Fell’s soothing gel. Kess kept murmuring encouragement, making sure Samira drank the sweetened milk offered in a tin mug by a passing handler. The sight made Milly’s chest tighten—a pang of envy, yes, but mostly a deep, aching yearning for such uncomplicated comfort.

Nearby, Rhea basked in her triumph, the gold bell newly added to her collar chiming as she moved. Even in her pride, she accepted the gentle ministrations of the staff without arrogance, letting Dr. Fell check her skin and place a heated pad across her back. When another cow congratulated her, Rhea gave a gracious nod. “Tomorrow could belong to anyone. Yield is always earned.” Yet the look she shot Milly was pure challenge—an invitation to rivalry, not exclusion.

Once the most urgent needs were met—breasts cleaned, bellies filled with warm milk, new blankets distributed—the strict divisions of the ritual softened. The herd gathered in loose, sprawling clusters along the hay-strewn floor. Those who had been rivals an hour ago now pressed together, trading jokes, sharing body heat, or simply collapsing side by side into exhausted, companionable silence.

Milly hesitated at the edge of one such group, unsure if she belonged. But Kess beckoned her over, patting the straw beside her massive thigh. “Come on, pet. No use pretending you’re not one of us now.”

Awkwardly, Milly settled into the space, finding herself sandwiched between Samira—who gave her a grateful, watery smile—and the comforting bulk of Kess. Someone threw a blanket over their legs, and Milly shivered as the warmth slowly crept into her bones. Rhea’s group sprawled nearby, the gold-collared queen at the centre, dispensing sly compliments and well-timed jabs. Laughter began to return, tentative at first, then bolder, as if the whole barn exhaled at once.

For a while, the world shrank to the present: the squeak of straw, the clink of mugs, the low hum of shared contentment. Dr. Fell made her rounds with a basket of salves and sweets, doling out gentle praise and clinical advice in equal measure. “Keep your nipples dry, Samira. And Kess, you know better than to eat all the honey biscuits at once.”

Milly allowed herself to lean against the others, feeling her muscles unwind, her shame receding beneath a strange, rising pride. She had been handled, measured, exposed, and corrected—yet here she was, still whole, no longer an outsider but a piece of the herd’s living puzzle. The ritual’s edge had not dulled her, but connected her to something enduring and bigger than her fear.

Later, as the handlers dimmed the lanterns and herds drifted toward rest, Milly lay in the warmth of bodies pressed close, a tangle of limbs and muffled laughter. She closed her eyes, listening to the soft chorus of bells and the contented sighs all around, and allowed herself—for the first time since arriving—to hope that she might not just survive, but truly belong.

Tomorrow, the cycle would begin again: challenge, exposure, judgement, comfort. But tonight, wrapped in the shared aftermath of pain and pride, Milly felt something almost like joy.

The golden hush of afternoon faded quickly in winter, and by the time the handlers called for the herd’s reassembly, the barn was awash in shadows, lantern light trembling against the beams. The hours since the morning milking had seemed to pass in a dream—warm blankets, gentle gossip, the dull ache in Milly’s breasts slowly giving way to a sharper, growing pressure. She tried to doze, curled against Samira and Kess, but anticipation pulled her awake every time she drifted too far. Even her body felt restless, tingling with nerves, her nipples still raw from the morning’s cups.

One by one, the cows were gently roused—no more joking now, the mood thickening as the handlers moved through the straw with a new purpose. Dr. Fell’s footsteps were precise and unhurried as she made her rounds, pressing cool palms to foreheads, checking temperatures, murmuring a word of reassurance or quiet challenge. “You’re filling out nicely, Milly. This is the test—can you yield when you’re sore and tired?”

Milly swallowed, fighting a strange mix of dread and pride. Her breasts were heavy, the skin taut and flushed, nipples tingling in the cold. The ache had built to a throb—part pain, part humiliating need for relief. She felt swollen with the day’s milk, aware of every movement, every bounce, every glance cast her way. Each time she shifted in the straw, her collar bell chimed, as if announcing her anxiety to the whole herd.

Kess stretched beside her, groaning theatrically as she eased herself upright. “Second round is always the hardest, pet. First one’s all nerves and ambition. This is where you learn who you really are.”

Samira said nothing, her face drawn and pale, body coiled with tension. The pink marks from her earlier correction had faded, but the memory clearly had not. She clutched her blanket to her chest until a handler gently pried it from her, leading her to her place in the line.

Rhea was already waiting at the front, her gold bell glinting, body as composed as ever. She sat tall, back straight, breasts full and unashamed, the queen of the herd—her confidence both inspiring and, for Milly, slightly terrifying. Rhea’s eyes met Milly’s as she passed, and for a moment, something like sympathy flickered there before the mask of authority returned.

“Form up!” Handler Tom’s voice was clipped and brisk, echoing off the stone. The herd fell in, knees to straw, arms behind backs, mitts locked and useless, heads bowed in a ritual posture of submission. The mood was different now—no longer the camaraderie of shared aftercare, but a sharpened vulnerability, a dread made heavier by the fading light.

Dr. Fell and her assistants moved down the line, inspecting each cow—squeezing, lifting, and testing the fullness of every breast, murmuring observations in a language both clinical and intimate. “Engorged, but not leaking—good restraint, Beth.” “Mild irritation, Kess, but healthy. Try to keep your elbows forward.” “Swollen, but compliant, Samira. No fever.”

When she reached Milly, the doctor’s touch was brisk, thumbs pressing along the underside of her breasts, rolling each nipple gently between gloved fingers. “Ready, Milly? Let go this time. Don’t fight it—your body knows what to do.”

Milly’s face burned, but she nodded, biting her lip as the handler guided her to the bench. Every step felt leaden, and yet her nerves sparked under the scrutiny—she was both dreading and craving what came next.

The ritual was almost identical to the morning: knees on the padded mats, arms pulled out and strapped, back arched and breasts hanging, mitts buckled and useless. The barn was colder now, breath fogging in the air, nipples tightening painfully at the touch of the suction cups. Every sound seemed magnified—bells ringing, the low moans of aching cows, the rhythmic click of glass jars being replaced, and, above all, the handlers’ voices calling out names and yields.

The pressure was immense. Milly could feel every heartbeat in her chest, every pulse of the machine as it drew her milk. The ache gave way to a strange kind of numbness, an out-of-body focus where all that mattered was letting go, proving herself, not being called out in front of the herd. Around her, some women wept softly, others grunted with determination, and a few—Rhea chief among them—entered a kind of trance, surrendering completely to the rhythm of the machine and the weight of ritual.

As the jars filled, staff moved swiftly, replacing each when it neared the top. The numbers were lower for most than in the morning—fatigue and fear leaving their mark—but for a few, especially Rhea and Kess, the second yield was almost as strong as the first. When Milly’s turn came, the handlers watched closely, Dr. Fell urging her on with soft words. “There you go, let it come, don’t tense your shoulders, good girl—yes, that’s it.”

She felt tears pricking at her eyes as her milk finally surged, the cup warming against her skin, humiliation and relief crashing together in a rush. When her yield was called—“Two point three, Milly, holding steady”—her disappointment was real, but so was her pride: she’d endured, she’d not been the lowest, and she’d survived the test.

The ritual finished in near darkness, lanterns flickering as handlers unlocked each woman, offering warm cloths and murmured praise or correction. Samira, trembling, was spared another punishment by a hair’s breadth, her yield barely enough to pass. Kess bellowed a joke about “holding out for Christmas pudding,” drawing laughter and groans in equal measure. Rhea’s gold bell rang out as her evening total was announced—another record, another reason for the herd to rally or redouble their efforts.

Milly stumbled back to her straw, body sore and mind racing. She pressed close to the herd, seeking comfort, feeling the heat of their bodies, the throb of shared exhaustion, and the fragile pride of those who had made it through.

Night had fallen. The first day’s rituals were complete. Yet as Milly lay in the darkness, her head on Kess’s shoulder, the ache in her breasts mingled with a different kind of longing—a hope that tomorrow she might not just endure, but belong, and maybe, just maybe, thrive.

The barn was nearly silent, the earlier laughter and groans faded into the softest rustle of straw and the gentle sound of cows breathing, shifting, settling for the night. Lanterns guttered low, painting the sleeping forms in flickering amber and long, slow shadows. Milly lay on her side, knees drawn up, a borrowed blanket tucked to her chin and the hard, persistent ache of milking in her chest and thighs. Her arms, still encased in thick leather mitts, felt numb with fatigue, wrists tingling from long hours bound and motionless.

All around her, the herd had collapsed into exhausted bundles—limbs tangled, heads pillowed on each other’s hips and shoulders, collars and bells glinting in the dying light. Kess was the warm, unmovable presence behind Milly, breathing deep and slow, her bulk a living barrier against the chill that seeped in from the barn’s stone walls. Samira was curled tight to Milly’s front, her face half-hidden beneath her own blanket, but her trembling had stopped, and her sleep, for now, was untroubled.

The barn smelled of milk and sweat, clean straw and woodsmoke from the distant fire, overlaid with the faint sweetness of pine and the animal musk of bodies pressed close. Milly inhaled carefully, letting the scents sink into her memory, trying to claim them as her own—the proof that she was here, that she had survived the first ordeal, that she belonged at least a little.

Pain and soreness radiated from her chest: the skin around her nipples was chafed and hot, deep red lines still marking where the cups had pulled. Every breath seemed to move her breasts in a new way, pulling at bruised tissue, forcing her to remember the raw, humiliating helplessness of being milked in public, judged by output, cleaned and wiped and measured like livestock. Even the ache in her arms and thighs, the stinging where handlers had pressed and prodded, only reinforced the day’s lesson: this was her world now, a world that asked for everything and gave back only the comfort of the herd.

She listened to the others, picking out little details—a sigh from Beth, a low murmur from Rhea as she turned over, the soft chime of bells as Kess shifted and adjusted her bulk. For a moment Milly imagined the farm from above: the barn glowing in the snowy dark, every cow inside held close by ritual and discipline, each one a small, flickering story of surrender and survival.

Had she done enough? The question circled her thoughts, stubborn as hunger. Her yield had not shamed her, but nor had it won her pride. She was neither a favourite nor a failure—just one more body in the line, good enough to avoid punishment, not enough to shine. That stung, more than she’d expected. The relief at not being Samira, called to the front for correction, mingled with a secret envy of Rhea’s golden bell and Kess’s easy belonging.

She tried to focus on the comforts instead: the way Kess had pressed close, offering her body heat without a word; the gentle aftercare from Dr. Fell, whose touch had reminded Milly that she was more than a number on a board; the shared blanket, the press of Samira’s hand, the low, almost maternal sounds of the older cows watching over the juniors as they drifted into sleep.

Still, the humiliation lingered, more in her mind than on her skin. Every time Milly closed her eyes, she felt the gaze of the herd—watching as she knelt, breasts exposed, legs spread, milk measured and compared, her failure or success echoing in every whispered judgement. She replayed the moment Dr. Fell had squeezed her, the sound of her own numbers being called aloud, the way Rhea’s eyes had flicked over her with a mix of challenge and cold amusement.

Yet beneath the soreness and the shame, something else had taken root—a tiny, stubborn flicker of pride. She had survived. She had not broken down or begged for mercy, not lashed out or hidden her face. She had accepted the discipline, given what she could, and found, in the aftermath, that the world did not end. Instead, there had been blankets, laughter, hands on her shoulders, the closeness of the herd.

Milly shifted, pressing her face to Kess’s shoulder, drawing in the scent of sweat and milk and something like safety. The ache in her breasts promised that tomorrow would be worse. The memory of humiliation lingered, but so did the strange thrill of having been seen, measured, tested, and not found wanting.

What would tomorrow bring? The fear was real, but so was the hope. Another round of milking, more chances to rise or fall, to be punished or praised. The rituals would grow stranger, she knew—parades and plug checks and endless new humiliations—but tonight, with the herd pressed close and the barn settling into peace, Milly let herself believe she might face it all and emerge changed.

She lay very still, feeling the others breathing all around her, her heart slow and heavy. For the first time since arriving, she let her mind wander, tracing the outlines of her new life, her new body, her place in the strange communion of the barn. I am here, she thought, the words humming under her tongue, both defiant and pleading. I belong. Even if only for tonight.

Her eyes drifted shut, breath syncing to Kess’s deep, even rhythm. The last thing she heard was the faint, distant sound of a bell—one clear, gentle chime, somewhere near the calendar board—marking the end of the day and the beginning of something new.

Tomorrow will hurt. Tomorrow will test me. But I want to see what I can become.


Chapter 2: Day Two – Plug Parade

Milly woke to the ache of a body shaped by discipline. Every muscle throbbed, soreness stitched deep into the softest places—the backs of her thighs, the heavy swell of her breasts, the arch of her lower back where she’d knelt too long, forced into ritual posture. Even her jaw was stiff from holding it clenched against the cold and the shame. For a long moment she lay still, letting her breath fog the hay beneath her face, eyes half-lidded, mind tangled between the exhaustion of yesterday and the dread of the day to come.

The barn was alive with the first restless murmurs of the herd. Bells chimed softly as bodies shifted on their straw beds, collars knocking together, the sound intimate and strangely soothing. Somewhere close, Kess groaned, rolling her bulk onto her back, her belly quivering with the effort. Milly felt the heat of Kess’s thigh pressed against her own, anchoring her in the herd’s familiar chaos.

Across the pen, Rhea was already awake, propped on one elbow, gold collar and bells glinting in the faint blue light of dawn. Her body was marked by yesterday’s victories—faint red lines at her wrists and thighs, breasts so swollen and full they seemed almost inhuman, her face composed in the regal serenity of someone who had nothing left to prove. She caught Milly’s gaze and held it a moment—cool, challenging, a silent dare to keep up.

Milly tried to move and winced. The plug inside her shifted with a jolt of sensation—deep, intrusive, and completely inescapable. She had managed, with great awkwardness, not to cry out when it was inserted late the previous evening, but now, with her body stiff and sore, every tiny movement sent little shocks up her spine. Around her, the other juniors were muttering, some biting back tears, a few exchanging grim jokes.

“Plug day,” Samira whispered from somewhere behind Milly, her voice high and tight. “Is it really as bad as they say?”

Kess, never shy about offering wisdom, grunted. “It’s only bad if you fight it. Walk tall, keep your knees wide, and pray your bell doesn’t stick. That’s all you can do.” She managed a lopsided smile, reaching out with her mittened hand to pat Samira’s arm. “Or just be glad you’re not first in line.”

Rumours swirled through the barn like cold draughts. Today, everyone said, was the parade—the one where every plug, every bell, every shiver of embarrassment would be on show. Older cows spoke of past Christmases: how the handlers would line them up, march them around the frozen yard, make them demonstrate their “obedience” and “presentation” for all to see. Those who failed—whose bells did not chime, whose plugs slipped, whose posture sagged—were called out, corrected, sometimes right there in the snow.

Milly’s heart thudded. She tested the weight of her own bell with a nervous shake of her head. The sound was bright and high, not as deep as Rhea’s, but clear enough to draw attention. Her collar felt heavier today, as if the ritual had pressed it deeper into her skin. Her hands, still locked in their mitts and crossed over her chest, tingled with uselessness.

The barn doors opened, and handlers strode in: Tom in his thick coat and muddy boots, Dr. Fell with her clipboard and icy gaze, a pair of juniors with baskets of lubricants and plug cream. The morning’s first command was brisk—“Rise and assemble, herd! Time for checks.”

The line formed awkwardly, bodies swaying, some nudging forward, others dragging their heels. The plug in Milly’s body pressed deeper as she knelt, the cold biting at her bare thighs, the sensation half humiliation, half painful arousal. She saw Samira’s face, pale and drawn, and wanted to offer comfort, but her own nerves left her tongue-tied.

Dr. Fell moved down the line with clinical detachment, her assistants following with towels and small pots of cream. Each woman was checked—plug twisted, cleaned, and locked in anew, bells polished, collars adjusted so every movement would ring true. The process was mortifying: Milly flinched as gloved fingers parted her, cool cream spread around the plug’s base, a gentle but implacable twist to ensure it would not slip. The doctor did not linger, but the shame lingered all the same, burning Milly’s cheeks as she shuffled forward.

“Perfect fit,” Dr. Fell murmured, just loud enough for Milly to hear. “You’ll do fine, if you keep your posture.”

When the whole herd was finally prepared, Tom issued the day’s command: “Today, you are not just cows. You are the farm’s pride—on display for any who care to look. You will parade. You will be inspected. The rules are simple: hold your posture, keep your bells ringing, and do not lose your plugs. Fail, and the correction will be public.”

The barn fell silent. Milly’s skin prickled. The reality of being on show—in the cold, before staff and perhaps even buyers—felt more real and terrifying than any punishment so far.

Kess leaned in, her voice a conspiratorial rumble. “Don’t let them see you’re scared, Milly. Or do, if it keeps your knees from shaking.”

Milly managed a shaky laugh, and the herd pressed closer, gathering warmth and courage in the press of bodies. Outside, the sun rose pale and cold, and the echo of bells and plugs marked the beginning of another ritual—one that would leave them changed, whether they liked it or not.

I can’t let myself fail. Not in front of everyone. Not today.

The cold stung more fiercely outside the safe clutter of the barn. Frost glittered on the flagstones and coated the split railings, the crisp morning air sharpening every sound and scent. Herded forward by handlers, the cows filed out in twos and threes, the bells at their throats chiming in counterpoint to the crunch of their bare feet on frozen straw. Breath fogged the air, rising in startled clouds, mingling with the sweet, shameful perfume of plug cream and fear.

They assembled in the main yard, the oldest part of the farm, enclosed by high timber fencing and flanked by the imposing glass wall of the milking parlour. The sun hovered weakly behind clouds, turning every exposed limb goose-pimpled and pink. Tom’s voice was a whip of command in the stillness: “Lines. Posture. Knees wide, backs straight. Show this farm what pride looks like.”

Milly found herself in the middle rank, pressed between Kess—solid, confident, her bulk a reassuring anchor—and Samira, who seemed smaller than ever, shivering, eyes darting everywhere but forward. The plug inside Milly was a constant, distracting ache; with each step, she felt it press and twist, making her hyper-aware of every movement, every ripple of muscle in her thighs and buttocks. Her tail—sleek and jet-black, matching her hair—swayed with each nervous shift.

The older cows stood tall, shoulders thrown back, breasts swelling with every breath, gold and silver bells ringing clearly at their throats. Rhea, her gold collar newly adorned with yesterday’s prize bell, took her place at the head of the right line. Her eyes were icy, mouth a line of self-control. Milly studied her for a heartbeat, jealous of the poise, the way Rhea’s body seemed to inhabit every humiliation as if it were a coronation.

Handlers moved through the ranks, boots stamping, breath puffing as they checked and corrected. Dr. Fell was at her most clinical, gloved hands brisk and exacting. She moved down the line, stopping at each cow: a finger under the chin to lift a head, a palm pressed between the shoulder blades to force a straight spine, a quick, mortifying squeeze at the base of every plug to check for slippage or discomfort. Bells were tested—twisted, tapped, rung—and collars adjusted so every motion would produce a clear, unbroken chime.

When Dr. Fell reached Milly, she paused, taking in the red flush on her chest, the tension in her posture. “Shoulders back, Milly. Let your hips roll with the plug, don’t fight it.” She tugged Milly’s collar, making her bell ring out, then ran her hand quickly down Milly’s spine, checking her alignment. Satisfied, she moved on, but not before offering a whisper only Milly could hear: “Don’t let your nerves cost you discipline.”

Milly swallowed hard, trying to focus on the physicality of the moment—her feet numb, her breasts heavy, the ache between her thighs almost sharp. All around her, the herd adjusted to the exposure, some with bravado, others with silent mortification. Kess flexed her fingers in their mitts, rolling her shoulders with a slow grin as a handler checked her plug. “Still there? Good. Wouldn’t want to lose my tail in front of company,” she muttered, loud enough for a ripple of laughter to travel down the line.

Samira was next to be inspected. She flinched at the handler’s touch, her bell barely audible, the plug shifting in a way that made her whimper. Dr. Fell’s eyes narrowed, but her words were soft. “Keep your muscles relaxed, Samira. Breathe and let it move with you. No one here expects you to be perfect—just obedient.” The reassurance was private, but the warning—“If your bell is silent on parade, we all hear it”—was for the entire herd.

A sudden gust of wind cut through the yard, setting every bell ringing, every tail swishing, every pair of nipples standing tight and exposed. The herd swayed together, an accidental choreography of nerves and discipline, of enforced posture and the fragile comfort of proximity. The sun caught the glass of the parlour, throwing back a reflection of two perfect lines of restrained, plug-filled women—every flaw and every act of obedience on show for staff and any passing visitor.

Tom circled the lines, his gaze sharp, missing nothing. “Posture!” he barked as one junior slouched, sending her bolt upright, cheeks flaming. At the far end, another handler corrected a loose collar, earning a sharp yelp and a scolding. “Bells must be heard. Plugs must stay secure. If you cannot manage the basics, you’ll be made an example.”

Rhea’s line was flawless—backs straight, bells chiming true, every plug checked and double-checked. She seemed to radiate cold pride, her posture inviting imitation and envy in equal measure. When Dr. Fell reached her, the inspection was almost ceremonial. “Gold bell, perfect as always,” the doctor said, loud enough for all to hear. Rhea inclined her head, the briefest flicker of satisfaction in her eyes.

In the other line, mistakes showed more quickly—nerves, inexperience, the challenge of holding still with a plug inside and every inch of the body exposed to cold and scrutiny. When Samira’s bell failed to ring with her first step, the handler shook her gently, making the metal chime. “Do not let fear freeze you,” the handler murmured, “or you’ll be left behind.”

Milly stood as tall as she could, forcing herself to ignore the rawness in her chest and the low ache of the plug. Every part of her was on show: not just for the handlers, but for the herd, for the memory of the barn, for herself. As Tom finally nodded approval, the sense of anticipation built—soon, the parade would begin, and every eye would be upon them.

A line of women, striped in shadow and sun, marked by plug and bell and discipline, ready to be displayed.

Don’t falter, Milly told herself. Not with Rhea watching. Not with the farm’s pride at stake.

The command came as a whipcrack: “Forward, herd!” Tom’s voice echoed off the icy stone and wood, and the double line of cows lurched into motion. The parade had begun.

The world seemed to shrink to the boundaries of the farmyard, every detail magnified by ritual and nerves. Milly’s first steps were awkward, her bare feet stinging with cold, the flagstones slippery beneath her toes. The plug inside her pressed deeper with each stride, a constant reminder of submission—thick, intrusive, impossible to ignore. She fought to hold her posture, keeping her back straight, chin lifted, arms locked behind her, bell swinging freely at her throat.

All around her, bells chimed—a chorus of clear, overlapping notes, some sharp, some warm and round. Every movement produced sound: the slap of breasts against ribcages, the brush of tails, the slap of thigh on thigh, the whimper of a junior who stumbled. The older cows, their bodies broader and more confident, seemed to glide with their plugs, moving with the rhythm of discipline and long practice. Kess, just ahead of Milly, swayed with an almost playful grace, her hips rolling, tail swinging wide. Rhea, out in front, was a vision of controlled pride, each step measured, bell ringing deep and sure.

They were led in slow, winding procession: out the barn doors, across the yard, past the covered milking parlour and the old stone well, through patches of frozen mud and straw. Handlers followed close behind, eyes sharp for every slip or hesitation. At intervals, Tom or Dr. Fell would call out, “Straighten up! Bells forward! Knees high!” or step in to adjust a collar, tap a plug, correct a slouch.

At the edge of the farmyard, a handful of staff—and, more mortifyingly, two unfamiliar men in thick coats—stood watching. Milly’s heart thudded. She felt their eyes travel over her body, linger on her swaying breasts and the tail that marked her as a low-ranking cow. The men made no sound, but their presence electrified the herd, raising a new level of tension. Some of the older cows lifted their chins higher, seeming to draw pride from being observed; others blushed, eyes fixed to the ground. Samira stumbled, and a handler caught her, whispering quietly before nudging her back in line.

For Milly, every step became a negotiation between shame and survival. The cold bit at her skin, hardening her nipples, making every jolt of the plug sharper. She focused on the rhythm of her bell, trying to keep it chiming, remembering Dr. Fell’s command: don’t fight the plug, let your hips roll. She could feel Kess’s steady presence just ahead—a lifeline in the sea of scrutiny and humiliation.

The parade route circled the paddocks, where the cows could see their own reflections in the glass of the milking parlour. Milly caught sight of herself: flushed, breasts bouncing, bell swinging, posture rigid with effort. She saw Rhea at the head of the line, regal and unshaken, and felt a pang of longing—not just for that confidence, but for the strange, terrible pride that came with public surrender.

As they rounded the far corner, the ground sloped and the line faltered. One of the juniors slipped, her bell clanging against the flagstones as she fell to her knees. Instantly, a handler was there—lifting her, checking her plug, dusting off her shins. “Up, love. Don’t let the cold win. Hold your head high.” The correction was gentle, but the lesson was public: there was no hiding here, no room for mistakes.

Back in step, the line moved on, each cow acutely aware of her own body and everyone else’s. The sound of bells and plugs—unmistakable and inescapable—became the music of the parade. Some women marched with deliberate dignity, eyes forward, making their ordeal into performance; others shrank into themselves, praying for the end. But no one was invisible. The farmyard, the staff, the buyers: all eyes were on them.

At the final turn, Tom called a halt. The herd froze, chests heaving, skin flushed from the cold and the walk, plugs throbbing. Milly’s legs shook, but she forced herself to keep her chin up, heart pounding as the handlers surveyed their work.

“Good form,” Dr. Fell called, her voice edged with satisfaction. “Some of you have learned pride. Others—well, you’ll learn.” She moved down the line, adjusting a collar here, straightening a spine there, pausing to praise Kess for her “beautiful posture,” then tapping Samira’s trembling thigh. “Next time, don’t fight the walk. Let it carry you.”

For Milly, the ordeal had been a blur of sensation: the bite of cold, the throb of the plug, the chime of her bell, the certainty that every part of her—every ounce of effort, every slip, every mark of submission—had been seen and measured. She felt hollowed out by shame, but, impossibly, also filled with a trembling, furtive pride. She had survived the parade. She had been used, displayed, and had not failed.

As the herd was led back toward the centre yard, Milly glanced at Rhea, who met her gaze with a faint, approving nod. Not warm, not congratulatory, but a silent acknowledgement: you endured. For now, that was enough.

The parade was over, but the day’s rituals were not done.

The herd’s return to the central yard was a study in exhaustion and tension. The parade had left every body raw—skin prickled from cold, thighs and breasts sore from the endless, swaying steps, arms aching from being held useless behind backs. But the hardest part was yet to come.

Tom’s whistle cut through the hush, and the cows shuffled into a rough circle, each pair of knees pressed into the frost-hardened straw. A few handlers circled, their boots crunching, while Dr. Fell prepared a low wooden platform in the centre of the yard—a stage for the final ordeal.

“Inspection,” Tom announced, his voice carrying across the yard. “This is not just about display, but discipline. Plugs and posture will be checked. Any failure will be corrected before the herd.” His gaze swept the line, lingering on every face, daring someone to falter.

One by one, the cows were called to the platform. Rhea went first, her body regal despite the cold. She moved with practiced confidence, kneeling on the boards and spreading her knees wide, arms crossed behind her back, head bowed just enough to signal respect but not surrender. Dr. Fell knelt behind her, hands methodical as she checked Rhea’s plug: a gentle press and twist, a quick inspection for any sign of slippage or discomfort. “Secure. Well held, gold bell,” she intoned, her voice a mixture of praise and expectation. Rhea’s eyes remained forward, unmoved, but her cheeks flushed with pride.

Kess followed, her body yielding but defiant. When Dr. Fell checked her plug, Kess couldn’t help but crack a joke—“Wouldn’t want to lose that, not with the whole barn watching!”—earning a snort of laughter from some of the older cows. Dr. Fell only shook her head, lips twitching with reluctant amusement. “Keep your wit for the barn, Kess. Here, discipline matters most.” Kess grinned, but her relief was clear as she returned to the line.

Milly’s name was called next. Her legs trembled as she shuffled forward, her breath misting before her, cheeks flaming with a cocktail of embarrassment and dread. She knelt as instructed, spreading her knees as far as the plug and the chill would allow. She could feel every eye on her: the staff, the herd, the two buyers by the fence whose faces remained unreadable.

Dr. Fell knelt behind her, hands gloved and efficient. “Head up, Milly. Good posture.” With a steady, unhurried motion, she reached between Milly’s thighs, twisting and gently pulling the tail, ensuring the plug was seated correctly. The sensation was shocking—more exposing than the milking bench, more humiliating than the parade. Dr. Fell pressed a cloth to clean away any stray cream, then, with a slight nod, slid the plug back into place. “Tight fit. No sign of slipping. Very good for a second-day junior.”

Milly tried not to cry out, forcing herself to hold still, to accept the attention and correction. The shame burned, but beneath it, a secret current of pride ran through her: she had not failed, had not been called out for correction in front of the buyers. As she moved back to her place, Samira brushed her hand—a brief, grateful touch of solidarity.

Not everyone fared so well. One junior, red-haired and nervous, was found to have let her plug slip out of alignment. Tom’s voice rang out, equal parts warning and ritual: “Correction required. Step forward.” The unlucky girl’s hands were guided to the stage, her knees spread wide, her plug removed and then reinserted with slow, public care. Dr. Fell spoke softly but let the audience see every motion: “We do this so you remember to care for your discipline as much as your pride.” The girl trembled, tears bright in her eyes, but she did not fight the ritual. When it was over, the herd murmured quiet support, shoulders pressed together, offering warmth and the comfort of shared ordeal.

As the inspection continued, the staff announced every success and failure. Those who held posture, whose bells rang true, were praised by name. Those who faltered were corrected—never cruelly, but always with a formality that left no doubt: every weakness was visible, every failing would be addressed.

Rhea was praised twice, her perfect presentation earning her a kiss to the crown of her head from Dr. Fell—half-maternal, half-queenly. Kess’s plug was double-checked but found sound, earning her a slap on the hip and a teasing, “Try not to lose your tail in the hay.” Milly herself was mentioned by Tom: “Improved control. Well done. Hold onto it.”

When the last cow had been checked and the last correction made, Tom drew the circle tighter. “Let today’s inspection be a lesson. You are seen. You are measured. The herd rises or falls together. If one fails, all are reminded. Tomorrow will be harder.”

As the handlers moved away, distributing soft cloths and plug cream, the herd pressed together—rivals and friends alike—seeking the warmth and safety of numbers. The sting of discipline faded into camaraderie, and Milly felt, beneath the soreness and fatigue, a profound sense of belonging. The shame was sharp, but so was the pride: she had endured, been inspected, and come through stronger than before.

As the sky darkened, the yard emptied, leaving behind only the echoes of bells and the faint, lingering heat of bodies pressed close in shared ordeal.

Tomorrow, Milly thought, I’ll hold my head higher. I’ll let them see I can bear it.

Night settled quickly after the parade and inspection, darkness sweeping over the yard as if to erase the day’s humiliation. Lanterns glowed softly in the barn rafters, throwing amber pools of light across the straw and the sprawled, battered forms of the herd. The ritual had left its marks on every body—red lines from collars and cuffs, the ache of plugs still deep inside, thighs and hips streaked with cold, sweat, and a lingering slickness of cream.

Handlers moved quietly now, the edge of authority softened by the routine of aftercare. Tom distributed thick wool blankets, laying them gently over slumped backs and shivering limbs. One junior handler—barely older than Milly herself—knelt beside Samira, coaxing her into sipping from a tin mug of warm, sweet milk. Dr. Fell circulated with a basket of salves, a quiet presence now, dabbing ointment on any raw skin, checking every plug for tenderness, making sure each woman was warm enough.

Milly found herself at the heart of a tangle—Kess’s arm a heavy, reassuring weight around her shoulders, Samira pressed close to her other side, still tense but breathing easier now that the discipline was over. Rhea reclined a little apart, regal and exhausted, gold bell shining dully at her throat, but even she accepted the handler’s ministrations, letting her calves be massaged, her plug carefully removed, cleaned, and replaced with a smaller, softer one for the night.

The air was full of low, grateful noises—groans of relief, little laughs, the muted ring of bells as women shifted and settled. Someone somewhere started a song, a silly old farm rhyme, and a few others joined in, the tune wobbly but determined. Milly felt herself relaxing by degrees, the soreness in her body finally melting into the warmth and scent of the herd. When a handler pressed a cup of warm milk into her hands, she sipped obediently, letting the sweetness fill her mouth and the heat settle her stomach.

For a while, conversation was practical—tricks for dealing with plug soreness, tips for walking without letting the tail twist, whispered advice from older cows to juniors still red-faced with shame. Kess, as always, provided comic relief. “Next time, I’m stuffing straw up there for padding,” she muttered, to a chorus of groans and a sharp warning from Dr. Fell. Even Rhea allowed herself a small, tired smile, her poise slipping just a little as exhaustion set in.

As the barn quieted, Milly watched the women around her—their bodies marked, but not broken, their pride surviving even ritual humiliation. She marvelled at how quickly rivalry faded into camaraderie, the bonds of the herd reforged in the aftermath of exposure and ordeal. Even the pain had changed, becoming not just a private shame, but a shared burden—proof of having endured, proof of belonging.

Her own body ached, the base of her plug sore, her thighs sticky and cold, her breasts heavy from a day spent bound and on display. Yet she felt a fragile pride blooming beneath the discomfort—a sense that she’d done more than simply survive. She’d held her line, accepted her inspection, borne her shame with as much grace as she could muster. She was, in the smallest ways, becoming one of them.

Kess nudged her gently. “Tomorrow’s another day, Milly. You’ll see—once you make it through plug parade, you can face anything.” Samira snuggled closer, tucking her head beneath Milly’s chin, her earlier trembling gone, replaced by a soft, exhausted calm.

Dr. Fell’s rounds grew slower as she lingered to offer a kind word or a gentle squeeze to each woman. “You’ve done well. The hardest part is behind you. Rest, all of you. Tomorrow, new challenges, but tonight—sleep. You’ve earned it.”

Milly lay back on the straw, pulling the blanket up, letting the warmth of bodies and herd fill the spaces her own courage left empty. She listened to the creak of the rafters, the distant ring of a bell as Rhea shifted, the quiet breath of women who had, for one more day, survived the ordeal together.

Her mind drifted through the day’s shame and pride—plug checks, the walk of discipline, the strange, shining moment when her bell had chimed true. She replayed the touches of kindness, the muted applause for Rhea, the quick comfort after every correction. Somewhere deep in her chest, the old ache of loneliness softened. The herd was not just a place of humiliation, but of belonging—hard-won, fiercely guarded, but real.

As sleep crept in, Milly let herself imagine the days ahead: the next ritual, the next ordeal, the hope of rising higher in the herd’s esteem. She knew pain and exposure would return. But tonight, there was warmth, and safety, and the quiet, secret pride of endurance.

I survived parade. Tomorrow, I’ll survive whatever comes next.

The barn faded into hush, and Milly, held close by the herd, drifted into dreams marked by bells, firelight, and the strange, unforgettable comfort of belonging at last.


Chapter 3: Day Three – Silent Service

Milly woke not to sound, but to absence—a depthless, pulsing dark where even her own breath seemed lost. At first, she didn’t know where she was, only that her body was cocooned in warmth and pinned by invisible lines of pressure: arms trapped by the familiar mitts, thighs pressed close by the herd, something tight and foreign encasing her head. She tried to blink, but there was only blackness, a soft pressure across her eyelids and ears, the distant thrum of her own heartbeat.

Panic surged as she tried to move. Her mouth was wedged open by something thick and intrusive—a gag, rubbery and yielding, filling her cheeks and muffling every attempt at sound. She tried to call out, to mumble, to find Kess or Samira by name, but all she managed was a faint, strangled moan that died in the fabric wrapped around her head. She kicked weakly, felt the sharp ache in her breasts and thighs, the tail plug still firmly locked inside, and the cold bite of air on any skin not shielded by straw or another cow’s body.

A hand touched her shoulder—gentle, heavy, familiar. Kess. The reassurance was instant, a living thread through the dark. Milly pressed closer, letting herself be gathered into the warmth of Kess’s side, nose bumping against soft flesh, the smell of sweat and milk and wool a sudden, grounding relief. Around her, the herd was stirring—bodies shifting and bells chiming, though all sound was dull, as if heard through water.

She strained for any sign of speech, but there were none. Instead, only the small, inarticulate noises of discomfort, the wetness of breath through nostrils, the shifting of bound limbs. The handlers had worked in the night: every cow was hooded, every mouth stopped with a plug or ring gag, every hand still useless in its padded prison. The rules had shifted, and none of them had been given a chance to consent or object.

Milly’s heart hammered. She couldn’t tell if it was morning or night, how long she’d been this way, or what might be waiting. Fear mingled with shame—what if she needed to ask for help, what if she made a mistake, what if she started to cry and no one knew? She forced herself to breathe deeply, drawing in the sour, animal scent of the barn, letting the ache in her arms and breasts anchor her to the present.

A sudden nudge to her thigh startled her—a handler, by the strength and decisiveness of the grip. Milly flinched, but the hand only guided her upright, helping her shuffle to her knees. Around her, the others were being shifted too: a procession of hands and nudges, the occasional muffled whimper, the shuffle of knees in straw. No one protested. No one could.

The air grew colder as the handlers pulled back the blankets, stripping away the last layer of privacy. Milly shivered. She felt the hood shift, a faint tickle at the nape of her neck, the brush of leather against her jaw. The hood blocked sight and dulled sound, but it could not muffle the press of bodies against her—the herd instinctively bunching together for warmth, pressing shoulder to hip, cheek to breast, seeking reassurance through skin.

Milly tried to reach out with her mittened hand, found only air, then the curve of Samira’s back. She patted clumsily, felt Samira’s trembling in return, then the brief press of another’s head—maybe Rhea, maybe Beth. No words passed, but a silent code of touch and pressure grew between them, a reminder that even voiceless and blind, the herd was still a herd.

The handlers moved among them, the rhythm of boots and quick, practiced fingers a map through the void. Milly felt her collar checked, the bell plucked to ensure it would ring. Her plug was briefly pressed, checked for security. The humiliation of it all—being handled like an object, inspected and prepared without even the dignity of protest—gnawed at her pride, but there was no fighting it. Submission was total now: she could not speak, could not see, could barely move except as directed.

Time stretched. Milly became aware of every pulse in her body, every ache and need, every shared shudder of breath from the herd. The silence was not empty after all—it was dense with fear, anticipation, and something stranger, a fragile current of trust. No one could comfort with words, but comfort still flowed through hands, through touch, through the accidental tangle of legs and arms as the herd was shaped into readiness for the day’s ordeal.

When at last a new command came—firm hands guiding them to their feet, tugging them into a loose, awkward line—Milly allowed herself to surrender. She followed the pull of bodies, the guidance of handlers, the faint, bracing comfort of the herd.

In the darkness behind her gag and hood, she made herself a promise: I will not be the first to falter. I will learn to listen in silence. I will trust my herd to hold me up, even when I cannot ask for help.

The day had only just begun.

Led by nudges and firm hands, the herd shuffled blindly through the straw, the barn’s familiar sounds turned alien and distant behind their hoods. Every movement felt enormous: the shiver of exposed skin, the rasp of straw against thighs, the tension in every restrained muscle. Milly found herself pulled along by the touch of others—Kess’s broad back against her own, the faint vibration of Samira’s bell every time they brushed together. There was no way to know where they were going, no voice to ask, only the inescapable pressure of being herded, mute and helpless, by staff who never once explained what was to come.

When they stopped, the barn was colder, the air sharper. Milly’s knees were guided down by a handler, landing her onto a rough woven mat. Around her, bodies thumped into place, a confused tangle of limbs and breath. She reached for Kess’s warmth and found Samira instead, their mittened hands bumping, then clasping for a heartbeat—silent, desperate reassurance.

Handlers moved between the rows, the scent of porridge and warm milk cutting through the animal musk of the barn. A hush, deeper than any silence before, fell as bowls were set in front of each kneeling woman. The ritual was clear: today, none would feed themselves.

Milly’s gag was tugged and unbuckled, her mouth flooded with the cold air of the barn, lips cracked and jaw aching from being stretched all night. She gulped a few breaths, trembling as her hood was adjusted but not removed. She could make out the barest hint of light through the cloth, a shifting blur that meant morning had truly come. Before she could speak, a wooden spoon was pressed to her lips, sticky with sweetened oats.

She wanted to flinch away, to wipe her mouth, to ask for gentleness, but she could do none of these things. The handler—she guessed from the warm, dry hand that it was one of the older women—tipped the spoon forward, coaxing her to open wider. The porridge was thick, slightly too hot, and Milly choked as the first mouthful was pushed in, barely able to swallow before another was offered. She blushed furiously, aware of the trail of oats running down her chin, the slurping and dribbling sounds of herself and her herdmates being fed like helpless animals.

She heard Samira cough beside her, then felt the gentle wipe of a cloth against her mouth—a handler cleaning her with slow, patient hands. Milly let herself be managed, realising that resistance only made the ordeal longer and messier. The urge to speak, to comfort Samira or complain, was so powerful it brought tears to her eyes. She squeezed Samira’s hand instead, silent communication becoming their only protest.

A handler moved down the line, offering each cow a bottle of warm milk. The bottle’s teat was pressed between Milly’s lips and she suckled awkwardly, throat working to take in the liquid, a flush of humiliation rising as she realised how childish and exposed she must look. The milk was thick and creamy, a hint of honey masking the taste of the barn. It settled her stomach, but did nothing to ease the ache of powerlessness.

On the far side of the mat, Kess was making the best of things. Milly could hear her humming—low and tuneless, a vibration felt rather than heard, somehow defiant in its cheerfulness. Whenever a spoon clattered or someone coughed, Kess pressed her shoulder into her neighbour, offering a reassuring squeeze or nudge. Milly marvelled at her steadiness: not just enduring, but somehow, in her own stubborn way, finding comfort in the ordeal.

Some of the older cows—accustomed to ritual—opened their mouths easily, tongues lapping at the food, eyes hidden but posture calm. The juniors, especially Samira, struggled, flinching from the spoon, tears slipping down their cheeks. Staff responded with patience: a firm hand guiding a head, a gentle word murmured just beyond the edge of the hood, soft cloths dabbing away messes.

Milly’s hands ached to help, to reach out and hold Samira steady, to offer a touch of comfort or defiance. Instead, she squeezed back with her mitts, squeezing harder every time Samira’s breath hitched or her body shook. The whole experience was a strange swirl of humiliation and intimacy—being made to eat and drink by another, being cleaned and wiped, being cared for when she could do nothing for herself. The dependency was terrifying, but also, in flashes, almost sweet.

When the meal was over, gags were refitted with brisk efficiency, hoods checked and tightened. The handlers wiped each woman’s face one final time, their hands brisk but not unkind. Milly felt a thumb stroke her cheek, an unexpected gesture of tenderness. She leaned into it, just for a moment, before it was gone.

As the herd was nudged back into a huddled mass, Milly’s body was still humming with shame, but her mind found something new: the sense of having been cared for, of having endured alongside the others, of a silent, wordless trust that was somehow stronger than before. Even the ritual’s cruelty had become a strange kind of intimacy.

She pressed her head against Samira’s shoulder and felt, in the depth of the hooded silence, the spark of gratitude that they were, despite everything, together.

After feeding, the herd was prodded by gentle hands into a closer huddle, herded away from the faint light and voices of the barn’s main aisle and deeper into the straw-scented dark. Here, the cold seemed thicker, the quiet more absolute, every sound and sensation magnified. There were no voices—just the muffled ring of bells, the scrape of straw, and the intimate, vulnerable shuffle of knees and thighs pressed together.

Milly felt her body arranged by unseen hands: the pressure of a handler’s palm guiding her down, the nudge of a knee encouraging her to fold onto her side. She obeyed, hood muffling what little sound there was, cheek pressed to the straw, hands bound in their mitts and drawn up near her chest like a child. All around her, the herd curled in upon itself—a living, trembling pile of flesh and heat, breath and sweat, fear and longing.

Within the hood, Milly’s world shrank to sensation. The darkness behind her eyes became its own landscape, pulsing with the beat of her heart and the sharp throb of her sore limbs. Her mouth, now re-gagged, was slick with drool, her jaw aching anew. Her breasts felt heavy, pressed against the straw and the curve of Kess’s hip, nipples sore from yesterday’s milking and the friction of her own rough breaths. The plug in her body seemed to have grown, every slight movement a reminder of her helplessness, every twitch of her hips a private agony.

Touch was now the only way to speak. Samira found her, worming through the tangle of bodies, her breath shuddering against Milly’s ear. Kess shifted, wrapping a thick arm around both girls, pulling them closer, their bodies pressed tight against her belly. Without words, the herd communicated—comfort exchanged in the grip of mittened hands, the press of thighs, the bump of a shoulder. Milly wanted to cry, but the sensation was swallowed by the mask and the weight of Kess’s embrace. Instead, she focused on the warmth, the heat radiating from the tangle of bodies, the shared tremor of exhaustion and dread.

Time became impossible to measure. There was only the ache of immobility, the confusion of being handled and moved and never knowing what would happen next. Occasionally, a handler would reach in to check a plug or collar, hands cool and precise, making the cows flinch or moan softly behind their gags. Sometimes, Milly would feel a gentle rub along her back, or a thumb pressed briefly to the hollow of her throat—a wordless promise that she was still seen, still cared for.

For some, the deprivation was too much. Milly felt Samira’s panic, a sudden, thrashing tremor as the younger woman tried to twist free. Kess held her fast, rumbling a low, comforting sound in her chest—almost a purr, felt more than heard. The herd pressed closer around the struggling girl, their bodies forming a living shield, squeezing her between their warmth until she calmed. There was no shame, no laughter, only the patient solidarity of women who had all, at one point or another, wanted to scream in the darkness.

As the minutes (or hours?) crawled by, Milly’s awareness shifted from pain to something softer—a dazed, floating vulnerability, where the edge of shame blurred into a strange kind of peace. She felt herself swaying in the press of bodies, breathing in sync with the others, her own fears softened by the herd’s closeness. Even the ache between her legs faded into the background, replaced by the insistent need for connection, the reassurance of not being alone.

Sometimes, she imagined the outside world: the snow still falling, the farm silent, the calendar board waiting for the next ordeal. But mostly, she remained anchored in the present—the scratch of straw, the heat of Kess’s body, the muffled ring of a bell, the weight of Samira’s head against her shoulder.

Handlers came and went, adjusting, checking, sometimes lifting a cow to her knees for a whispered word or a new position. Milly lost all sense of herself as separate; she was only another piece in the breathing, quivering puzzle of the herd.

In the thickest darkness, Milly’s mind slipped sideways. Was this surrender or survival? Was this what it meant to belong—to lose her voice, her sight, her independence, and find, in their place, the soft animal trust of women holding each other through pain?

When at last she felt the handler’s hand return—a squeeze to her shoulder, a tug at her hood—Milly was so deep in the silence that even the possibility of speech felt distant. She clung tighter to Kess, let Samira’s hand linger in her own, and told herself she would not forget this: the fear, the closeness, the way the herd became her whole world when everything else was taken away.

She did not know what ordeal would come next, but she was sure, now, that she could face it—not alone, but as one piece of a silent, suffering, enduring whole.

The darkness behind Milly’s hood grew restless. The shifting of bodies, the tremor of anticipation, signalled that the ritual was about to change. She felt hands on her shoulders, strong and certain—handlers, gently pulling her from the huddle. The press of the herd receded, and a rush of cold air crept under the hem of her shift. Her bare knees slid against straw and stone.

The world was a muffled confusion of sensation. She heard the bells on her collar and those of the other cows, but faint and scattered, as if they rang from a distance. Her heart beat so loudly she thought others must hear it, thudding in her ears, chest, thighs. She was helpless, mute, and blind, dragged forward by hands that could have been anyone’s.

One by one, the herd was lined up in the centre of the barn. There was no warning—only the subtle shift of pressure, a hand under her elbow, the tug of a leash clipped to her collar. Milly’s world became a catalogue of humiliations. She felt herself positioned on her knees, thighs spread wide, back arched by a palm at her spine. The handlers worked in silence, no need for orders; they had done this before, and the herd, for all its muffled nerves, obeyed.

The first touch was always the worst: a cold hand at her cheek, then the careful unbuckling of her gag. Saliva spilled over Milly’s lips, her jaw aching from the stretch. She gasped, then whimpered as gloved fingers inspected the inside of her mouth, checking for injury, infection, compliance. She tried to look up, but the hood kept her world black.

Then came the inspection: breasts lifted, squeezed, weighed in a handler’s hands; nipples tugged, the marks from previous milking checked and measured. Milly trembled, biting back sobs, her body a trembling bundle of shame and need. She felt the handlers’ hands move down, adjusting her thighs, probing the plug’s base—twisting, checking, ensuring that the tail was secure and the muscles compliant. When she flinched, the handler’s grip only tightened: a warning and a comfort at once.

She heard the same ritual repeated down the line: soft cries, sharp inhalations, the wordless communication of touch and shudder. If a cow resisted—arched away from a probing hand, clenched her legs, or tried to escape the inspection—the discipline was immediate. Milly heard the slap of flesh on flesh, the low, soothing murmur of a handler’s correction, the thud as someone was made to kneel longer, thighs parted wider, until obedience was total.

Her turn came swiftly. Hands slid under her arms, lifting her to her feet. A handler—she could tell by the scent and the steady, calloused grip that it was Tom—guided her forward. He adjusted her posture, pressing her knees apart, tilting her chin, fingers tapping her collar bell to ensure it rang clear. Then, without a word, he checked her breasts, squeezing, massaging, rolling each nipple between his thumb and forefinger. She whimpered behind her hood, humiliated by the ease and confidence of his handling. When he reached between her thighs, checking the plug, she shuddered but did not resist.

Praise was silent: a squeeze of the shoulder, a pat at the base of her spine, the faint brush of a hand over her hair. For those who complied, the ordeal was quick, almost gentle. For those who fought or trembled, the handlers took their time—guiding, correcting, making the discipline public but never cruel. One junior broke down, sobbing into her gag as her plug was checked and found out of place. Dr. Fell knelt by her side, holding her until she stilled, then gently corrected the error, murmuring comfort even as the lesson was delivered.

Through it all, Milly clung to the rules: hold still, obey, trust the handlers to move her and her herd. She could not speak, could not beg for mercy, could not even signal her pain—so she surrendered, trusting that her compliance would earn her kindness, or at least an end to the ordeal. The touch of hands became not just discipline, but the only language left to her.

The inspection went on, one by one, until every cow had been checked, corrected, and praised or disciplined as needed. The herd knelt in a long line, hoods still in place, but posture more relaxed, the worst over. Milly felt a handler’s hand on her shoulder, a gentle squeeze that spoke volumes in the dark.

For a long moment, there was only the shared exhaustion, the echo of bells, and the knowledge that they had all endured together. The humiliation had been deep, but so, too, was the bond that now joined them—a bond forged in silence, touch, and the discipline of belonging.

When the inspection ended, handlers wiped mouths, straightened collars, and pressed warm, reassuring hands to every bowed head. Milly breathed out, her body aching but her mind strangely at peace. Even blind, gagged, and shamed, she was part of something larger, held up by the strength of those around her.

This is what it means to yield, she thought, the words echoing in the private darkness of her hood. Not just to submit, but to be seen, measured, and returned to the herd, marked by discipline and trust alike.

The ordeal ended not with a sharp command, but a gentle shift: hands lifting, buckles loosening, the slow, careful unwrapping of hoods. Milly’s world brightened by degrees, the darkness thinning to amber lamplight and the golden haze of dust and straw. She blinked furiously, eyes streaming, unable to tell if it was from the sudden glare or the pressure of emotion. The barn’s sounds rushed back all at once—the breath and cough of tired bodies, the soft murmur of handlers, the familiar creak and chime of bells. It felt like being reborn.

As the gag was pried from her mouth, Milly gasped, drawing deep, greedy lungfuls of barn-scented air. Her jaw ached, lips sticky with drool, throat raw from silent effort. A handler pressed a cloth to her lips, cleaning away spit, then traced her cheeks and brow with a cool, damp hand. The simple touch sent a wave of gratitude through her—she had never known how much could be said with hands until all words were stolen.

Around her, the herd was transformed—faces puffy, eyes red, skin blotched with shame and the afterglow of discipline. Some women slumped immediately into the straw, whimpering or shaking out their arms. Others hugged themselves, massaging their jaws or cradling their faces in mittened hands. For a while, no one spoke. The silence was different now—softer, charged with relief and the low hum of pride at having endured.

Handlers moved slowly among them, offering water, checking mouths for injury, dabbing ointment on raw skin. Dr. Fell crouched in front of each cow, meeting their eyes, murmuring gentle praise or soft reminders to breathe, to drink, to stretch their jaws. “You did well, Milly. It’s over now. Just rest.” Her voice, so often clinical and cool, was unexpectedly warm.

Milly found Samira and Kess, drifting to their side like a lost child. Samira’s face was blotched and wet with tears, but her eyes, when they met Milly’s, were shining—not with defeat, but with a kind of stubborn hope. Kess, always the anchor, wrapped both juniors into a hug, arms powerful even in mitts, squeezing until the shivers passed. They lay together on the straw, Kess humming a low, wordless tune, Samira weeping quietly into Milly’s shoulder. Words felt fragile, unnecessary. Milly stroked Samira’s back with a clumsy mitten, tracing slow circles, letting comfort live in touch.

Aftercare was unrushed, almost ceremonial. Some handlers checked plug fit or massaged sore shoulders, others simply knelt beside a cow and let her lean, offering silent solidarity. One by one, the herd’s tension ebbed; bodies relaxed, breaths deepened, heads tipped to rest on neighbouring thighs or laps. Laughter crept back in, shy and stuttering—Kess’s joke about “never trusting breakfast porridge again,” a senior’s muttered quip about “sounding like a sheepdog with my hood on.”

Yet the day’s ordeal lingered in every gesture. Milly watched as two rivals from the parade—girls who’d snapped at each other the day before—sat pressed shoulder to shoulder, their animosity washed away by the need for comfort and touch. She saw Rhea, usually proud and aloof, let Dr. Fell wipe her cheeks and massage her jaw, eyes fluttering with relief.

There was no need for speeches, no gushing outpouring. Milly felt her gratitude through the heat of Kess’s side, the steady pulse of Samira’s breath, the low, contented sighs that filled the barn. Even as words returned, they seemed less important than the warmth, the closeness, the shared knowledge that each of them had survived the darkness together.

When Dr. Fell finally rose, she addressed the whole herd, her voice both gentle and proud. “You have endured silence and submission. You have learned to trust each other without words. This is the heart of the herd—bonded not just by what you say, but by what you share in hardship. Tomorrow brings new trials, but tonight, you rest as one.”

Blankets were spread, warm milk passed hand to hand, the light in the barn turning softer as the sun dipped. Milly huddled close with Kess and Samira, letting herself be held, letting herself hold in turn. For a while, no one spoke at all. Words, when they came, felt like small miracles—Samira’s whispered “Thank you,” Kess’s deep rumble of approval, Milly’s own soft, stunned laughter.

As the herd drifted toward sleep, Milly stared up at the dark beams, her heart swollen with exhaustion and pride. She traced the inside of her cheek with her tongue, feeling where the gag had pressed, savouring the absence of restraint. The silence had not been empty after all—it had been full: of fear, of hope, of the certainty that she was never truly alone.

She closed her eyes and let her last thought drift outward, to be shared with the women pressed close around her:

What we cannot say, we still survive. Tomorrow, I’ll find my voice—but tonight, I am heard, even in silence.


Chapter 4: Day Four – Outdoor Milking

Milly awoke to a cold that seemed to have crept inside her bones. Even before she opened her eyes, she felt it—a biting, endless chill that made her curl tighter beneath her blanket, searching for the lost warmth of herd bodies pressed close. Her nostrils stung with every breath, the air sharp and raw, smelling of frost and animal musk, old milk and woodsmoke, layered with a note of iron from the icy steel rings and chains along the barn walls.

A low chorus of groans and shudders told her the others felt it too. Samira whimpered as she shifted, her bare thigh brushing Milly’s under the tangled blanket, skin goosepimpled and hair standing up along her arms. Kess, always the loudest riser, muttered curses about “bloody north wind” and “handlers with ice for hearts,” but even she moved slowly, wincing as she flexed stiff fingers in their mitts.

Rhea was already sitting up, pale gold hair in a braid over one shoulder, breath visible as she exhaled. She looked unruffled as always, but her arms hugged her broad chest, and her nipples stood out stark and dark against her breasts, testament to the unrelenting cold. The gold bell at her throat seemed to chime sharper this morning, as if the frost itself lent the metal an extra edge.

Somewhere across the barn, the heavy doors groaned open. A rush of even colder air swept over the herd, making every woman draw in tighter, shivering, their collars and bells rattling softly as they moved. Handlers entered, boots crunching on straw and ice, coats pulled tight against the chill. Tom’s voice boomed in the echoing gloom. “Up, herd! Today, we do our yielding in the snow. All milkings will be outside, in full view of staff and guests.”

A wave of shock ran through the room—murmurs, anxious glances, a few soft gasps from juniors who’d only heard stories. The older cows exchanged knowing, almost grim smiles: the ritual of the snow stall was infamous, part ordeal, part rite of passage. Milly’s stomach clenched. The thought of kneeling naked in the winter wind, being strapped into cold metal frames and milked where anyone could see, set every nerve jangling.

Dr. Fell moved briskly among them, her breath clouding as she checked each collar and bell, tugged at plugs to test their security, and inspected cuffs and mitts for warmth and fit. “No shifts today,” she announced. “You’ll wear only your restraints and your pride. If you fail to comply, if you lose posture, you’ll answer for it in front of the whole farm.” She paused before Milly, her eyes gentler for a moment. “This day is harsh. But so are you, if you choose to be. Stay close to your herd.”

As the handlers moved from mat to mat, the tension mounted. Some women tried to make jokes—Kess declared she would “turn blue and shatter before lunch”—but their laughter was hollow, every word shivering in the cold. Milly forced herself upright, letting the blanket fall away, exposing her skin to the biting air. Goosebumps rose instantly. Her breasts ached with cold and the memory of yesterday’s ordeal; the plug inside her seemed to have shrunk, the chill making every muscle tighter.

She watched the herd, searching for comfort in familiar faces. Samira was wide-eyed and silent, hugging herself. Rhea held her head high, refusing to shiver, gold collar a badge of stoic pride. Even Kess looked smaller than usual, her bravado dimmed by the raw air. The juniors exchanged glances, huddling closer, whispering encouragement or simple survival strategies: “Breathe slow. Keep your head up. Don’t let them see you cry.”

Tom barked new orders. “Prepare to move. Out in lines. Any hesitation will be corrected. You will be milked, measured, and judged—all under the open sky. Make the farm proud.”

Handlers removed the last scraps of blanket, checked each set of cuffs and mitts, and lined the herd up near the doors. One by one, each woman was guided forward, bare feet slapping against the icy stones, nipples and bellies tightening in the cold. The only warmth came from proximity—bodies pressed side to side, breaths mingling, hearts beating faster together.

Milly’s mind spun with a rush of sensations: the burning ache in her feet, the numbness of her fingers, the hum of fear and adrenaline in her veins. Yet beneath the dread, she felt something else—an ember of pride. She had survived three days, had yielded and been judged, had endured silence, inspection, and parade. Now, with the herd trembling beside her, she felt both smaller and stronger than she’d thought possible.

The barn doors swung wide. Light and cold crashed in. Snow glittered across the yard, the world outside dazzling and unforgiving. The snow stalls waited: metal frames dusted with ice, lined up in stark, humiliating display. The wind howled, and the herd pressed forward, every woman marked by discipline, anxiety, and the strange, fierce unity of those about to suffer together.

Milly took her first step outside, and the ordeal began.

The first step into the snow was like stepping into another world—one built from sharpness and ache, each breath a knife, each sound magnified by frost. The air was so cold it seemed to bite Milly’s skin, prickling along her thighs, arms, and belly. She gasped as her bare feet met the packed white ground, the sting shooting up through her ankles and calves, her muscles instinctively tensing as she was herded forward by handlers and the bodies of her fellow cows.

Around her, the herd shivered, a line of pale, exposed flesh—bellies, hips, and breasts all reddening with cold, their nipples drawn into hard, aching points. The bells at their collars gave off sharp, glassy notes, so much higher and lonelier in the open air. Even Kess, usually a force of laughter and noise, was silent now, her arms tucked in tight, eyes narrowed against the wind. Samira stumbled, nearly falling, but Milly pressed her side to steady her, feeling the tremor of fear and shock running through the smaller woman’s frame.

The handlers wasted no time. “Move along!” Tom barked, his breath clouding in the morning sun. “Keep your lines, keep your posture. Any slouching or shuffling will be punished. The farm’s pride is on display today.”

The procession was slow, the cold and the agony of exposure making every step an ordeal. Milly’s plug felt even more intrusive, the muscles around it clenching with every shift of her hips. Her arms, locked in mitts, ached to shield her chest, but she could do nothing but walk—head high, eyes stinging from wind and brightness, bell ringing in a nervous counterpoint to her thudding heart.

The snow was deep in places, drifting against the wooden fence and swirling around the legs of the milking stalls ahead. The metal frames gleamed with frost, set in a neat row facing the main farmyard—public, inescapable, impossible to hide from staff or the rare buyers who stood bundled in coats, watching with a mix of curiosity and silent appraisal. The world seemed too wide, too open, every secret and flaw on display.

The seniors set the pace. Rhea marched with regal calm, the gold at her throat catching the low sun, her body unbowed by the cold. Kess gritted her teeth and joked through chattering lips, “Best keep moving, or I’ll be a statue by noon!” Some of the other older cows murmured encouragement, tried to make light of the ordeal, but their bravado was thin. The juniors, including Milly and Samira, pressed close for warmth and moral support, every exposed inch of skin longing for cover.

When they reached the stalls, the handlers lined them up in groups, calling out names, assigning each cow to a frame. The metal was painfully cold, searing Milly’s calves and palms as she was helped to kneel before her assigned place. She could see her breath billowing out in clouds, every exhale a testament to the effort of simply enduring.

Tom paced before them, his eyes sharp. “You will kneel, present, and hold your posture throughout the milking. Any fidgeting, dropping your head, or closing your thighs will be corrected immediately and in view of all. Bells and plugs will be checked for soundness before and after milking—fail, and your shame will be public.”

Dr. Fell and two assistants moved along the line, making last-minute checks: tugging plugs, pressing cold hands to collars, spreading thighs to ensure every tail and bell was perfectly displayed. Milly winced at the touch, her body protesting, but she steeled herself and kept her posture, determined not to be singled out.

The snow dazzled all around them, reflecting sunlight and making every body, every blemish, every line and curve visible. Milly glanced along the line and caught Samira’s gaze—wide-eyed, lips pressed in a thin line of determination and fear. Rhea, three stalls down, gave her a nod of encouragement, the smallest twitch of a smile crossing her face.

The air was thick with anticipation, pride and dread mixing in every heart. Even as the cold numbed her toes and bit into her thighs, Milly felt a sense of unity—an unspoken, desperate solidarity. The herd would endure this together, not just for discipline or pride, but for each other.

As the handlers prepared the milking machines, the only sounds were the chime of bells, the hush of wind over snow, and the low, tremulous breaths of women too cold to even cry out.

Milly drew herself tall, knees spread wide in the snow, breasts lifted, eyes fixed ahead. She felt the eyes of the staff and buyers on her—judging, measuring, remembering. A flush of heat, at odds with the cold, burned in her chest. She would not falter, not while the herd watched, not while every movement was recorded in frost and shame.

The ritual was about to begin.

Kneeling in the snow, Milly’s body felt both painfully exposed and strangely unreal, as if she’d been reduced to sensation alone. The cold was everywhere—biting at her knees, prickling up her spine, stinging her breasts and thighs. Even her breath hurt, every inhale a shock that made her shiver and her bell ring with each movement. She could hear the herd’s breath and see their skin flush and marbled, some pale as milk, others turning an alarming blotchy red or purple where the frost bit deepest.

The milking stalls were designed for full display: metal bars chilled by the wind, each frame forcing a cow to kneel, knees apart, chest pressed forward, arms locked behind or at their sides, mitts useless. The frames held every woman open, on show not just for staff and buyers, but for each other. Milly tried to ignore the eyes—Tom’s stern gaze, Dr. Fell’s clinical scrutiny, the buyers’ cool curiosity—but she felt them all the same, burning on her exposed flesh.

Her turn came quickly. A handler guided her forward, helping her up into the stall, strapping her knees and thighs apart so her body could not close against the cold. Her arms were looped through a higher bar, pulling her shoulders back and thrusting her breasts forward into the open air. The metal made her shiver violently, nipples aching, her body cramping as she struggled to hold still.

Dr. Fell worked quickly, barely a whisper of warmth in her gloved hands. “Easy, Milly. Breathe through it,” she murmured, voice so soft only Milly could hear. “You’re doing well.” She cleaned Milly’s breasts with a cold cloth, pausing to inspect for any swelling or marks from the last milking. Then came the suction cups—icy at first, then almost burning as they latched on, tugging and drawing, the rhythm clinical, unhurried, and entirely beyond Milly’s control.

All along the row, the same process played out. Some women whimpered, others gritted their teeth or let silent tears freeze on their cheeks. A few, like Rhea, accepted the ordeal with stoic pride—her face set, breath fogging the air, body motionless except for the deep, even rise and fall of her chest as she was milked in front of the entire farm.

The machines did their work, the wet, pulsing hiss of suction joining the jangle of bells and the occasional sob or gasp. The yield from each cow was announced aloud by Tom, clipboard in hand, his voice echoing over the yard. “Rhea—three point eight litres. Kess—three and a quarter. Samira—one point nine.” Each name and number was a measure not just of milk, but of endurance, pride, and shame.

Milly clenched her jaw as the suction drew out her yield. She tried to focus on breathing, to keep her back straight, her thighs still, her bell chiming clearly with each shuddering exhale. The shame was intense—being seen, compared, judged for every drop her body could give. Yet beneath the humiliation was a burning spark: the knowledge that she was here, she was enduring, she was not alone. Every gasp, every shiver, every glance from her herdmates was a thread pulling them together in the ordeal.

The buyers watched from the edge of the yard, silent but attentive. Milly felt their eyes follow the curve of her back, the line of her arms, the tremble in her thighs as the cold and the suction warred inside her. She could not hide, could not soften the sound of her milk splashing into glass jars. The numbers were announced for all to hear: “Milly—two point three litres. Holding steady. Well done, considering the cold.”

The lowest-yielding juniors fared worst—some sobbing openly, bodies shaking so hard their yields barely registered. Handlers murmured comfort or, where needed, sharp reminders: “Steady, now. You are stronger than you know. Hold your posture or you’ll be corrected.” The highest-yielding seniors—Rhea, Kess, and one or two of the others—were praised, their blankets ready and waiting for when the ordeal was done.

The milking seemed to last forever. Milly lost all track of time, her thoughts narrowing to the ache in her breasts, the frozen numbness of her knees, the burning humiliation and fragile pride as she endured under the watchful eyes of staff and herd alike. When at last the cups were removed, her skin felt flayed—raw from cold and suction, nipples tingling and sore.

She was unstrapped and helped down from the frame, legs buckling at first, a handler’s arms catching her before she collapsed. The herd huddled together, clutching at each other for warmth, the ritual’s agony giving way to relief and a shaky, battered solidarity. The buyers drifted away, their faces unreadable, leaving only the staff and the panting, bruised women kneeling in the snow.

Milly pressed herself into the cluster, her body aching, skin burning, and yet in her heart a stubborn pride blossomed. She had endured. The herd had endured. The world had seen them, measured them, found them wanting or worthy—and still they had not broken.

The ritual was not over, but the worst of the ordeal was behind her.

No sooner had the last suction cup been removed than Tom stepped forward, clipboard in hand, his breath billowing in clouds before his face. The cold seemed even sharper now that the ordeal was over; every cow knelt red-skinned and trembling, bodies crowded together on the snow, bare knees and bellies pressed close for any scrap of warmth. Eyes darted between handlers and the remaining buyers, waiting for the public reckoning that always followed the harshest rituals.

Dr. Fell moved briskly along the line, checking breasts for swelling, streaks of frostbite, or bruising. She murmured praise for those who had yielded well, her touch gentle where her voice was not. Rhea was first to be acknowledged, her yield strong despite the bitter cold. “Three point eight. Superb, Rhea. You’ve earned warmth and first blanket.” The gold-collared cow accepted the blanket Tom draped over her shoulders with a regal nod, a shiver barely betraying her exhaustion.

For others, the outcome was harsher. “Samira—one point nine. Too low. You know what that means.” The girl’s eyes widened, shoulders hunched, but she managed not to cry as Tom motioned her forward to the correction platform set to one side of the stalls. Samira was guided to kneel, hands still useless in mitts, thighs parted wide, posture forced into a humiliating arch. Dr. Fell, ever ceremonial, produced the ritual paddle: three sharp, echoing smacks to Samira’s thighs, not brutal but stinging enough to leave her yelping, breath puffing in short bursts in the cold air.

The rest of the herd watched in silence, the discipline a warning and a reassurance—failure brought correction, but never cruelty. When it was over, Kess and another senior reached out to help Samira back into the group, pulling her into their warmth and whispering reassurances. Milly found her own body angling to let Samira lean against her, the urge to shield stronger than her shame. The herd’s instinct was immediate and collective: circle around the weakest, offer whatever heat or comfort they could spare.

Tom continued down the list, reading off yields in a voice that brooked no distraction. Each woman’s result was met with either a nod or, for those close to the bottom, a stern warning to do better. Praise was reserved for the highest yields: Rhea, Kess, a quiet senior named June whose three litres were a personal best. Blankets and warm drinks were doled out as prizes, each reward a visible badge of pride.

When Milly’s name was called—“Milly, two point three. Solid, given the conditions. You held your posture. Well done.”—she felt a rush of relief so intense it bordered on dizziness. The blanket she was given barely covered her shoulders, but it felt like a medal. She huddled in, letting the soft wool trap the faint heat of her body, while Kess pressed in on one side and Samira on the other. Even Rhea, usually aloof, nodded her approval, her own blanket draped over her back like a queen’s mantle.

The buyers, finished with their silent observations, retreated toward the main building, their boots crunching over snow and stone. Only the staff remained, rounding up the herd with brisk efficiency. “Form up, inside. No lingering in the cold. We want no frostbite, no fainting, no excuses for tomorrow,” Tom ordered.

The procession back to the barn was a slow, stumbling affair. The cold, the exhaustion, the sting of discipline—these things bound the herd more tightly than any restraint. Milly’s legs felt like lead, her breasts raw and sore, her hands numb in their mitts. Yet every step was made easier by the press of the herd, women leaning on each other, sharing curses and half-jokes, gratitude and quiet pride.

Inside the barn, the change was immediate and almost overwhelming. The air, though still chilly, felt soft as a bath after the exposure of the yard. Blankets and mugs of steaming milk appeared, handlers moving among the cows with a new gentleness—touching frozen fingers, massaging thighs, helping each woman settle into the straw.

Milly collapsed into the warmth, Samira and Kess to either side, all three shivering as the aftershocks of cold and discipline worked their way out of their bodies. The pain was real, but so was the comfort—pressing in, breath mingling, hands and arms and thighs tangled together as the herd found what little shelter the barn could offer. For a while, no one spoke. The only sounds were the low moans of relief and the steady, grateful sighs of those who had survived another ritual.

For Milly, the ordeal’s sharpest edge dulled as she let herself be surrounded—by heat, by blankets, by the closeness of women who had shared her shame and her triumph. The public nature of their humiliation had not broken them; if anything, it had reforged the herd, each woman made more precious to the others by their struggle in the snow.

As the barn filled with the hush of recovery, Milly let her eyes close, body aching but spirit strangely light. They had been judged, corrected, and left exposed to the elements, but here, pressed close to the herd, she felt not just endurance, but something approaching pride.

Inside the barn, the return to warmth felt almost shocking after the raw ache of the snow stalls. Milly let herself be herded with the others toward the softest patch of straw, the edges of her blanket dragging, her legs numb and heavy. For a moment she just stood there, blinking in the yellow lamplight, breath coming in ragged bursts. Around her, bodies collapsed in slow motion, some women falling into the straw with graceless relief, others moving more carefully, cradling their aching limbs, nursing red streaks on their thighs and breasts.

The handlers’ discipline softened with the cold gone. Dr. Fell, her cheeks pink from the wind, crouched at Milly’s side, pressing a gentle hand to her back. “Steady, now. Let your body warm up gradually,” she said, her voice as soft as Milly had ever heard it. She massaged warmth into Milly’s shoulders, then wrapped the blanket more snugly, tucking the ends under Milly’s arms. “You did well. Breathe deep. You’re safe.”

A mug of hot, sweet milk was pressed into Milly’s mittened hands. She sipped greedily, the heat spreading through her chest, thawing her from the inside out. Kess, beside her, let out a groan of pure pleasure as she settled into the hay, Samira curling up tight against her back. Someone passed a second blanket over, and the three women bundled themselves together, limbs overlapping, shivering slowly fading into warmth.

All around the barn, the mood changed as bodies thawed and nerves unclenched. Laughter, at first brittle, bubbled up again. “Thought my tits would snap right off,” muttered one of the seniors, to a round of groans and half-hearted giggles. Rhea, regal even in exhaustion, passed her blanket to a trembling junior before accepting a fresh one from a handler. “It’s not a real winter until you’ve been milked in the snow,” she quipped, her gold bell chiming dully as she stretched out her legs.

The handlers moved among them with patient hands, rubbing arms, checking breasts for injury, smoothing plugs and tail-bases, offering quiet praise and, where needed, apologies for the day’s severity. Dr. Fell spent the longest with those who had suffered the worst: Samira, who still shivered with the memory of public correction, and a silent junior who had nearly fainted after her milking. Each woman was given a little extra attention—a whispered comfort, a warm cloth, a promise of easier rituals tomorrow.

Milly felt a strange, blooming pride. Her body ached in ways she’d never imagined—her knees throbbed, her breasts were sore, her thighs burned from cold and effort. Yet beneath it all, she felt more a part of the herd than ever. The ordeal in the snow had stripped away everything but survival and support. The humiliation of public milking, the sting of cold, the public comparison—all of it had been endured together, woven into a tapestry of collective resilience. She looked at Kess, at Samira, at the other women laughing and complaining and shivering into each other’s arms, and felt a rush of fierce affection.

For a while, the barn was a patchwork of blankets and bodies, women pressed close, swapping stories or drifting in and out of sleep. Some compared bruises, others told stories of previous winters or cracked jokes about the buyers’ sour faces. Milly, usually quiet, found herself joining in—sharing a wry comment about how she’d lost feeling in her toes, earning a round of tired smiles. Even Rhea, usually above the fray, accepted a cup of milk and let herself be drawn into the group, pride softened by exhaustion and camaraderie.

Dr. Fell called out final reminders as the handlers began to dim the lanterns. “Rest well, herd. Tomorrow’s ritual will bring new challenges. Take care of each other. We watch not just for failure, but for care.” The gentle admonition hung in the warm air, a reminder that survival at Bell & Brand was always collective.

As night fell, Milly nestled deep between Kess and Samira, her limbs finally loosening, her mind slowing for the first time since waking. The ache of the day faded, replaced by a sweet, slow pride. She remembered Samira’s tears, the burning of the cold, the way the herd had closed around the weakest without hesitation. Her shame was less than her gratitude; her dread, less than her hope.

She let herself imagine tomorrow, wondering what new ordeal would be required, what strength she’d be forced to find. But tonight, she let herself be held—by blankets, by arms, by the herd’s quiet, stubborn love. For the first time since arriving, she felt not just that she had survived, but that she belonged.

We endured the cold. We yielded in public. We held each other up. Tomorrow, whatever comes, I’ll remember this warmth.

The barn’s sounds faded to breath and the gentle chime of bells. Milly closed her eyes, heart thudding slow and strong in the safety of the herd, as another day at Bell & Brand yielded to the promise—and the threat—of tomorrow.


Chapter 5: Day Five – Body Paint Display

Milly woke to the gentle, persistent hum of voices in the barn—an energy different from fear or relief, something jittery and conspiratorial. Sunlight filtered in through the high windows, painting the straw in thin stripes of gold and blue, but the air was still cold, and every cow huddled close beneath their blankets, limbs pressed together, hands still useless in their mitts.

All around her, the herd was awake early, gossip and rumour passing back and forth like contraband. Even the seniors seemed charged, exchanging knowing smirks and sly looks as they recounted stories from Christmases past. “Remember paint day?” one of the older women whispered, voice half a laugh. “Poor Mara ended up with holly leaves painted right up her bum and the bell on her nose.” That sent a ripple of giggles through the row, with a few juniors blushing at the imagined indignity.

Samira, curled up tightly against Milly’s side, chewed her lip. “Is it really as bad as they say?” she asked, voice barely audible beneath the low conversation. Kess—already sitting up and stretching, breasts swaying beneath the blanket—grinned. “Worse, pet. Or better, if you’ve got the nerve. I’ve seen some girls strut like painted ponies and others turn redder than Santa’s hat.” She nudged Milly with her knee. “You’ll do fine. Just hold still and don’t let them catch you laughing.”

The barn fell suddenly quiet as the handlers entered, the chill of morning swept in with them. Tom, clipboard tucked under one arm, surveyed the herd with a faint smile. “Up, all of you. Today’s ritual is the Body Paint Display. Every cow will be decorated—holiday colours, farm motifs, whatever the seniors and staff think suits you. You will be on display in the main barn for staff and any visiting guests. Judgement will be public. Rewards and corrections will be immediate.”

A ripple of sound travelled through the herd—a mix of anxious laughter, groans, and a few nervous questions. Milly felt her stomach tighten. Painted and displayed, every inch of her turned into a canvas for others to judge; it was almost easier to endure the cold and the milking than to imagine holding perfectly still while someone traced shapes and jokes across her bare skin.

Dr. Fell strode in behind Tom, carrying a wooden box bristling with paintbrushes, sponges, small pots of shimmering paint, and jars of glittering powder. “You will be painted in lines—seniors will assist staff in decorating juniors. No one will use their own hands. You are not to shift, protest, or attempt to wipe away your designs, or you’ll be corrected on the spot.” Her voice was crisp, but her gaze found Milly’s and lingered with a flicker of understanding. “This is a day for discipline and pride. The more you yield, the more beautiful the herd will be.”

The herd was herded to the central aisle and lined up by rank—Rhea and the gold-collared seniors in front, juniors and new arrivals behind. The air filled with the scent of oils and paint, sharper than the usual musk of milk and straw. The staff began to lay out towels and painting mats, stripping away blankets and inspecting mitts, plugs, and bells for a final time. Milly’s flesh pebbled with cold and anticipation, every nerve alight with exposure. The plug in her body was checked and retightened, her bell made to chime, her mitts secured so tightly she couldn’t even wriggle her fingers.

Kess, catching Milly’s tense look, winked. “They always start with the bravest. Lucky you’re near the middle.” Samira managed a faint smile, her nerves on edge but steadied by the herd’s playful teasing.

The rules were restated, the expectations made clear. “You are to remain silent and still unless spoken to. Any movement, laughter, or protest will be dealt with publicly. Remember, posture is part of the display. Hold your head high and show off the work, no matter what they paint.”

Milly’s heart thudded in her chest as the paint was mixed, brushes dipped, towels spread along the straw. She watched Rhea step forward first—regal as ever, back straight, gaze proud, making a spectacle of her submission. The staff and seniors closed around her with brushes and sponges, their laughter rich but not unkind.

In that moment, something shifted in Milly. Yes, the prospect of being painted, inspected, and paraded like livestock filled her with dread, but beneath it was a strange, bright thread of anticipation. Here was another chance to prove herself—not just to survive, but to yield with pride, to let herself be made into part of the herd’s living artwork.

The ritual had begun, and Milly knew there was no turning back. She braced herself for the cold, the touch, the laughter—and, perhaps, the beauty that might be found in becoming a canvas for the farm’s pleasure.

Let them paint me. Let them judge. Today, I’ll be seen, and I’ll endure.

The barn was a riot of colour and nervous breath as the ritual began. Juniors like Milly and Samira were led by the elbows to a row of padded mats, spaced so the handlers and seniors could circle them, brushes and sponges in hand. Seniors took their places first—Rhea at the front, flanked by two staff, Kess further down, her broad back already bared as a handler traced a snowy wreath across her shoulders.

Milly knelt, mitts locked behind her, knees wide on the cold mat. The handlers adjusted her posture, arms pulled back, chest thrust forward. Her body was already buzzing—cold at first, then prickly heat as anticipation mingled with the mortification of being on show, unable to hide even the tiniest shiver.

Paint was cold at first touch: a broad, damp brush trailing down her left arm, startling her into a sharp intake of breath. “Easy,” murmured the handler assigned to her, a woman with nimble fingers and an artist’s focus. “Still now, love.” Milly bit the inside of her cheek, fighting the urge to squirm as the brush swept over her collarbone, then down between her breasts, pausing to swirl a holly leaf at the top of her sternum.

All around her, the herd was transformed one brushstroke at a time. Seniors, accustomed to the ordeal, bantered with staff and one another, laughing off the cold as their skin was decorated with elaborate farm scenes—reindeer trotting across bellies, garlands twining up arms, red bells and golden stars painted atop full breasts and plump hips. Juniors fared differently; some blushed and flinched at the touch, others gritted their teeth, determined to endure without complaint. Every fidget, every accidental flinch, drew gentle correction or playful mockery. “Careful, Samira, or your Christmas tree will end up in your armpit!” teased Kess, laughter mingling with the seniors’ jokes.

Milly felt herself being remade: red ribbons circling her thighs, a silver star glimmering at the base of her throat, swirls of icy blue traced along her ribs. Her breasts became a canvas for frosted snowflakes and delicate red berries, each brushstroke deliberate and intimate. She was hyperaware of every sensation—the tickle of the brush’s tip over her nipple, the cool shock of glitter dusted along her collar, the slow sweep of a hand smoothing paint along her hip and down the curve of her backside.

Humiliation flushed her skin nearly as much as the cold. With her arms locked, she could do nothing but hold posture—back straight, head high, eyes forward—while staff and seniors circled, whispering critiques or swapping brushes. Once, Milly heard Rhea’s low, approving voice from the next mat over: “Good lines. That red suits her. She’s got the bones for it, hasn’t she?” The handler painting Milly replied, “She does. Steady as a statue, too.” The compliment sent a confusing thrill through her—pride tangled with exposure, her body objectified and yet, in this moment, valued for what it could become.

Samira, trembling, struggled with stillness. More than once, her painter tsked and repositioned her, firm hands guiding her knees apart or lifting her chin to better display a painted snowflake or trailing ribbon. “Breathe, little one,” Kess called, her own body already resplendent with holly and gold, “it’s over before you know it, and then you’ll wish you’d let yourself enjoy it.” The barn filled with laughter—genuine and not unkind, more a salve for nerves than a weapon.

The final touches were the most intimate. Milly flinched as a delicate, cool brush traced the line of her inner thigh, swirling a looping script that, she later learned, read “Yield” in curving red. Her belly was adorned with a wreath of green and silver; her left breast crowned with a shimmering gold star. The handler dusted her with a fine layer of glitter, then stepped back to admire her work. “Beautiful,” she murmured. “Hold that pose, now.”

When every cow was finished, the herd was a patchwork of holiday spectacle—plugs and bells shining, bodies alive with painted snow and holly, the barn transformed into a living gallery. The air was thick with the scent of oils, sweat, and something like victory.

Milly, still kneeling, looked down as far as her posture allowed, trying to glimpse the artistry on her own chest and thighs. She felt exposed in a new way—less as a body to be disciplined, more as a creation to be admired, or mocked, or both. For a brief moment, humiliation faded behind a glimmer of pride.

As the staff began to marshal the painted herd into lines for the public display, Milly caught Samira’s eye. The younger woman managed a shaky, glittering smile, and Milly smiled back—silent, grateful, and, just for now, unafraid.

The ordeal of the display was only beginning, but already, Milly felt the strength that comes from yielding not just with the body, but with a certain stubborn grace.

Once every cow had become a living canvas—bodies striped with silver and holly, stars and bells glittering across curves and swells—the staff lined the herd up in the centre of the main barn. The straw had been swept away, the floor covered in clean mats so that painted skin would not be spoiled by dust. Overhead, lanterns threw rich, golden light across the row of kneeling women, making every pigment gleam, every flaw more visible.

Milly felt herself trembling, though she fought to hold her posture as instructed—knees spread, chest forward, arms locked in mitts behind her back. She couldn’t help but glance down at her body, catching flashes of icy blue and red, the “Yield” painted in looping script along her thigh, the gold star that crowned her breast. Beside her, Samira glowed with red ribbons and painted fir, eyes wide and cheeks streaked with the first hint of tears—whether from nerves, pride, or both, Milly couldn’t say.

At the head of the line, Rhea looked every inch the queen of the barn: her body was painted in deep forest green and gold, with a wreath winding up one thigh and a bell shining in the centre of her chest, just above the gold collar. She held her chin high, gaze steady, the image of regal, yielded power. Even Kess, painted with a jovial spray of snowflakes and laughing holly, wore her marks with a kind of brash joy, nudging the junior next to her and grinning at the effect.

Staff moved through the assembled crowd—today, there were more visitors than usual, buyers and assistants in farm coats, a few with clipboards, all faces intent and hungry for spectacle. Tom took his place before the herd, his voice rising over the hush. “Today you are not just cows, but art—our pride, our ornament, our testament to yield. You will be judged for your discipline, your beauty, your submission. The best among you will be rewarded. Those who falter, corrected.”

Dr. Fell and her assistants began the inspection, moving down the line one cow at a time. Each woman was presented—made to shift, display her painted skin, ring her bell for clarity. The praise was loud, the critique even louder. “Kess—wonderful posture, bold colours. You make this farm proud!” The barn filled with laughter as Kess did a tiny, wiggling shimmy with her hips, earning an extra burst of applause and a mock scolding for nearly smudging her snowflakes.

For some, the ritual was harder. A junior flinched as a staff member traced the lettering on her stomach, the movement earning a sharp rebuke: “Stillness! You dishonour the art and the herd.” Her cheeks burned redder than her painted skin, and she was sent to kneel in front of the crowd for extra inspection, shamed but not broken—other juniors offered her wordless, sidelong glances of support.

When Milly’s turn came, her heart thudded so loudly she felt sure the entire barn could hear it. Tom paused before her, eyes sweeping over every painted detail, every trembling line of flesh. “Yield—excellent script, strong colours. You’ve held posture well, Milly. The herd can be proud.” Dr. Fell nodded, stepping in to examine the paint’s detail, running a finger along the red berry garland at Milly’s ribs. “Beautifully done. Did you feel pride as you yielded to this, Milly?”

Milly struggled for words, her voice barely a whisper. “I—I think I did, ma’am.” The response drew a soft murmur from the crowd; Dr. Fell’s eyes warmed with approval. “Good. Learn from that. Beauty and submission are not so different—both require letting go.”

The parade of judgement continued. Seniors were praised for their composure and artistry. Juniors who managed to hold still and display themselves with grace earned applause, extra biscuits, or the promise of warmer blankets at night. Those who giggled, wriggled, or tried to hide were gently corrected—sometimes with a playful tap from a brush, sometimes made to kneel longer, bodies on show as the others passed by.

By the end of the inspection, the herd was exhausted and flushed—some from embarrassment, some from a pride that came from seeing themselves, if only for a moment, as more than just livestock. Even the buyers, usually stone-faced, seemed impressed by the display, a few lingering over Rhea and Kess, discussing the “quality of yield” and the “presentation of the product.”

Finally, Tom stepped forward again. “You have endured another ritual. You have become art for the farm’s pleasure. Tonight, you will be rewarded or corrected as needed, but you will all be remembered. The memory of beauty is its own reward. Herd, dismissed for aftercare.”

As the women were released from posture, giggles and tears mingled in the air. Samira leaned into Milly, whispering, “I didn’t think I could do it, but I almost liked it.” Rhea passed with a soft smile and a touch to Milly’s shoulder, her pride genuine, unjealous. Even Kess, still dusted with glitter and red from laughing, squeezed Milly’s hand.

Milly felt herself glowing—not just from the painted colours, but from the warmth of having endured, yielded, and—just for this moment—been beautiful in the eyes of her herd.

The ritual was not just about being seen, but about learning to see herself anew.

The ritual of judgement ended not with washing, but with laughter and slow, uncertain sighs. The handlers moved through the line, unlocking elbows, helping stiff bodies to their feet, but no water or cloths were brought forth. The paint, for once, was left to dry and settle—a second skin, sticky in places, shimmering wherever lantern-light caught the oil or the dusting of glitter.

Milly moved gingerly as she was led off the mat, every brush of flesh against flesh a reminder of her transformation. The holly leaves and berries on her chest pulled as she inhaled, a faint itch running along the silver star at her collarbone. She longed to run a hand along her ribs or rub at the drying paint at her hip, but her mitts made that impossible—and the threat of discipline if she smudged or scratched lingered at the back of her mind.

Around her, the herd assembled into messy, beautiful clumps: some women sat together on towels, careful not to smear their designs; others posed for each other, showing off particularly elaborate motifs or teasing about stray brushstrokes. Kess, still glittering and bold, sprawled with her arms wide and legs crossed, declaring, “I’ll be the last holly bush standing, just you watch.” Even Samira, still flushed, traced the outline of her painted tree with a cautious smile, shy pride warring with embarrassment as the older cows admired the handiwork.

The handlers distributed warm milk and soft biscuits, encouraging the herd to settle gently, to keep postures loose so as not to crack the artwork. Dr. Fell moved among them, checking for signs of discomfort, reminding them, “This paint is meant to last—at least until the next bath. Treat yourselves like works of art, and each other with care.”

As the barn quieted, the painted herd huddled beneath fresh blankets, each movement accompanied by the whisper of skin against straw and the faintest crinkle of drying pigment. Milly eased down between Kess and Samira, making sure her star and wreath stayed visible, a silent badge of her endurance. She couldn’t help but scan the others—how the designs blurred and ran on some, stayed crisp and shining on Rhea and the seniors. Every woman, for now, carried proof of her yielding for all to see.

Conversation drifted between teasing and nervous speculation. “Reckon the buyers will remember my garland more than my yield?” Kess joked, and Rhea, regal and dry, replied, “Perhaps if it’s still there by the next inspection.” Samira wondered aloud how they’d manage the next milking without ruining the paint. “Carefully, and with pride,” came Dr. Fell’s answer as she passed, ruffling Samira’s hair and sending a puff of glitter skyward.

Milly, wrapped in her blanket and her own new colours, felt a peculiar mix of sensations—her body was tired, her skin itchy and tight in patches, but beneath it all was a delicate, persistent thrill. The humiliation of being painted and displayed had not vanished, but it was softened by the sense of being part of something communal, a herd marked and made beautiful together, not for the world, but for themselves.

As the night drew in, the painted bodies pressed close, sharing warmth and laughter. Some women dared each other to see whose marks would last the longest; others fell quickly into an exhausted sleep, still careful not to roll too roughly. The barn became a mosaic of decorated limbs and sleepy faces, every movement a small reminder of the day’s ritual and what it meant to be seen, judged, and, in some small way, cherished.

Milly closed her eyes, feeling the rough edge of paint on her chest and the heat of Samira’s body curled at her side. For the first time, she wondered how long the holly and the stars would last, and what it might mean to wake tomorrow—and the day after—still wearing proof of her submission, her discipline, and the odd, fierce pride that had begun to bloom beneath her skin.

We carry the paint into tomorrow. We belong to the ritual, and it belongs to us.

Night had fully claimed the barn by the time the laughter died down and the herd began to drift toward sleep. Lanterns burned low, casting painted bodies in drowsy gold and shadow, every cow marked by swirls of holly, stars, and snow. Under the blankets, the paint pressed against Milly’s skin, a cool, slightly sticky presence she could neither forget nor escape. Even now, after so many days of ordeal, she felt the edges of her star and the curve of her painted wreath as vividly as the ache in her breasts and the fatigue in her bones.

She shifted carefully, trying not to disturb the design along her ribs, and felt Samira do the same on her other side. “Still there?” Samira whispered, peeking beneath her own blanket to check the painted fir on her belly. “Mine’s a little smudged,” she giggled, the sound hushed and full of relief. Kess, never shy, rolled onto her back with a creak and flashed her painted holly to the nearest cluster of juniors. “See? Endurance and good posture, that’s the secret. You just have to pretend you’re a statue and hope the art’s worth keeping.”

Even Rhea, stretched at the centre of the herd, inspected her own gleaming green wreath and gold bell, satisfaction clear in her tired eyes. The conversation wove through the barn—whose paint would last the night, whose was already streaked, what tomorrow would bring if they were still so obviously decorated.

For Milly, the paint became more than just a mark of the day’s ritual. It was a second skin—a visible badge of having yielded, suffered, and emerged stronger for it. It was a record of where fingers had pressed too hard, where laughter had made her shiver and almost lose posture, where pride had kept her still through the humiliation of being on display. Every brushstroke was a memory: the cold touch of a sponge along her breast, the careful patience of the handler who’d traced “Yield” on her thigh, the way her herdmates had made her laugh just when she might have broken.

She found herself thinking about what it meant to carry such marks—not just for the hour of judgement, but into the next day and the next. How every interaction was now coloured (sometimes literally) by the memory of being painted together, of being judged and found beautiful, if only for a moment, by her herd and her handlers. The shame hadn’t vanished, but it had been joined by something new—a tender pride, a secret thrill that hummed beneath her skin.

This is what belonging feels like, Milly realised, half-dreaming. Not just surviving punishment or discipline, but learning to carry it, to let it become a part of me, to share it with others who understand. She thought of how the older cows looked at her now—not as an outsider, but as someone who had earned her place, whose painted skin bore witness to her endurance.

The barn settled into quiet, bodies pressed together under the blankets, careful not to tangle too roughly. Here and there, a bell chimed or a giggle broke the silence. Dr. Fell’s final round was softer than usual—she checked for cold, for bruises, for any sign of real distress, but mostly she lingered, offering a gentle hand or a murmured word to those who had struggled most with the day’s exposure. “You did well,” she told Milly, smoothing the star on her chest. “Tomorrow, let the paint remind you of what you survived.”

As Milly drifted toward sleep, her thoughts spun between shame and pride, memory and hope. She imagined herself waking the next day with her body still bright and decorated, a living record of what she and the herd had become. She wondered how the marks would fade—slowly, unevenly, a little more with each ritual and ordeal—until only the memory remained.

Yet, for now, the marks stayed: a visible reminder that she was no longer alone, no longer simply enduring, but yielding, belonging, and becoming something more.

Let the world see me. Let the paint last. Let tomorrow come—I will meet it with colour, and with the herd.

The barn was quiet, the night deep, and Milly, marked by the ritual, surrendered at last to sleep.


Chapter 6: Day Six – Sensory Denial Night

By late afternoon, a strange hush had settled over the barn—a hush that was less about calm than anticipation. The last traces of sunlight slipped through the high windows, catching here and there on painted skin and fading motifs, outlining every holly leaf and star in muted gold. Milly pressed her hand—still mittened—against her breast, feeling the faint, rough edge of the wreath painted there. It was already cracking, a faint ghost of the day before, but it lingered as a reminder: she could still be made a spectacle, at any moment, by the whim of the farm.

She lay close between Samira and Kess, blankets shared, bodies still pressed together for warmth and comfort after the snow stall ordeal. Around them, the herd was quieter than usual, the energy tense and jittery. Even Kess, always ready with a joke, only squeezed Milly’s arm and murmured, “Something’s coming. You feel it too, don’t you?” Samira shivered and nodded, her painted fir now a faint green shadow across her ribs.

The barn door creaked open with ceremony, and the handlers entered in twos—boots echoing, voices low. Tom carried the clipboard, his face shadowed in the dimming light. Dr. Fell followed, arms full of soft, dark hoods and bundles of cloth. The seniors in the herd went silent first, and the juniors followed, as if sensing that the ordinary rules of nightfall no longer applied.

Tom raised his voice. “Tonight, the herd will learn endurance in darkness. You will be hooded and blindfolded, hands and arms checked and secured, bells and plugs inspected. You will spend the night in your stalls, unable to see, unable to speak. Staff will move among you for inspections. You will be expected to yield—utterly, quietly, and together. Tomorrow, we will see who has learned trust.”

A ripple moved through the herd—uneasy, uncertain, but laced with something like excitement. Even for the seniors, this was a ritual that meant more than just discipline; it was a test of trust, a forced surrender to helplessness, and a chance for the herd to prove itself as a whole.

Dr. Fell stepped forward, her expression gentler than Tom’s, but her voice unyielding. “You are to give up your senses to the herd tonight. You will not be left alone, but you must endure what is asked of you. There will be no talking, no removal of hoods, no freeing of hands, until morning.” She met each pair of eyes in turn—Rhea’s steely calm, Kess’s brash humour, Samira’s naked fear, Milly’s own wide, anxious stare. “This is as much about comfort as it is about obedience. Remember what you’ve learned these past days: the herd survives together. When you cannot see, let yourself be held. When you are afraid, reach out, even if only with a touch.”

The ritual began with the unmaking of beds. Blankets were rolled and piled at the end of the stalls. Each woman was led one by one to her assigned space—a narrow pen of straw, sides draped in heavy fabric, the world already shrinking to a tunnel of muted gold and blue. Milly could hear the bells chiming, softer now, more ominous.

Samira went before her, clinging to Kess’s hand until the last possible moment. Milly caught a glimpse of Rhea across the barn, painted wreath now nothing more than a suggestion on her pale breast, chin lifted in a show of pride. The air was thick with the smells of sweat, fading paint, and the spicy tang of straw.

Handlers moved efficiently, fitting hoods over each head—a soft, padded darkness that muffled sound and pressed gently at the crown. Blindfolds came next: thick, silk-lined cloths drawn tight over eyes, leaving no trace of light. Plugs and bells were checked and, where needed, plugs were turned or even briefly removed and replaced, each gesture a small, sharp humiliation that reminded the herd they would have no secrets in the dark.

As Milly’s hood was fitted, she felt the last of the light leave her world. The barn became a place of touch, smell, and sound. She could no longer see Samira or Kess, but she could feel their nearness: the shuffle of a body in straw, the warmth of a hip pressed close, the tiny catch of breath that meant she was not alone. Fear rose up—sharp, urgent, animal—but she forced herself to breathe, to remember Dr. Fell’s promise that the herd would not be left unguarded.

The last sound she heard before true darkness was Dr. Fell’s voice, quiet but clear: “Yield to the night, and let the herd hold you.”

Milly let herself slip down into the straw, heart pounding, the world shrunk to the thud of blood in her ears, the weight of the plug, and the faintest, precious press of another’s warmth. She had never felt so exposed—or so strangely safe.

The night of darkness had begun.

The world inside the hood was not just dark, but infinite—a velvet nothingness pressing in from every direction. For Milly, it was unlike any darkness she had ever known. With her sight stolen and every sound muffled, her entire body became a vessel for sensation and memory. She could not gauge how long she’d been lying there in the straw; time lost its meaning when you could see neither the shift of sun nor the swing of lantern light.

Her first instinct was to tense—to fight against the panic rising in her chest as the hood settled and the blindfold pressed tight over her eyes. She felt her own breath, loud and hot against the confines of the fabric, the scent of herself and the barn mixing into something animal and vulnerable. Sweat bloomed under the hood, chilling quickly along her hairline. Beneath the blanket of darkness, even the faintest touch or sound became an event: the scuff of a handler’s boot, the muted chime of a bell as a cow was shifted in her stall, the faint rustle of straw beneath restless bodies.

Milly’s own body ached—shoulders pinched from the way her arms were fixed, knees sore from kneeling and being pressed together. Her thighs still tingled from the fading chill of earlier, her breasts heavy and marked by the faint imprint of the paintbrush and the sharp suction of the milking machine the day before. Every so often, she became hyper-aware of the plug inside her, the way her muscles tensed and fluttered around it as she shifted to relieve an ache in her hip or stretch her calves.

She strained to hear the herd. The sound of the others was changed in the dark: softer, sadder, more intimate. Someone coughed, the noise immediately swallowed by the heavy air. Another cow, further off, whimpered, the sound quickly stifled. Once, Milly thought she heard Kess’s deep, comforting laugh, quickly followed by a sharp hush—a reminder that even the boldest could not break the rules of silence tonight. A whiff of peppermint and hay told her that Samira was somewhere close, the scent clinging to the painted fir still ghosting her skin.

Touch was the only certainty. The handlers had laid them side by side, bodies close but not tangled, each woman’s boundaries marked by a shoulder or hip, a thigh pressed against straw. Yet with arms locked in mitts and sight taken, even the smallest bump became a lifeline. Milly felt the warmth of someone’s back at her left, a gentle nudge from a knee behind her. She shifted slightly, uncertain but desperate for connection, and felt the pressure answered—a tap, a brush, the slow, careful shifting of bodies aligning to share heat.

She found herself counting her breaths, matching the rhythm to the herd’s. It became a way to measure time, to anchor herself in the night. With each breath, she reminded herself she was not alone: the air grew thick with the mingled scent of women, sweat, straw, and fading paint. She pressed her cheek to the straw and tried to focus on the feel of the barn’s earthiness, the prickle of hay against her cheek, the softness of another’s thigh near her own.

Panic, at first, returned in waves. There were moments when Milly’s heart raced—convinced she had been forgotten, or that something terrible would happen and she would not be able to call for help. In those moments, her hands worked uselessly inside the mitts, muscles straining to pull at the cuffs or shield her body. But the herd’s presence pulled her back each time: a slow, steady exhale from the left, a whispered whimper from the right, a shiver that ran through the whole line as a gust of wind rattled the barn wall.

Once, she felt Samira’s toes brush her ankle—a tentative, searching nudge. Milly responded by flexing her calf, returning the touch, the silent signal enough to calm them both. On her other side, a heavier presence—Kess, she hoped—shifted to press closer, her bulk providing a wall of heat and safety. Milly imagined the seniors lying in practiced stillness, breathing deep, their years at Bell & Brand teaching them to yield in darkness as surely as in light.

After what felt like hours, Milly slipped into a different kind of awareness. Without sight or speech, her mind wandered: she thought of the rituals she’d already endured, the humiliation of the body paint, the cold agony of the snow stall, the deep, wordless pride she’d felt on surviving each trial. The marks on her skin—once so bright—were now sticky, faded, blending into her own scent and sweat. The thought brought a flush to her cheeks: she would wake with traces of the herd’s art still on her, proof of what she had endured and who she had become.

As the barn’s quiet deepened, Milly’s senses sharpened. The scratch of straw against her side, the slow slide of sweat down her breast, the sharp chill where her hip met the earth—all became enormous. The pressure of her plug, usually background, was now a pulsing ache that refused to be ignored. She shifted, just a little, and felt her breath catch at the new sensation—pleasure and discomfort inextricably tangled.

Her need for comfort grew desperate, and she risked shifting her shoulder to brush against whoever was nearest. A gentle nudge, no protest—perhaps Kess, or a quiet junior offering silent reassurance. She wanted, more than anything, to speak: to whisper encouragement, to joke, to remind Samira that they would see the morning together. But she held to the ritual, swallowing her words, instead offering her body as a shield, a source of warmth and presence.

The herd, too, seemed to shift closer as the hours dragged by. Now and then, the whole row would tense—perhaps at the sound of a handler’s boots, or a plug being checked in the darkness, or the sudden shiver of a cow fighting panic. But after each ripple, there was a settling—a sigh, a tap of knee to knee, the comfort of knowing that fear, too, was shared.

Milly’s mind drifted between waking and sleep, rocked by exhaustion, arousal, and something like awe. She lost track of where her body ended and the herd began, her awareness stretched across the length of them, a living, breathing chain. She could feel Samira’s anxious fidgeting, Kess’s solid presence, even the uncertain trembling of the juniors further down the row.

When panic rose again, Milly recalled Dr. Fell’s words: When you cannot see, let yourself be held. When you are afraid, reach out, even if only with a touch. She did. Sometimes she just pressed her knee to a warm body; sometimes, she let her head loll sideways, brushing the hair of her neighbour. Each time, the herd answered, anchoring her in the dark.

The worst moments were the ones when she forgot she was not alone. The world shrank to the hood’s blackness, to the ache in her chest, to the plug and the tightness of the mitts. In those moments, she breathed deep and reminded herself, We are all here. No one is left behind. And as time crept forward, that became enough.

The barn’s usual symphony—laughter, bells, footsteps—was replaced with the silent music of closeness and endurance. The herd learned each other by weight and heat, by the tremble of a shoulder or the sigh of an anxious breath. They could not speak, could not see, but in the dark, they belonged to each other more than ever.

Milly let her body grow heavy, yielding to the straw and the pressure of the herd. She listened to the barn’s breath, the gentle creak of beams above, the faintest jingle of her bell when she moved her head. She thought, Let me last until dawn. Let me trust enough to let go. And in that dark, shrouded world, she did.

When at last sleep came, it was uneasy, broken by half-waking dreams of hands checking plugs, bodies pressing in, breath warming her cheek. But she woke again and again to the comfort of the herd—her world shrunk to darkness, yet so much fuller than before.

Time in the dark was fluid and endless. Sometimes Milly drifted close to sleep, lulled by the slow, tidal breath of the herd around her, the heaviness of her own limbs, the muted pressure of warmth on either side. Then a sudden jangle of bells, the shift of straw, the brush of a handler’s boot jolted her awake—adrenaline lighting her nerves as sharply as any bright lamp.

It started slowly. At some distance along the row, a soft voice—recognisably Dr. Fell’s, low and professional—murmured, “Hold still.” Then a sigh, the faintest creak of leather, the wet sound of plug cream or oil. Someone whimpered—an older woman, by the pitch. “Good girl. All is well.” The rustle faded. Then silence.

Milly counted heartbeats, waiting for the next intrusion. Soon, her turn came. She heard the handlers’ steps through the straw, the low shuffle as they knelt at her side. She couldn’t see a thing—her hood and blindfold were absolute—but the air changed, a cold waft of wind and oil and latex, then the distinct scent of Dr. Fell’s gloves. A hand rested on her hip, warm and steady. Milly froze.

Fingers spread her thighs, slow and clinical. The plug was checked, twisted in place, the tail wiggled with a humiliating little flourish. She gasped, the noise lost in the hood, as pleasure and panic warred in her gut. She felt a squirt of cold lubricant at the base, a thumb circling, the whole process drawn out—part inspection, part silent lesson in helplessness. For a moment Milly wanted to cry; for another, she wanted nothing but to arch into the touch, to yield so completely she forgot her own name.

She wasn’t alone. The line was alive with tension: one cow whimpered, another trembled, somewhere a bell jangled as someone’s head tossed. The handlers moved up and down the row, pausing to praise—“Very good, steady breathing, you’re doing well”—or to discipline—“No clenching, remember the rules.” The only way to know who was being touched was by the flurry of movement, the wave of held breaths, the chorus of barely stifled moans and shivers that rippled through the stalls.

Sometimes the inspections were gentle: a plug turned, a breast cupped and checked for swelling, a pat on the hip. Sometimes, for those who fidgeted or tensed or tried to draw away, the touch lingered, became firmer—a plug pressed deeper, a nipple flicked, a soft but unmistakable slap on the thigh. Punishments were delivered in whispers or silent gestures: extra time with legs spread, a tail twisted until the recipient stilled, a breast squeezed just a little too long. The threat of being singled out for correction loomed, making every moment in the dark one of both dread and anticipation.

For Milly, the inspections were a blur of shame and excitement. Every time the handlers drew near, her heart raced. Sometimes her body betrayed her, hips lifting or breath catching as a gloved hand smoothed over her belly or pressed into her plug. When Dr. Fell murmured, “Good girl, you’re learning to yield,” the words sent a flush of heat all the way to Milly’s scalp.

But there were other moments, too: sharp, cold panic when a hand lingered too long, a memory of punishment biting through the dark. Once, she thought she heard Samira sob, and Milly reached for her blindly, their shoulders touching as they endured the ordeal together.

The longer the night went on, the more the herd’s boundaries dissolved. There was no way to hide a gasp or a tremor, no way to feign indifference. The women’s arousal, humiliation, and fear became the common language of the dark: shivering, sweating, thighs pressed together, the herd rocked by the handlers’ touch and the anticipation of being next.

Time was marked by these visits—minutes, maybe hours apart, each one a trial. The darkness made everything more vivid: the cold squeeze of a plug, the slow circling of a nipple, the praise or rebuke whispered in the ear. For some, like Rhea, the ordeal seemed almost ritualistic—her stillness rewarded, her soft sighs praised. For others, like Samira, it was a lesson in survival, each touch endured with clenched fists and trembling breath.

In one long, aching stretch, Milly lost all sense of herself. Her body was a vessel for sensation, her mind a storm of shame and hunger. She didn’t know if she wanted the handlers to return or to let her rest, and she felt the herd beside her in the same struggle: muscles tensing, hearts pounding, surrendering not just to the rules but to the simple, undeniable fact of being utterly seen, utterly used, and utterly part of something larger.

And in the darkest part of the night, Milly discovered a new layer of belonging—not just the comfort of being close to the herd, but the knowledge that in this darkness, every shudder and sigh was echoed, understood, and accepted. There was no hiding, not even from herself.

As the footsteps receded, and the herd pressed close for warmth and comfort, Milly let her head fall to the straw, her body spent and humming, her spirit raw but strangely whole.

In the dark, we yield because we must—but also because, for once, there is no one to perform for but each other. We are seen, and we survive, together.

After the last inspection, the barn fell into a suspended hush, a limbo between ordeal and dawn. Time stretched thin, measured not by light or routine but by aches, stray shivers, and the silent company of the herd pressed close together. For Milly, the absence of touch now felt as loud as any slap or caress. The handlers’ footsteps faded, replaced by the raw quiet of breathing, the slow shifting of bodies searching for some scrap of comfort on straw and skin.

Milly’s senses were frayed to their edges. Every muscle ached from being locked in one position too long, her knees and shoulders throbbing, her neck stiff from the awkward weight of the hood. Her skin was sticky with sweat, the fading paint an itchy memory in the places where it hadn’t already rubbed off onto her neighbours. The plug, so alive in her during the inspections, became a dull, throbbing pressure—at times a cruel reminder, at times an anchor when fear threatened to swamp her.

Without sight or speech, the mind became its own trap. Alone in the blackness, Milly’s thoughts tumbled through every humiliation of the week, every mistake and every flash of pride: her first public milking, the parade of bells and plugs, the cold of the snow stall, the mortification of being painted and put on display. Each memory stung—then, oddly, comforted her. If she had survived those, couldn’t she survive this, too?

But the worst part was the gnawing doubt that, in the dark, she might disappear altogether—her pain and effort swallowed up by silence. She remembered Dr. Fell’s words: When you are afraid, reach out, even if only with a touch. Milly shifted minutely, pressing her thigh to the warmth she guessed was Kess, curling her toes to brush Samira’s shin. Each time she reached out, the contact was returned—a press, a squeeze, a nudge, small and wordless, proof that she was not alone.

The herd endured together, finding a new language in the dark: the rhythm of breathing, the pressure of knees and hips, the odd comfort of sweat mingling with sweat. When panic rose, it was met by a chain of reassurances—a pattern of touch that said, “I’m here,” echoing down the line. No one could see, no one could speak, but each cow was cradled by the bodies of her fellows, held close by necessity and choice.

Still, there were tears in the darkness—quick, hot, and immediately muffled by the hood or the crook of an elbow. Once, Milly heard Samira whimper, a ragged sound of despair, and answered with the only comfort she could: a slow rub of her knee along Samira’s shin, a touch she repeated until she felt Samira’s breathing slow and settle into the collective rhythm. Somewhere further down, another woman—junior by the sound—breathed raggedly for a while, then was quieted by the press of a larger, warmer body against hers.

Hunger, thirst, the cramp of bound muscles—all these became background noise. What dominated was the exhaustion, the way the mind threatened to collapse inward with nothing to anchor it but the herd. Some, like Rhea and Kess, endured with silent stoicism, bodies unmoving, presence a comfort in itself. Others, like Milly and Samira, struggled, riding out waves of panic and loneliness, snatching at every tiny sign of solidarity to keep afloat.

There were moments when the barn’s hush became peaceful, almost sacred. Milly felt herself drifting, half-asleep, into a kind of dream where her body didn’t end at her skin but stretched into the herd around her—an organism of pain, warmth, and hope, braided together by suffering and the faint, stubborn desire to belong. She thought, Maybe this is what it means to yield: not just to the handlers, or the rules, but to each other.

The rituals of Bell & Brand had always been about exposure, submission, and pride. But tonight, Milly found a different lesson in the darkness: that survival was not an individual triumph, but a shared one. Even as her body begged for light and release, her heart was steadied by the company of the women at her side.

At some point, the barn shuddered with a collective sigh—the herd letting go of tension, exhaustion overtaking anxiety. Milly felt the subtle shift as bodies slumped into each other, some snoring, others lost to a fitful, dreamless sleep. She let herself be held by the shape and weight of the herd, trusting that if she slipped under, she would be carried along by their warmth and stubborn, communal will to endure.

As the hours crawled toward morning, discomfort blurred into a dull ache, loneliness softened into solidarity, and Milly’s fear faded into the living presence of the herd. She stopped fighting the dark and yielded to it, letting herself be part of the breathing tangle, a single heart among many.

Let the handlers return. Let the light come. Until then, I belong to the herd, and the herd belongs to me.

Dawn broke slowly, a cool grey seep filtering into the barn. For the herd, it began not with the sunrise itself but with the first sound of the handlers’ boots—measured, careful, almost reverent as they entered the quiet, hooded darkness. Milly surfaced from a fog of half-dreams, pain and comfort mingling in her limbs, uncertain whether an hour or a year had passed since the night began.

Her world was still black and tight and airless, every sense turned inward, every thought crowded by the ache in her knees and the need for touch. Yet she sensed the change before she heard a word—a shifting in the air, a gentle murmur of voices, the faintest brush of straw as handlers moved between the stalls. The herd stirred, as if they were all tethered to the same breath. Milly felt Samira shudder against her side, and in response, she nudged her foot, reassurance pulsing through the brief contact.

Then, finally, hands found her head—gentle, unhurried, working the hood’s buckles and the blindfold’s knots. A sliver of light split her world, painfully bright and beautiful. The hood slipped free, the blindfold followed, and Milly blinked up into the lantern-lit barn, her eyes swimming and smarting as they relearned colour and distance. For a long moment, all she could see were blurs of movement, faces lost in brightness and shadow.

A handler crouched before her, cupping her cheek in a warm palm. “There you are,” came Dr. Fell’s low, steady voice. “Back in the world. Let’s see you.” She helped Milly to sit up, mitts unbuckled, arms gently stretched to restore blood flow. Around them, the barn filled with the soft sounds of care: hoods and blindfolds removed, cuffs unlocked, gentle hands massaging limbs and checking plugs, bell collars unfastened for a moment of relief. Each woman was spoken to, comforted, or checked for tears or panic. The herd, blinking and dazed, took in the sight of each other—some slumped in the straw, some reaching for water, others covering faces as emotion overwhelmed them.

Milly glanced down at herself. The paint was almost gone—a faint green shadow, a hint of gold sparkle in the hollow of her throat, a line of red at the base of her ribs. She touched the place where “Yield” had been painted, now just a memory beneath her skin. The sight brought a fierce, aching pride: she had survived. They all had.

Water was pressed to her lips, cool and sweet, followed by a mug of warm milk. Samira, beside her, took a trembling sip, her eyes rimmed red but shining with something like gratitude. Kess, as always, was the first to speak, her voice hoarse but reassuring. “Still here, see? Knew you’d make it, Milly.” She squeezed Milly’s hand, and for a moment, they simply held on, letting the contact stand in for all the words that would come later.

Aftercare became a ceremony of its own. The handlers moved with practiced tenderness—wiping faces, massaging sore muscles, helping each woman shift into a more comfortable sprawl. Blankets were spread across the herd, and soon the barn was a mosaic of bundled bodies, some weeping with relief, others dissolving into tired giggles or quiet conversation. No one spoke of shame or failure; the only currency was survival, the only language the trust they’d built in the dark.

Dr. Fell made her rounds, pausing with each cow, murmuring praise and questions: “Tell me how you’re feeling. Any pain that lingers? Do you need a break from the plug or the cuffs?” To those who had struggled most, she gave extra time, stroking their hair, offering soothing words, sometimes simply sitting and holding a trembling hand until the panic faded.

As the sun climbed, the barn filled with a diffuse, forgiving light, and the last ghosts of night’s ordeal faded. The herd reassembled by instinct—juniors pressing close to seniors, those who had panicked curling in beside those who had endured. Milly lay with her head in Kess’s lap, Samira draped across her side, the three of them breathing slow and deep, their bodies still humming with the memory of deprivation and the strange, almost holy comfort of reunion.

In the stillness that followed, Milly looked around the barn and saw the herd anew: not just women who had yielded and suffered, but a tapestry of courage, vulnerability, and stubborn pride. The ordeal had left marks none of them could see, but all could feel—a quiet bond forged in the dark, sealed by every touch and sigh.

She let herself drift, soaking in the warmth, the faint ache in her muscles now sweet with relief. She thought of all that the night had demanded: the fear, the surrender, the trust. She felt, more deeply than ever before, that she belonged—not just because she had survived, but because the herd had survived with her.

As the handlers announced that the day’s new ritual would soon be revealed, Milly held fast to her place, her herd, and the lesson of the darkness:

Even when the world is black, even when I cannot see myself, I am known by those who hold me. Tomorrow, whatever comes, I will remember what it is to trust, and to be trusted in return.

The barn filled with gentle chatter, the smell of milk and straw, the promise of light. Milly closed her eyes once more—not in fear, but in faith, safe in the arms of the herd, ready for whatever the new day would bring.


Chapter 7: Day Seven – Herd Feeding

Morning in the barn came slowly after the ordeal of the night. Milly woke with a jolt of confusion, the memory of darkness and hooded silence still clinging to her like a second skin. For a moment, she thought she was still blindfolded, still lost in the hum of the herd’s breathing—but pale light bled through the cracks in the roof, chasing shadows across straw and painted flesh. Around her, the herd shifted and grumbled, the gentle chorus of waking bodies joined by the unmistakable sound of rumbling stomachs.

Her own hunger was sharp and urgent. After a night spent in silence, denied even the comfort of water, Milly’s belly was hollow, her tongue thick with thirst. The taste of sleep and dried milk lingered in her mouth, and her lips felt sticky, still marked faintly by yesterday’s paint. The herd was no less marked—here and there, a glittering line of gold across a breast, a streak of green at a hip, a faded berry on a cheek. Every woman wore the memory of ordeal on her skin.

Kess was the first to speak, her voice rough but cheerful. “Well, you all look like you survived—though some of you look like you lost a fight with a paint pot.” She grinned, flashing a chipped tooth, then stretched with a groan that set her bell jangling. Samira, curled tight at Milly’s side, giggled nervously, tracing a finger along the fading fir on her own ribs.

Rhea’s voice cut through the morning. “Don’t get too comfortable. Today’s the day they feed us, like the animals we are.” There was no malice in her tone, only the resignation of someone who had seen the ritual before. “Keep your chin up, juniors. It’s always worse in your head than it is in your belly—at least until they start with the honey mash.”

Nerves fluttered through the herd. The juniors whispered anxiously, remembering stories about “feeding day”—the mess, the forced helplessness, the way the handlers seemed to delight in watching even the proudest cow forced to lap and dribble like a calf. Seniors traded jokes and jibes: “Bet you I spill less than you, Kess,” “Last year, Mara got milk up her nose and never lived it down.” For some, it was a day to test one’s composure; for others, a trial in humiliation.

Milly tried to find humour, but her nerves prickled. The idea of being fed, of having no choice but to open her mouth for a handler’s spoon, or worse, to lap from a bowl like a pet, made her cheeks burn with anticipation and dread. She tried to steady her breath. If she’d survived milking in the snow and a night in darkness, she could survive this.

The barn doors swung open, and the handlers entered, voices brisk and businesslike. Tom read out the rules: “No hands will be freed today. Cows will be fed and watered by staff. Obedience, neatness, and posture will be judged. Any mess, disobedience, or attempt to clean yourself without permission will be corrected—publicly.” Dr. Fell, trailing behind him, added, “You will learn to receive, not just to endure. Today, hunger is an opportunity to yield.”

Bowls and bottles were brought in, the scents of sweet porridge, honeyed mash, and rich milk swirling through the air. The herd’s chatter dropped to a hush. Some cows stared at the food with naked longing, others shrank back, as if hoping to be passed over. Mitts were checked and refastened, plugs inspected, collars and bells adjusted to ensure every movement—every blush, every accidental spill—would be seen and heard.

Samira pressed her shoulder against Milly, wide-eyed. “Will it be so bad?” she whispered, almost too soft to hear. Milly squeezed her arm, the gesture awkward in their restraints, but she forced a smile. “Just open wide and hope for the best.”

The handlers called the herd to line up in the centre aisle, knees on mats, mouths already watering. Rhea took her place at the head, back straight and eyes bright, the very image of stoic acceptance. Kess shot Milly a wink and stuck out her tongue. “Last one to finish gets extra cleaning duty,” she joked, earning a chorus of groans.

As Milly shuffled into place, the reality of the ritual pressed in: hunger, humiliation, the eyes of the staff, the ache of her own longing to be fed and cared for even as she resented the spectacle of it all. Yet beneath the nerves was a tiny flicker of hope—the hope that, in yielding together, the herd might find laughter in their mess, pride in their survival, and, for a brief moment, the comfort of being held up and seen.

The ritual of feeding was about to begin, and Milly braced herself to taste whatever the day would bring.

The line of cows knelt along padded mats in the centre aisle, every posture on display. The barn’s usual order—bodies pressed for warmth, voices trading quiet gossip—gave way to a rigid, almost ceremonial arrangement. The scent of warm porridge, honey mash, and rich milk lingered in the straw, sending fresh pangs of hunger through Milly’s belly. The handlers moved among them with bowls and bottles, arranging everything just so—spoons balanced, towels tucked under chins, collars adjusted so every bell would chime at the slightest movement.

Milly knelt between Kess and Samira, mitts locked behind her back, her body aching but eager. She watched as Tom and Dr. Fell made their rounds, pairing each junior with a senior or handler to be fed, while those at the end would lap directly from bowls. The rules were simple: hands never free, mouths open when prompted, posture never slouched. Any attempt to clean, hide, or refuse would mean immediate discipline.

“Ready, herd?” Tom’s voice was almost cheerful, as if announcing a holiday treat. The answer was the shuffling of knees and a few nervous giggles. “Then we begin.”

The first spoonful of porridge was hot, too sweet, and slightly lumpy. Milly tried not to flinch as the handler pressed the spoon to her lips, coaxing her to open wide. The mouthful was large, sticky, and awkward—some spilled down her chin, pooling at the edge of the towel. “Mouth wider, Milly,” the handler instructed, not unkind, but firm. She complied, cheeks burning, the humiliation sharp as a knife. On her left, Kess opened wide with exaggerated enthusiasm, making a show of swallowing each spoonful with a theatrical “mmm,” and drawing laughter from the handlers and snorts from her neighbours.

Samira struggled at first, porridge dribbling down her jaw, eyes squeezed shut in embarrassment. Her handler wiped her gently, murmuring, “There, love, no shame in it. You’re doing well.” But the younger woman’s cheeks burned crimson as she tried to keep up, eyes darting to see if anyone was watching. Milly nudged her gently with an elbow, offering a small, reassuring smile. Samira breathed out, steadied, and managed her next mouthful without spilling.

Further down the line, the seniors fared better—some lapsing into easy, rhythmic eating, others hamming it up for the crowd. Kess, always the performer, licked her lips loudly after every spoonful, winking at Rhea, who responded with a prim, dignified nod and not a single drop out of place. It became a contest of sorts—who could keep the neatest, who would spill most, who could make the handlers laugh loudest. “Careful, Kess, or you’ll end up with honey mash in your hair again,” called a handler, and the barn erupted in easy laughter.

But the mess was real. The honey mash clung to lips and cheeks, dripped onto chests, stuck in the downy hair at the nape of the neck. Milk was served in bottles with rubber teats; Milly found herself suckling like a child, cheeks hollowing as the rich liquid flooded her mouth and ran down her chin. The handlers wiped faces, but only with the bare minimum of care, letting the spectacle build: the herd as a line of hungry, messy, thoroughly dependent livestock.

Discipline was swift and public. When one junior clamped her mouth shut in protest, the handler calmly removed her towel, set the bowl aside, and made her lap porridge from the floor. “Yield, or be corrected,” Tom said, his tone suddenly cold. The lesson was clear: obedience, not dignity, was what mattered. Another woman, slow to swallow, was scolded, made to hold her head back as a second spoonful was pressed in. Yet through it all, the herd began to adjust—accepting the indignity, even turning it into a game or a moment of shared, rueful laughter.

The humiliation was undeniable. Milly’s face felt sticky, her breasts flecked with oats, her bell chiming every time she moved to catch a falling drop. Her lips tingled, jaw aching from holding her mouth wide, the plug inside her body a constant, humiliating reminder that nothing—not hunger, not pride—was hers alone. But there was something else, too: a growing sense of solidarity. She watched as Kess made a show of licking her chin, eyes twinkling with mischief, and as Rhea, stoic and composed, leaned over to wipe the cheek of the woman beside her with the tip of her own nose.

Laughter grew, quiet at first, then more confident as the meal progressed. Jokes flew: “Better than yesterday’s straw soup!” “Don’t dribble on the decorations, Samira!” Even the handlers seemed to soften, their corrections lighter, their voices warmer. Dr. Fell praised those who managed to eat neatly, patted heads, and offered words of comfort to those who cried.

Milly found herself caught in the current—shamed, yes, but also relieved, even a little giddy. The ritual was public, humiliating, but it was also a shared ordeal, one that bound the herd together more tightly than any chain or plug. When her handler pressed the final spoonful to her lips, she opened without hesitation, swallowing and letting the last trickle of milk dribble down her chin.

As the last bowls were cleared and the herd slumped in their places, sticky and exhausted, Milly realised that, for all her dread, she had found a strange freedom in surrendering. There was nothing left to hide, nothing left to prove—only the warmth of bodies, the sound of laughter, and the knowledge that every cow in the barn wore the same shame, the same pride, and the same sweet taste of survival.

The performance was over, but its lessons lingered: to be fed, to be seen, to be cared for—no matter how messily—was, in its own way, an act of trust.

As the last spoon scraped the bottom of the bowls and the final drops of milk were swallowed, the air in the barn thickened with a new tension. The feeding itself had been messy, embarrassing, but somehow safe—a chaos of laughter and dribbling and the camaraderie of mutual exposure. Now, however, the mood shifted. All eyes went to Tom and Dr. Fell as they moved slowly along the line, their expressions unreadable.

Tom’s clipboard snapped to attention. “Well then, let’s see how you did. Herd—sit tall, eyes forward, bells clear.” The herd straightened as best they could, sticky with oats and honey, cheeks flushed, breath still quick from the ordeal. Kess, still grinning, flicked a dollop of mash from her chin and winked at Milly, but even she sobered as the handlers began their inspection.

The judgement was public, thorough, and unsparing. Dr. Fell started at the head of the line, pausing in front of each cow, surveying their faces, chests, and the puddle of porridge or milk at their knees. “Rhea—neat, dignified, barely a drop wasted. Gold star for you, as usual.” Rhea inclined her head with serene pride, her cheeks still faintly stained with the remnants of her painted wreath.

Next came Kess, who wore her honey mash like a badge of honour. “Kess, I see you have lost none of your appetite—or your inability to keep it off your face.” Dr. Fell’s rebuke was light, almost affectionate, but Tom made a show of tsking, “Messiest senior for the third year running. You know what that means.” Kess cackled, unrepentant, and the juniors giggled as the handlers dabbed her face with an extra-large towel, then tied a ribbon under her chin—a silly, childlike punishment that made the entire herd laugh.

The juniors were next. Samira was trembling, face streaked with milk, eyes wide as Dr. Fell crouched in front of her. “You managed, little one. Next time, open wider and trust the hand that feeds you. Still—room for improvement.” Samira nodded, her relief plain, especially when Dr. Fell’s touch was gentle, not punitive.

When Milly’s turn came, her nerves spiked. She could feel porridge drying on her cheeks, a line of honey sticking her lower lip to her chin. Tom surveyed her, then made a show of checking her posture. “Yielded well, but see here—” He dabbed at the mess with a towel. “For your first feeding day, not bad. Only one accidental spill.” Dr. Fell offered a faint smile, wiping the edge of Milly’s mouth with the corner of her sleeve. “You opened when told. Good discipline. See that you keep it up.”

Not everyone escaped unscathed. One junior, sullen and slow, had let the porridge pool on her chest, refusing more than a few bites. Tom’s tone turned cold. “Refusal will not be tolerated. You will be fed again, and this time, you will swallow every mouthful—or be fed by your sisters.” The herd watched as the girl was repositioned in the centre, a fresh bowl set before her. Seniors Kess and Rhea were tasked with feeding her, each mouthful accompanied by gentle teasing and reminders to obey. The lesson was public, humiliating, but the laughter was kind, not cruel, and the girl, red-faced but grinning by the end, seemed lighter for the attention.

Praise was distributed along with playful punishments. The “best eaters”—those who kept the neatest and yielded most obediently—were awarded small treats: a sugared biscuit, a sip of warm cream, a promise of being allowed to curl closer to the stove during the next rest period. The messiest or most resistant faced gentle mockery, extra time kneeling in the aisle, or were made to repeat their meal, much to the herd’s amusement.

Yet, through it all, there was a sense of unity. The ritual was not about shaming the weak, but about reinforcing the herd’s bond: those who failed were helped, those who excelled were praised, and everyone laughed at the absurdity of being grown women, painted and plugged, made to eat like calves before an audience.

Milly’s emotions churned with the aftertaste of the meal. She felt the sting of embarrassment at being judged for something so basic, the childlike relief at earning praise, the complicated comfort in knowing she was just one among many—no more exposed, no more humiliated than her sisters. At first, she resented the infantilisation, the way even her hunger was made into a performance. But as she watched Kess hamming it up, Rhea’s cool pride, and Samira’s tentative smile, something shifted inside her. The ritual, for all its spectacle, had stripped away the need to hide. Here, everyone was seen, everyone was cared for—even if care came in the form of a spoonful of porridge or a gentle wipe with a towel.

Discipline, when it came, was quick but never cruel. Tom’s sharpest words were reserved for those who tried to cheat—tipping bowls, hiding food in their mouths, or turning away from a handler’s hand. These cows were corrected in front of the herd, made to kneel longer or endure an extra round of feeding, but afterwards, they were welcomed back into the group with laughter and the easy touch of arms and shoulders pressed together.

When the last judgement had been passed and the last towel used, the handlers stepped back and clapped their hands for attention. “Well done, herd. You have learned that surrendering need is not a weakness, but a strength. Remember this, for tomorrow’s ritual will demand even more of you.”

The herd slumped in relief, sticky and tired, some groaning at the prospect of what might come next. Kess shook her ribboned chin and made a face, sending Samira into a fit of giggles. Milly felt herself relax into the mess and the moment—no longer afraid of being seen, only curious what further forms of surrender awaited them.

For now, though, they had eaten, yielded, and survived—together, as the herd.

As the judgement faded and the tension dissolved, the barn softened around the herd. The handlers, having delivered their public critiques and light-hearted punishments, moved among the women with gentler hands. Bowls and bottles were cleared away, the sticky evidence of breakfast pooled in straw and splashed across chests and bellies. Dr. Fell and her assistants produced basins of warm water and soft cloths, and the ritual of aftercare began.

Milly watched as Kess, still adorned with her foolish ribbon, grinned through every wipe and splash. “You missed a spot!” she teased a junior handler, lifting her chin so the ribbon flapped. The handler rolled her eyes, but smiled, and scrubbed Kess’s cheeks with the same thorough care she gave the others. Rhea sat beside them, upright and regal, letting the handler pat her clean with a practiced, almost reverent touch. Her gold collar glimmered in the morning light, the faint trace of green wreath still ghosting her chest.

The juniors, who had struggled most with the meal, were tended with extra patience. Samira, still blushing from her earlier spills, was cleaned by Dr. Fell herself. The doctor’s hands were brisk but kind, dabbing away milk from Samira’s chin and smoothing hair back from her forehead. “You did well today. You endured, and you kept your spirit. Tomorrow, try to laugh at yourself a little sooner. It helps.” Samira managed a shy smile, her shame slowly replaced by something like pride.

Faces were wiped, necks cleaned, chests and arms rubbed down with cloths that were quickly swapped for fresh ones. Milly shivered as a handler worked over her, the cool cloth sliding over her skin, the last of the porridge and honey sticky beneath the mitts and along her ribs. With every stroke, the paint faded further—now little more than a faint shimmer, a ghost of the earlier rituals.

When everyone was clean, the herd was herded into a loose circle on the straw, blankets passed around, bodies pressed close for warmth. Some lay with their heads in each other’s laps, others curled side by side, legs tangled, breathing slowed. The barn filled with low voices and laughter, the remnants of humiliation replaced by a new comfort: the simple pleasure of being cared for, of touching and being touched with no expectation but solidarity.

Kess began the teasing, as she always did. “Best mess, Samira! I think you beat my record from last year.” She nudged Milly with her elbow. “You, though—neatest first-timer I’ve ever seen. Think you’ll be staff’s favourite by Christmas?” Milly laughed, the compliment light and easy after so much exposure. Even Rhea deigned to smile, her stern pride mellowed by exhaustion. “It isn’t the neatness, Kess, it’s the surrender that counts. Some of us take longer to learn that.”

Dr. Fell moved among the circle, checking mouths for sores, stroking bruised cheeks, running her fingers over wrists and plugs to ensure all was well. For those who had cried during the feeding or the judgement, she spent extra time—her presence a reassurance, her voice low and unwavering. “You’re safe. You’ve done what was asked, and you are whole.” A few tears were shed again, but they were softer now, the sharp sting dulled by the herd’s collective embrace.

There was time for small comforts: cups of warm milk, a bit of sugared bread, the gentle stroking of hair. Juniors who had faltered found themselves gently drawn into the centre, cuddled by Kess or the seniors, told stories about the “old days” when feeding meant raw oats and cold water. “We’re spoiled now,” one of the older cows declared. “Imagine having honey in winter!” The herd laughed, their bodies pressed together in a patchwork of exhaustion and relief.

As the morning wore on, the barn filled with the sounds of easy breathing, slow laughter, and the creak of straw beneath shifting bodies. Milly let herself relax, her head pillowed on Samira’s thigh, one hand still mittened and curled in the blanket. She watched the handlers watch them—faces softening, the usual reserve of staff slipping away in the aftermath of shared ordeal. Even Tom, gruff and watchful, allowed himself a quiet smile as Kess presented her ribbon, demanding a photo for the records.

For a little while, there was no fear, no discipline—only the comfort of warmth and the strange, gentle pride of surviving something together. Even as embarrassment lingered, it was leavened by trust: here, in the aftermath, Milly felt the herd’s affection most clearly. Every nudge, every brush of a cloth, every wordless embrace reminded her that she was not alone, that her struggles and shame were not just hers to bear.

Dr. Fell’s final words, spoken as she laid a blanket over the tangled mass of bodies, stayed with Milly long after the barn grew quiet again: “Need is not a weakness, and neither is being cared for. Today, you have all learned to surrender something more than pride. Remember this when tomorrow comes.”

The herd settled in a dozy, satisfied heap, the day’s ordeal already fading into story. Milly closed her eyes, heart full, body still humming with hunger and relief. She knew the next ritual would bring its own challenges, its own humiliations and lessons. But for now, she was fed, clean, and held close—her shame and her need met with the only cure that mattered: the comfort of the herd.

Here, need is shared, and so is every joy.

The barn had settled into a rare quiet, the sun climbing higher in the rafters, dappling painted skin and tangled hair with gold. The herd—washed, fed, and bundled together in their makeshift nest—lay in lazy heaps across the straw. For once, there was no urgency, no command to kneel or present, only the slow drift of bodies toward sleep and the gentle sound of breath, laughter, and the occasional bell chiming as someone shifted under a blanket.

Milly lay on her side, cheek pressed to Samira’s thigh, Kess’s arm thrown loosely over her hip. Her body was sticky with the faint traces of the meal, the sweetness of honey and the salty tang of sweat still clinging to her lips and collar. The plug nestled in her body felt less an intrusion now and more a familiar anchor, its pressure a reminder of ritual and routine, a secret language she and the herd spoke in silence.

She gazed along the line of bodies—some half-dozing, others whispering, the rest simply existing in the rare peace that followed a hard morning. The fading paint on skin, the glint of a bell, the soft curve of a shoulder tucked beneath a blanket: each detail felt impossibly precious. Even the memory of mess and shame—sticky mouths, spilled porridge, milk pooling at chins—had softened into a kind of communal joke, the sharp edges dulled by shared laughter and the simple act of being cared for.

Yet beneath the comfort, Milly felt something changing inside herself. The old voice—the one that had told her need was weakness, that pride was in hiding her hunger and holding her own—was quieter now, outnumbered by the warmth and closeness of the herd. She remembered her dread that morning, the way her cheeks had burned at the thought of opening her mouth, of being seen wanting and then having that want met in the most public, exposed way.

She remembered how her shame had ebbed with every mouthful, every wipe of her chin by gentle hands. She’d watched Samira, trembling and tearful, turn her face up for a spoonful, only to laugh and blush and laugh again when the whole herd joined in. She’d watched Kess delight in being the messiest, making a spectacle of what Milly had feared most. She’d watched Rhea, always composed, take her place at the head of the line and accept even the smallest humiliation with grace. And she’d seen herself reflected in every one of them—a herd, not just of bodies, but of needs, of wants, of women learning to let go.

It wasn’t just that she had been cared for; it was that she had learned to allow it. To be messy, to be needy, to surrender pride for the comfort of being seen and touched and fed. There was a kind of power in that—a paradox that made her chest ache with something like hope. For the first time, she wondered if this was what real belonging felt like: not perfection, not self-sufficiency, but surrender. Surrender to care, to discipline, to the chaos and comfort of being one among many, all bound by need and trust.

A soft sigh beside her made her turn her head. Samira was asleep, lips parted, lashes damp with the last traces of her morning tears. Milly brushed her cheek with a mittened hand, feeling the soft rise and fall of her breath, and a rush of affection warmed her chest. She thought of all the ways she had been held—by Samira, by Kess, by the hands of handlers who cleaned her with more care than she’d ever expected. She thought, too, of the times she had offered her own comfort: a shoulder, a squeeze of the knee, a wordless nudge in the darkness.

The herd was drowsing now, some snoring softly, others whispering in low voices about what tomorrow’s ritual might be. Dr. Fell’s words—Need is not a weakness, and neither is being cared for—echoed in Milly’s mind. She turned the phrase over, feeling the truth of it settle deep. She remembered all the rituals she’d survived, all the ways she’d feared and been shamed, and how, each time, the herd had closed around her, holding her up until she could hold herself.

She wondered, not for the first time, what it would be like to go back to a world where hunger was something to be hidden, where shame was private, where comfort came only in solitude. The thought made her ache. Here, at Bell & Brand, she was exposed, stripped bare, forced to ask for what she needed—and, miracle of miracles, she received it. Not just food and water, but touch, laughter, acceptance. She didn’t know if she would ever be the same.

Let tomorrow bring its trials, Milly thought, letting her eyes drift closed as the herd’s warmth lulled her toward sleep. I have yielded to hunger, to shame, to the hands that feed and the hands that clean. I have learned to want, and not to hide. Here, I am not alone. Here, I am held, and holding others in turn.

The barn faded into a hush, the light soft, the herd curled and tangled, safe in their shared surrender. Milly let herself slip into the comfort, the full belly, the press of bodies—savoring, just for this moment, what it meant to belong.


Chapter 8: Day Eight – Yield Line

Milly woke before sunrise, a heaviness in her belly that wasn’t just hunger. Around her, the barn was quiet, the usual shuffle and soft laughter replaced by an electric silence. The straw beneath her cheek was cool, and when she rolled onto her back, the ache in her muscles reminded her of every trial she’d survived so far—the night of darkness, the shame of feeding day, the sore, swollen heaviness of her breasts. But today felt different. The herd sensed it, too.

Even in the low, grey light, the air was tense. Cows shifted on their mats, clutching blankets close, mitts still fastened. Milly could hear Samira’s nervous breathing on one side, the soft ring of Kess’s bell as she stretched on the other. Whispers rippled up and down the herd, hushed and wary.

“It’s yield line day,” someone murmured—a senior, voice low with memory and warning. “Chained together, bent over, milked and measured for all to see.” A ripple of dread and anticipation followed the words. For the juniors, it was an unknown ordeal; for the seniors, a return to something both feared and oddly cherished. Rhea’s voice cut through the tension, steady as always. “Best keep your pride sharp, girls. This one’s all about the numbers—and the view.”

Kess groaned, rolling her shoulders as best she could in her restraints. “Don’t forget the jostling. Last year I had a bruise from Rhea’s hip for a week. Try not to faint, juniors, or they’ll mark you for extra correction.” Laughter, brittle but real, bubbled up in response, easing the worst of the nerves. Even Milly managed a shaky grin.

The handlers arrived before dawn, boots heavy on straw. Tom’s expression was all business as he called the herd to order. “Today is yield line. Every cow will be chained, bent, and milked in view of staff and guests. Posture and control will be measured. Yields announced. Mistakes will be corrected, progress rewarded. Let’s see which of you rise to the occasion—and which of you falter.”

Dr. Fell followed, arms full of heavy chain and polished collars. Her eyes met Milly’s for a heartbeat, and there was something like encouragement in her steady gaze. “You’ve all come far this week. Don’t let the numbers shake you. Your strength isn’t in hiding, but in being seen—and still standing when it’s over.”

Instructions were brisk. Plugs and bells checked, mitts refastened, hair pulled back from faces. The herd was told to finish their water quickly, for no comfort breaks would be allowed until after the ritual. The talk was practical, but every detail carried the weight of public exposure—every cow would be measured, compared, and corrected before the rest.

Milly’s mind spun as she moved through the morning routine. She tried to steady her breathing, but nerves fluttered in her chest. She remembered Kess’s advice from earlier days—You survive by leaning on the herd, by letting the shame become something you share instead of something you hide. Even so, she felt the sharp edge of anticipation, a secret thrill that tangled with her fear. Would she yield well? Would her body betray her under so many eyes? Would she be praised—or punished?

The line-up began in the barn’s centre aisle. Seniors guided juniors, murmuring last words of support, or giving gentle nudges into place. The chain was already being laid out—links cold and gleaming, heavy as a promise. The air was thick with the scent of sweat, old paint, and the sharp tang of steel.

Milly took her place, heart pounding, body thrumming with a cocktail of dread, curiosity, and a longing to prove herself. Today, nothing would be private: every weakness and every triumph would be marked, measured, and remembered.

As Tom gave the final command—“Prepare for the yield line!”—the herd pressed close, breathing in unison, the sound like a single heart bracing for a blow.

Milly closed her eyes and let herself feel it all—the fear, the pride, the aching need to be seen and to belong. The ritual was about to begin, and she would face it as one among the herd, chained, displayed, and counted for all to see.

The process began with a flurry of movement and clinking metal. Handlers swept through the barn, calling names and shepherding the herd to the centre aisle. The line of cows stretched, bare feet padding on cold stone, nipples pebbling in the chill. Each woman’s bell was checked, each plug turned and tugged, a ritual of preparation that left every body hyper-aware of its own exposure.

The chain itself was thick and heavy, polished to a merciless shine. It snaked along the straw, anchored at either end by great iron rings hammered into the barn’s beams. Dr. Fell and Tom worked methodically down the line, attaching each collar to a link, making sure every cow stood close—just enough space for a deep breath, but not for shame or modesty. The links clicked shut one by one, the sound echoing through the rafters like a sentence passed.

The order of the line was deliberate—seniors at the head, Rhea gleaming gold, Kess just behind with her wide, swaggering stance. Juniors filled out the line in rank: Milly in the middle, Samira just behind, her wide eyes fixed on the floor. The last places were reserved for the quietest, the newest, those still learning how to yield in front of so many.

Milly felt the press of bodies on either side: Kess’s sturdy warmth, the jittery presence of Samira behind. The chain at her throat was both a restraint and a reassurance, its weight settling her as much as it threatened to pull her off balance. She glanced down the line—bodies bent, skin marked by fading paint and the red stripes of earlier corrections, every breast, hip, and thigh left bare for the staff and any visitors to see.

The formation was its own ordeal. The handlers barked orders: “Knees apart! Back straight! Hips out!” Some cows shuffled nervously, others arched and preened, as if daring anyone to find fault with their display. Rhea took her place at the head, posture impeccable, eyes fixed ahead. Kess flexed her shoulders, grinning at the nervous juniors. “Line up, girls—let’s show them what a proper herd looks like.” Her bravado drew a ripple of nervous laughter, quickly hushed as Tom paced the line, eyes sharp for any sign of resistance.

Milly’s heart thudded as she took her place. Her position—somewhere near the centre—felt more exposed than ever, the weight of the line behind and ahead pressing her into a new kind of self-consciousness. Every inch of her was on display: the arch of her spine, the curve of her hips, the gleam of her bell, the blush blooming across her chest. She could feel Kess’s strength anchoring her at one side and Samira’s tremor at the other, their breaths mingling, their nerves radiating through the links of the chain.

Once the herd was secured, Tom and Dr. Fell walked the length of the line, inspecting each cow, correcting posture, tugging chains tighter or looser as needed. “No slouching, Milly. Let the chain hold you tall.” Dr. Fell’s voice was clinical, but her touch was careful—a gentle tilt of Milly’s chin, a quick check that her cuffs and mitts weren’t pinching. “You’re here to be seen. Yield with pride.”

The barn doors were thrown wide, letting in a gust of cold air and the sound of voices from outside. Staff gathered—handlers, cleaners, a few visiting buyers—all positioned to witness the day’s ritual. The herd’s line faced them head-on, every woman exposed, every imperfection on display. The cold stung Milly’s skin, made her nipples and thighs tighten, but she held her posture, chin high, back arched as instructed.

The air was charged with a strange energy—part humiliation, part unity, part stubborn pride. Rivalries flared quietly: a senior shifted her weight to crowd a junior, a nervous giggle was stifled with a sharp elbow, someone hissed, “Don’t mess this up for the rest of us.” But there was comfort, too: Kess’s hand brushing Milly’s wrist, Rhea’s voice a soft rumble of encouragement down the line, the silent, shared knowledge that whatever happened, they would endure it as one.

Tom paced before them, boots ringing on stone. “Today, every yield is public. You will be milked and measured in turn. Any error—any loss of posture, any slip—will be corrected where all can see. If you excel, you will be praised. If you falter, you will be helped. Do not let your pride cost the herd discipline.”

Dr. Fell addressed the herd in a gentler tone. “Remember, you are not alone. The chain binds you, but so does the herd. Lean on each other—find your strength in what you share. When the ritual is over, what you will remember is not the numbers, but who stood beside you.”

The line was set. Milly’s mouth was dry; her muscles trembled with adrenaline, the weight of the chain a living thing around her neck. She felt, for a moment, as if her whole life had narrowed to this: her body bared, her pride balanced on a chain, her sense of self stretched between fear and the fierce, impossible joy of belonging.

The milking apparatus was wheeled out, the staff murmured among themselves, and the ritual of the yield line was ready to begin.

Milly took a deep breath, letting her eyes close for an instant. She felt the chain, the warmth of Kess and Samira, the gaze of the whole barn. She was not alone—she was one in the line, exposed and tethered, ready to be measured and remembered.

Let them see me. Let me endure. For the herd, for myself, I yield.

The air in the barn thickened with anticipation as the milking apparatus was wheeled into place. The chain creaked and rattled as the herd adjusted their posture, backs arched, knees spread, arms locked in mitts behind them or at their sides. Every breath Milly took was a struggle between dread and something like pride—a desperate hope that she would not falter in front of so many, that her body would answer the handlers’ demands.

Tom and Dr. Fell moved briskly down the line, giving last instructions. “Yield, posture, and output—these are today’s measures,” Tom declared, clipboard in hand. “You will be milked in turn. Each yield will be announced to the barn. Errors will be corrected, progress rewarded.”

Milly’s heart pounded as she watched the seniors go first. Rhea was called forward, her collar unclipped from the line and fastened to a ring at the head of the row. She bent with practiced grace, knees wide, breasts full and high. Dr. Fell’s hands moved with quiet authority—cleaning, massaging, attaching the cold suction cups with a gentleness that belied the spectacle. The machine hummed to life, and Rhea’s eyes fluttered closed, her body utterly open and yielding. The cups filled quickly, milk foaming into the glass jars. “Rhea—four point two litres. Flawless,” Tom called. Applause rippled through staff and herd alike, pride etched on Rhea’s regal face.

Kess was next, her bravado warring with nerves as she stepped up. Her posture was less perfect, her yield a little lower, but she grinned through the ordeal, jaw set in determination. “Three point five. Good work, Kess. Mind your stance next time,” Tom intoned, and Dr. Fell offered an approving nod. Kess shot Milly a look—a mix of encouragement and warning—as she returned to the line, breasts reddened, eyes shining.

One by one, the herd was called forward. The ritual was as exposing as any yet—bodies bent and bared, every slip or stutter in posture made public, every mistake corrected on the spot. For those who flinched or clamped their thighs, the correction was swift: a handler’s sharp word, a tap to the hip, a plug pressed and turned until obedience was restored. Praise was as visible as discipline: a pat on the head, a squeeze of the shoulder, the rare gift of a warm cloth to wipe a tear or spilled milk.

When Milly’s turn came, she felt her mouth go dry. The handlers unclipped her collar and guided her forward, positioning her at the centre of the barn, in full view of herd, staff, and a handful of buyers. She knelt, back arched, breasts thrust forward, thighs trembling as Dr. Fell checked her plug, adjusted her bell, and attached the cups to her swollen nipples. The cold sent a shudder through her. She forced herself to breathe, to hold still, to focus on the memory of the herd’s warmth behind her.

The suction began—gentle at first, then insistent, pulling the milk from her in slow, rhythmic pulses. Milly gasped at the sensation: pain and relief, humiliation and strange pride. She could feel every eye on her, watching her body yield, waiting to see if she would rise to the day or collapse under the pressure.

Tom’s voice was steady: “Two point nine litres. Good, Milly—steady yield, held posture. Keep your focus next time; your hips almost wobbled.” Dr. Fell pressed a reassuring hand to her shoulder, eyes warm. “You did well. It gets easier. Go back to your place.”

Shakily, Milly shuffled back to the line, her legs weak but her heart thrumming with adrenaline. The touch of Kess’s hip, the faint smile from Samira, the murmurs of support from further down the row—all of it wrapped around her like a cloak. She had been seen, measured, and not found wanting.

But not everyone fared so well. One junior, blushing and teary, lost her posture midway, her milk yield low. The staff corrected her in front of all: “Hold steady! You’re stronger than this!” When she whimpered, Dr. Fell paused, wiped her face, and helped her finish, the ritual firm but not cruel. The herd murmured encouragement, the lesson clear—each cow’s ordeal was not just her own, but a trial for all.

Samira, nervous as always, was called next. She nearly stumbled, her knees knocking, but with Milly’s whispered encouragement, she managed the ritual, her yield modest but hard-won. “Good effort, Samira. We’ll work on your hold,” Dr. Fell said, brushing hair from her brow. Samira looked up, pride and tears mingling in her eyes.

The process continued until every cow had been milked, measured, praised or corrected. Each yield was recorded, each name called out, the numbers a public ledger of the herd’s endurance and progress. The buyers watched with interest, making notes, discussing among themselves in low voices.

For the herd, the ordeal was both torment and triumph. The physical exposure, the public counting of yields, the impossibility of hiding weakness or failure—all of it forced them together. They watched each other’s faces, caught each other’s eyes, shared wordless messages of comfort and solidarity.

By the end, Milly’s body ached, her breasts swollen and sore, her pride wounded and mended in equal measure. She felt stripped bare, but also buoyed by the strength of the herd—their willingness to witness her struggle and, in turn, to let her witness theirs.

The milking was done, but the ritual’s mark lingered. They had been seen and measured, their strengths and failings counted for all to see. And still, together, they endured.

When the final cow had been milked and the last jar set aside, Tom gathered the records with a brisk efficiency that left no room for complaint or hope of privacy. The barn’s cold air thrummed with tension; every woman on the line felt it—the heavy silence after the spectacle, the prickling awareness of all eyes and all numbers. Milly’s chest rose and fell in quick, shallow breaths, the ache in her body matched only by the ache of anticipation.

Tom’s boots rang on the stone as he strode the length of the line, clipboard in hand. Dr. Fell followed, checking cuffs, offering quiet comfort with a squeeze of the shoulder or a gentle wipe for tears. The herd huddled together, but the chain at their throats, the sticky milk on their breasts and thighs, and the sting of raw exposure kept them apart in other ways.

“All yields have been recorded. Here are today’s rankings,” Tom announced, his voice echoing through the rafters. “Rhea—highest, four point two. Kess—three point five. Milly, two point nine, steady progress. Samira, one point seven, must work on hold and confidence. Mara—lowest today, one point two. Public correction is due.”

The herd reacted with a murmur: some with quiet relief at not being named last, others with sympathy for Mara, who trembled as handlers unclipped her collar and brought her to the centre. Mara’s cheeks burned, eyes bright with unshed tears. Tom’s tone was not cruel, but unyielding. “You are stronger than this. You will stand as an example, and the herd will learn with you.”

Mara was made to kneel, posture forced perfect, as Dr. Fell adjusted her position—hips out, chest high, plug checked for slippage. “Part of yielding is holding your place for the herd,” Dr. Fell said, her voice gentle but implacable. “You will remain here until the herd is dismissed.” Mara nodded, chin trembling but unbroken. The message was clear: correction was not just about punishment, but about reinforcing discipline and belonging.

Rewards, too, were public. Rhea, as highest-yielding cow, was called forward and given a thick, fleecy blanket to drape over her shoulders, a mug of sweet, hot milk, and a kiss to her brow from Dr. Fell. “You hold the herd’s standard, gold bell. Show them how to endure with grace.” Kess, second place, received a playful smack to the hip and an extra biscuit, her laughter ringing out as she claimed her prize.

For those in the middle—Milly included—the recognition was subtler: a nod from Tom, a “well done, steady hands” from Dr. Fell, a whispered word of praise from a neighbour in the line. Milly felt her shame soothed by the herd’s glances, Kess’s approving grin, Samira’s quiet, grateful touch on her shoulder. She had not shone, but she had not failed.

Yet the ritual’s true aftermath unfolded in the moments after the tallies. As the chain was unlocked and collars removed, the herd fell together in a heap of relief and exhaustion. Some slumped against the walls, others wrapped arms around their neighbours, bodies pressed close for warmth and comfort. The milk that had splattered skin and hair during milking was wiped away with damp cloths, the handlers moving gently now, voices lowered to murmurs of support and care.

Mara was the last to be released. Dr. Fell knelt beside her, whispering words no one else could hear. Mara nodded, wiped her eyes, and rose to join the herd, her shame eased by the soft applause of the others—a sound not of mockery, but of welcome.

The barn was quieter than usual, the laughter more subdued. The yield line had left its mark—not just in aching muscles and stretched skin, but in the bruises of comparison and the balm of shared survival. Rivalries were softened by fatigue, old resentments eased by the mutual recognition of how hard it was to be seen, measured, and judged.

Milly leaned into Kess’s side, feeling the strength of the older woman’s arm around her. Samira huddled against her other side, trembling with exhaustion but smiling, a new confidence glowing in her eyes. Across the straw, Rhea gathered the juniors with a nod, her presence anchoring the group as the rituals of aftercare began.

Dr. Fell circulated with her basket of salves and warm towels, tending to each cow in turn. “You did well, Milly,” she murmured, dabbing a bit of ointment on a sore wrist. “You stood for yourself and for the herd.” The praise settled deep, a quiet pride blooming beneath the ache.

When the last towel had been folded, the last mug of milk drunk, Tom gathered the herd for a final word. “Today was about numbers and comparison. Tomorrow will be about endurance and heart. Rest well. The herd rises together, or not at all.”

As the herd drifted toward their beds, Milly lay back among her sisters, exhaustion and relief mingling in her blood. The ordeal was over, but its lessons remained—a sharper understanding of what it meant to be measured, and what it meant to measure up.

For now, though, she let herself be held, the warmth of the herd a shield against old fears. In the quiet, she listened to the soft sounds of breath and whispered comfort, the slow, steady return of trust and unity after the storm.

We have been seen, and still, we endure. Together, we are more than our numbers. Together, we rise.

Night crept quietly into the barn, long after the last of the yield line’s discipline had faded from the air. The herd lay bundled together, blankets pulled up to chins, bodies pressed in a patchwork of comfort and exhaustion. The cold lingered in Milly’s limbs, but it was nothing compared to the ache in her chest—a strange, insistent warmth, equal parts pride and humility.

She lay wedged between Kess and Samira, the older woman’s broad hand resting comfortingly on Milly’s thigh, Samira’s head tucked beneath her chin. The barn was quieter than usual, the energy of the day’s ordeal settling into something gentle, almost sacred. All around her, the herd slept or whispered softly, breaths rising and falling in a rhythm that soothed the last tremors from Milly’s nerves.

Her mind replayed the day’s ritual in fragments: the harsh bite of the chain at her collar, the cold of the barn, the line of bodies bent and exposed, each woman’s name and number echoing in the rafters. She remembered the tremble in Mara’s hands as she knelt for public correction, the blush of pride on Rhea’s face as she received her reward, the nervous squeeze of Samira’s hand as they were unclipped from the chain and allowed to rest. Every detail was sharper for having been shared.

Being measured was a torment, yes—a stripping away of privacy, a forced confrontation with her own strengths and failings. But it was also, Milly realised, a peculiar kind of gift. In the eyes of the herd and the handlers, she was more than a sum of numbers, more than her yield or her posture. She was part of a living, breathing whole, each woman’s success and struggle reflected and amplified by the others.

She felt, with a new clarity, how the lines that had restrained her—chains, cuffs, collars—were also the lines that connected her. The herd was bound by ritual and rule, but also by the relentless, undeniable comfort of belonging. Every humiliation, every act of exposure, had become a thread in the tapestry of their shared endurance.

For the first time, Milly understood what Rhea meant when she spoke of pride. It wasn’t the pride of never failing, never crying, never being corrected. It was the pride of standing up again, of returning to the line, of letting herself be seen and measured and, despite everything, choosing to belong. Even the numbers—the yields, the rankings—lost their sting in the warmth of that acceptance.

A soft sigh escaped Samira as she shifted closer, her arm curling around Milly’s waist. Milly tightened her hold, brushing a kiss across the younger woman’s hair. She thought of all the times she had comforted Samira, and all the times Samira’s quiet bravery had helped her face her own fear. It was this—the cycle of giving and receiving support, the constant, silent affirmation of the herd—that made survival not just possible, but meaningful.

From the other side, Kess squeezed Milly’s knee and murmured, “Didn’t faint, did you?” The words were teasing, but the affection was real. Milly smiled in the darkness, replying in a whisper, “Not this time. Maybe next year.” Kess’s quiet laugh was a balm, easing the last trace of shame.

As the barn settled into sleep, Milly let her mind drift. She pictured the chain that had bound them—a line of bodies, hearts beating in uncertain unison, every weakness and strength bared for all to see. She imagined it glowing, not just with the weight of discipline, but with the light of every woman who had endured. The line was not just an ordeal, but a lifeline—a mark of belonging as real as any collar or bell.

She felt, for a moment, at peace with her place in that line. She was neither the highest nor the lowest; she had not been singled out for glory or shame. She was one of many—witnessed, counted, valued.

Tomorrow would bring new rituals, new tests of will and body. There would be more chances to fail, to falter, to be lifted up by the herd or to lend her strength to another. The thought did not frighten her as it once had. She knew now that, whatever lines she was made to cross or stand in, she would never be alone.

As sleep took her, Milly’s last thought was not of fear, but of gratitude—for the chain, for the herd, for the lines that both bound and held her.

We are measured, and we endure. We are exposed, and we belong. Tomorrow, we rise together again—tethered not just by chain, but by every hand that steadies us, every heart that bears witness, every line we share.

The barn’s hush deepened. The herd slept, and the line—seen and unseen—held.


Chapter 9: Day Nine – Plug Punishment & Play

Milly woke with a start, her body already alert before her mind had fully returned. The barn was thick with tension, the air tingling with the hush of a day that would demand too much. She could sense it before anyone spoke—a quiver in the herd, a bracing, nervous energy that set everyone on edge. The faint morning light caught the shine of bells, the imprint of chain links still pressed into the skin at her throat and hips. Her thighs ached, her breasts were tender, and a deep, restless hum had taken root low in her belly.

All around her, the herd stirred in uneasy silence. Kess shifted first, wincing as she stretched her arms, her bell chiming softly. Samira lay pressed against Milly’s back, barely breathing, her whole body tight and alert. Rhea was already upright, gold collar gleaming, eyes fixed on the centre aisle with a cool determination that set the tone for the juniors.

It was Samira who whispered first, her voice barely more than a tremor. “Is it true? Today’s the… plug day?” The words hung heavy in the chilly air. One of the older cows, Mara, let out a soft sigh, confirming what the whole barn dreaded and expected. “Plug punishment and play,” she muttered, not without a trace of dark humour. “Handlers will fit the vibrating plugs, turn us on, make us beg and shudder and finish, right where they want us. There’s no hiding. No mercy, either. It’s the day we all remember.”

A ripple of nerves moved through the herd. The juniors exchanged glances—wide-eyed, cheeks already flushed. Some pressed closer to their neighbours, seeking comfort in the crush of bodies, while others fidgeted, their hunger for something to focus on at war with the dread in their eyes. Even Kess, usually unflappable, rolled her shoulders with a grimace. “Last year they made us hold position for ages before turning the plugs up. My knees have never forgiven them.”

For Milly, the anticipation was a strange, coiling thing—shame and arousal so tightly wound she could not tell them apart. She remembered all the other ordeals: the cold of the snow stall, the awkward mess of feeding, the burn of the yield line. Each had pushed her, exposed her, left her raw. But none had made her feel so helplessly seen as this: to be plugged and vibrated, forced to climax in public, her body’s most secret responses revealed to the herd and the handlers alike.

The barn door banged open, making every woman flinch. Tom and Dr. Fell entered with a box of plugs, glossy black and silver, each one a different size or shape, all gleaming with promise and threat. Behind them, junior staff carried baskets of lube, spare cuffs, and fresh towels. The air was suddenly alive with the scent of latex, clean steel, and the faint sweetness of anticipation.

Tom’s voice was crisp, commanding. “Today’s ritual is plug punishment and play. Every cow will be fitted with a vibrating plug, locked and checked by staff. Hands remain mittened, gags as required. Plugs will be controlled throughout the day—intensity and timing are at the discretion of your handlers. You will hold position, yield to the sensation, and when commanded, you will climax—loudly, visibly, with no attempt to hide or resist. Failure to comply will result in immediate correction and additional displays.”

Dr. Fell’s gaze swept the herd, her tone softer but unyielding. “There is no shame in yielding. Your bodies will betray you—that is the point. You are not alone; your herd endures together. If you need comfort, seek it from your sisters. If you cannot finish, let us help you. But today, every cow will be seen and used for the pleasure of the farm. Afterwards, you will be cared for.”

The rules set, the barn buzzed with nervous laughter and forced bravado. Kess leaned over and bumped Milly’s shoulder. “You ready for your first plug show, kid?” she whispered, trying for lightness but not quite masking her own nerves. Milly swallowed, her cheeks burning, but nodded. “Ready as I’ll ever be.” Samira giggled weakly, clutching Milly’s arm as if it might anchor her to the ground.

Seniors recounted stories from past years—the first time the plugs had been remote-controlled, the competitions to see who could hold out longest, the moments when the bravest finally broke and sobbed or screamed with pleasure and humiliation. The juniors listened, torn between terror and a strange, unwilling curiosity. “At least we’re all in it together,” someone muttered, and the truth of it eased the tension just a little.

Handlers began to call names. One by one, the cows were led to the centre, bodies checked, postures corrected, and plugs prepared. The anticipation was a living thing now, humming through the barn, a pulse that beat between every pair of thighs. Milly watched as Rhea was plugged first, her face a mask of pride and resignation. Kess followed, making a joke as her plug was fitted, though her jaw was set tight.

Milly’s turn drew closer, and the world shrank to sensation—the slick chill of lube, the clinical pressure of fingers at her entrance, the stretch and snap as the plug was pushed and locked in place. She bit down on her lower lip, eyes closing as the first tremor of vibration teased through her. Her heart hammered, her body already betraying her with a flush of heat, a wetness she could neither hide nor control.

When all were plugged and ready, Tom issued the final command. “Remember—today is about being used, about yielding. You will hold nothing back. Your pleasure is our spectacle, and your surrender is the herd’s pride.”

As the herd knelt, gagged and plugged, Milly felt a wild mix of fear and longing. To be made to come, to have her body’s helplessness put on display, was the most humiliating thing she could imagine. But beneath the shame was a defiant spark: if this was the price of belonging, she would pay it, and she would not do it alone.

The first wave of vibration began—a low, insistent hum—setting the herd trembling and bracing for the spectacle to come.

The ritual began with an orderliness that only heightened the tension. Each cow, in turn, was brought to the centre of the barn and made to kneel, thighs spread, posture open and vulnerable beneath the scrutiny of staff and herd alike. The box of plugs sat on a table beside Dr. Fell—rows of gleaming silicone and steel, some simple and slender, others thick, bulbous, or marked with the unmistakable bulge of a weighted tail.

The process was both clinical and theatrical. For each woman, Dr. Fell selected a plug—sometimes consulting with a senior or a handler, sometimes holding two up and pausing until the herd murmured their approval or jeered their dread. Lubricant was applied in full view, the plug displayed, then pressed against the cow’s entrance, pushed in slowly, twisted until it seated with a click or a whimper. The humiliation was acute: all eyes watched, no hands could shield flushed faces or trembling thighs. For the juniors, it was a lesson in powerlessness; for the seniors, a familiar ordeal, endured with stoic pride or performative bravado.

Milly’s nerves jangled as her turn approached. She could hardly breathe, heart pounding as Dr. Fell summoned her name. The handler’s hands were cool and firm as she positioned Milly on the padded mat, knees spread wide, mitts locked at her back. “Easy now,” Dr. Fell murmured, almost gentle as she showed Milly the plug—mid-sized, black silicone, its base set with a silver ring and a hint of a weighted tail.

Milly blushed furiously as the plug was lubed and pressed against her. She clenched involuntarily, earning a mild, almost affectionate rebuke. “Let go, Milly. If you fight it, it’ll hurt more.” She forced herself to relax, staring at the ceiling beams, feeling the slow stretch as the plug slid home. The pressure made her gasp—full, inescapable, the plug’s presence pressing deep against the spot that made her thighs quiver. Dr. Fell’s hands lingered, checking the fit, twisting the base until Milly whimpered and flushed hotter still.

The final humiliation came as Dr. Fell clicked the remote and the plug buzzed to life—a low, pulsing vibration that made Milly’s hips jolt, a soundless moan trapped behind her teeth. She struggled to stay upright as the sensation rolled through her, body clenching helplessly around the toy. A wave of laughter and encouragement rippled down the line: “Nice reaction, Milly!” “Hold steady!” “Bet you don’t last two minutes, junior!” The staff took notes, checking for signs of resistance, discomfort, or overt arousal.

Once every cow had been fitted—each one blushing, shivering, or bravely smirking—the herd was arranged in two neat lines down the barn’s centre. Some knelt, some stood, every posture carefully corrected by handlers. Mitts remained locked, bells adjusted to ensure every movement would jangle and draw attention. Gags were inserted for those who whimpered too loudly or tried to stifle their sounds. The plugs were set to a low vibration, humming just enough to make focus impossible, to keep every body alert and on edge.

Milly looked up and down the line—Rhea at the head, still and regal, lips pressed thin; Kess further down, making faces as she wiggled her hips to test the sensation; Samira already trembling, breath coming in little pants. The juniors squirmed and flushed, seniors exchanged knowing looks, and even the handlers seemed charged with anticipation. The staff walked the line, remotes in hand, adjusting vibration levels at random—one moment a cow would be panting, the next she’d be forced to endure a lull, her anticipation mounting.

The first wave was a trial by fire. Milly tried to control her breath, desperate not to be the first to break or cry out. But with her thighs parted, plug pulsing inside her, and the barn filled with the sounds of other women’s pleasure—moans, stifled gasps, the frantic jingle of bells—she could not keep her hips from rocking, her cheeks from flushing scarlet.

Rivalry and shame played out across the line. Some seniors—like Rhea—focused on stillness, pride in control, eyes closed as they rode the vibrations in silence. Others, like Kess, leaned into the spectacle, rolling their hips, tossing their hair, drawing laughter or groans from those nearby. The juniors were a mess of emotion: some clamped their eyes shut, bodies trembling with the effort to keep posture; others stared at the floor or sought comfort in eye contact, silently begging for the ordeal to pass quickly.

The staff called out encouragement and corrections. “Back straight, Mara! Don’t squirm, Samira!” For those who tried to fight the sensation, the remotes were turned up, the vibration intensified until resistance collapsed into gasping submission. Those who whimpered or squirmed too soon were laughed at, comforted, or both—“You’re in good company, pet, we all break in the end.”

For Milly, the shame and arousal were overwhelming. Every pulse of the plug sent heat spiralling up her spine; every low word from a handler, every accidental brush of Kess’s hip or Samira’s knee, made it harder to hold still. The plug was more than just a toy or a tool of punishment; it was the farm’s claim made physical, a constant, living reminder of her powerlessness and her belonging.

As the first wave ebbed, handlers walked the line, checking flushes and shudders, tightening cuffs, and offering whispered praise or warning. “You’re holding up well, Milly. Don’t forget, this is only the beginning.”

With the herd trembling and the barn thick with the scent of sweat, arousal, and anticipation, the staff prepared for the next round. The plugs fell silent for a moment—only the sound of rapid breath and the soft whimpers of the herd filled the space. Milly’s heart hammered in her chest as she waited for the remotes to buzz back to life, for the real torment—and spectacle—to begin.

Let them see. Let them use me. I am not alone in this shame, or in this pleasure.

The barn was thick with anticipation, the low hum of the vibrating plugs a current running beneath every sound. The herd knelt and trembled, every body exposed and alert, eyes darting from staff to seniors to the line of buyers watching from the shadows. Sweat broke across Milly’s brow, the air itself charged—alive with the scent of sex and nerves, the electric press of bodies braced for what was coming.

The handlers circled, remotes in hand. “Eyes forward, back straight. Yield or be corrected,” Tom intoned, his voice sharp but almost gleeful. Dr. Fell’s was lower, but no less commanding. “No hands, no hiding. Every climax is to be witnessed, every surrender praised. You will let go when we command you. Those who hold out too long, or try to fight, will be helped—publicly, and with whatever means we choose.”

The remotes clicked in unison. The plugs pulsed to life at a higher setting, the vibration buzzing through Milly’s core. She gasped, knees buckling, her whole body caught in the web of sensation. Around her, the herd rocked and whimpered: Samira’s eyes squeezed shut, hips rocking; Kess threw her head back and laughed, only to bite down hard on a moan as the intensity jumped again. Rhea, ever the picture of discipline, held herself rigid, but even she could not disguise the flush climbing her throat, the trembling in her thighs.

The staff orchestrated the torment: waves of pleasure rippled up and down the line, some plugs set higher, others abruptly silenced, keeping every woman off balance. Sometimes the remotes were handed to buyers or juniors—extra humiliation as the power to control pleasure and pain shifted hands. Cows who moaned too loudly were praised and displayed: “Beautiful! Let us see you come apart.” Those who tried to hide were punished—plug turned up to the maximum, body forced to climax in a flurry of desperate sobs and shudders, tears streaking down flushed cheeks.

Milly clung to the tatters of her composure. The plug throbbed inside her, every pulse ratcheting her closer to the edge. She wanted to hold back—wanted to keep something private, something just for herself—but the staff’s eyes were everywhere, the handlers urging her on with low, relentless commands. “You’re close, aren’t you, Milly? Let us see how you yield. Don’t hide, don’t fight, just let go.”

She felt the barn fading away, her whole world narrowed to the pulse of the plug and the hot, shaming need twisting in her belly. Around her, the herd’s surrender became a kind of music: Samira’s soft, staccato cries, Kess’s defiant moans turning to laughter and then to helpless sobbing, Rhea’s ragged, silent tears as she finally gave in, body shuddering beneath the unceasing buzz.

The first public climax came from Mara, her hips jerking uncontrollably, a cry bursting from her lips as the plug sent her over the edge. The staff cheered, buyers clapped, and Mara’s tears—half shame, half release—became the signal for more. The remotes moved down the line, every woman brought to her peak, each forced to bear witness to the others’ surrender, no one allowed the dignity of silence or darkness.

When Milly’s turn came, she was barely holding on. The plug buzzed mercilessly, Dr. Fell kneeling before her, voice soft but implacable. “Let them see you, Milly. Show them how you yield.” A handler reached out, tilting Milly’s chin so her eyes met Tom’s, then the buyers’, then the herd’s. She shook, sobbing with effort and shame, until the pleasure overwhelmed her—her back arched, breath hitched, and she came with a cry she could not swallow, her whole body wracked and spent as the barn erupted in a chorus of moans, applause, and whispered congratulations.

There was no hiding—every spasm, every gasp, every trembling aftershock was public, witnessed, and named. The staff moved down the line, helping those who struggled: a hand on a thigh, a murmured encouragement, sometimes even a second or third forced climax if the first was too quick or too shy. Those who failed to yield were disciplined: the plug set to an unbearable high until they broke, or made to kneel in the centre for all to see, tears mingling with the sweat and the flush of orgasm.

The ordeal went on and on. The barn became a chorus of pleasure and humiliation, bodies shuddering and collapsing, herdmates leaning into each other for comfort, support, or simply to stay upright as their bodies betrayed them over and over. Milly, spent and shaken, found herself cradled between Kess and Samira, the three of them weeping and laughing in turn, unsure whether to be ashamed or proud.

When the remotes were finally silenced, the air was thick with exhaustion and the lingering scent of arousal. The staff moved among the herd, offering water, wiping faces, checking plugs and mitts for injury. Some cows sobbed openly, others curled in on themselves, but most simply pressed close to their sisters, too wrung out to care who saw their tears.

Tom called out the final results. “Every cow yielded. Every climax witnessed. The herd has endured and pleased the farm.” There was applause, a few cheers, but mostly the soft, stunned quiet of women who had survived something they never thought they could bear.

Milly’s body throbbed with soreness and the aftershocks of release. Her shame was raw, but so was her pride—a fierce, pulsing sense of unity. She had been used, displayed, made to come and cry and laugh before the world, and yet she had not been broken. She had done it with the herd, for the herd, and she was not alone.

As the staff began to clean and comfort them, Milly curled into the warmth of Kess’s embrace, Samira’s hand finding hers. The day was not yet over, but the hardest part had passed. The barn was quieter, gentler now—a place of recovery, of acceptance, and of bonds forged in the heat of public surrender.

In the open, I have yielded. In shame, I have been seen. And in this helplessness, I have found a home.

The storm of sensation left the barn in a hush so thick Milly could almost taste it—a mixture of salt and sweetness, sweat and the raw sting of tears. Bodies slumped in a tangled line, plug cords trailing, mitts still locked, cheeks streaked with wet and the remnants of shame and pleasure. The floor was littered with towels, spent wipes, and the quiet, tangled limbs of the herd.

Milly felt limp and shattered, every nerve aflame, her heart still racing as if her climax might never end. She blinked through the film of tears, unsure whether to curl up or reach out, so she let herself fall sideways into the crook of Kess’s arm. Kess’s laugh was low and unsteady, her hand clumsy as it patted Milly’s back. “There’s my brave girl,” she murmured, pride and pain knotted together in her voice.

Around them, the herd’s aftershocks played out in unpredictable waves. Samira shivered violently, then pressed her face to Milly’s thigh, sobbing softly until Rhea, with regal calm, scooped her up into a sheltering hug. Mara, who had been the first to break, was now curled in a ball, rocking herself as a handler gently unfastened her plug and whispered soft words in her ear. Some cows moaned or whimpered, unable to quiet their bodies, others just wept—big, ugly, cleansing tears that needed no apology.

But not every sound was comfort. A cluster of seniors snickered, tossing quips about “who screamed the loudest,” “who soaked the mat,” and “who couldn’t last five minutes.” The barbs were sharp, but even these seemed dulled by exhaustion, landing less as mockery than as reminders of the ordeal’s universality. Dr. Fell swept in, her gaze stern, voice low and even: “Enough. No gloating, no shaming. Every cow gave what she had. Kindness, now.”

The staff moved with new tenderness, the discipline of the ritual replaced by the soft mechanics of aftercare. Plugs were checked and slowly, carefully removed, bodies wiped down with damp cloths, water passed from mouth to mouth. Some cows leaned into the touch, moaning with relief or simply letting themselves be handled. The act of being cleaned and tended to became a balm, the reassertion of gentleness after such raw exposure.

Milly found herself adrift between collapse and comfort. Her mind spun with shame and pride, the ghost of pleasure echoing through her hips. She glanced up and saw the same dazed expression mirrored on faces all around—Rhea, stoic but shaken; Kess, grinning through her tears; Samira, red-eyed but holding Milly’s hand as if she might drift away if she let go. Even the seniors, for all their bravado, accepted a pat on the shoulder or a wiped brow without complaint.

The hierarchy wavered in the aftermath. Juniors who had struggled most were pulled close and comforted; those who had laughed loudest now fell silent, clutching at the herd’s warmth. Rivalries faded, if only for a time, replaced by a sense of mutual endurance—a knowledge that, however public or humiliating, every climax and collapse had happened in company, never in isolation.

Dr. Fell and the handlers checked each cow for signs of distress: hands squeezed, cheeks stroked, words of praise or reassurance whispered in every ear. “You’re safe now. You did so well. Drink, rest. You’re whole, you’re seen, you’re not alone.” The litany ran from woman to woman, the effect gentle but profound.

Some cows needed more. Mara, still trembling, was guided into Rhea’s lap, her tears wiped by a senior’s careful thumb. One junior, silent and pale, was wrapped in a blanket and held by three others until her breathing slowed. Kess, after her own tears dried, turned practical: she teased a senior who had moaned the loudest, then kissed her brow and wrapped an arm around her shoulders, drawing her close. Laughter bubbled up, tentative at first, then real—small jokes, soft jibes, reminders that humiliation could be survived and even woven into a new, private kind of pride.

Through it all, Milly lay dazed, the plug finally removed, her body wrung out and loose. She drank water offered by Samira, felt her own hands—still mittened—shaking as she pressed her cheek to Kess’s side. She thought of all the rituals she’d endured: the cold of the snow, the mess of feeding day, the public agony of the yield line. But this, somehow, had been the hardest. And the most transforming.

A hush settled over the barn as the handlers dimmed the lanterns. The herd, wiped clean and comforted, clustered together in small groups, blankets shared, limbs tangled. The plug ordeal’s sting remained, but so did the glow—the memory of being helpless, being used, being made to come in public, and then being held and cherished for it.

Milly realised she was not just recovering from shame, but from the sense of having passed through a door: a place where her body, her pleasure, her humiliation had been made real and unavoidable—and accepted. The herd had seen her, heard her, touched her, and in return, she had witnessed their most private surrenders. There was no turning back from that kind of honesty, and she wasn’t sure she would want to.

As Dr. Fell made her last rounds, she paused by Milly’s side, stroking her hair. “You were brave,” she said simply, voice thick with something like pride. “You yielded, you survived. You are more than what was done to you. Rest now.”

Milly closed her eyes, Samira’s hand still clinging to hers, Kess’s weight a comfort at her back. The barn was quiet, the storm spent, and somewhere in the hollow of her chest, Milly felt the first, tentative pulse of hope.

We are broken, and we mend. We are shamed, and we are cherished. What we survive, we survive together.

The barn was silent except for the slow, shared breath of women who had passed through fire. Night pressed close to the windows, the faint creak of the rafters and the distant jingle of a bell the only hints of a world beyond the warmth of the herd’s tangled bodies. Milly lay at the heart of it, Samira’s head tucked under her chin, Kess’s hand cupping her hip, the blanket over their forms soft as a benediction.

She drifted in the space between exhaustion and peace, her limbs heavy, every muscle and nerve still pulsing with the memory of pleasure and pain. Her plug had been removed, but its ghost remained—a lingering ache that reminded her of surrender, of being opened and used, of climaxing to the sound of applause and the heat of many eyes. She should have been mortified, she supposed. Some part of her still was. But in that deep, still hush, she found her shame had changed shape.

Yielding had become something more than humiliation; it was a lesson in being seen, not just in her worst moments, but in the fullness of her feeling. When she’d cried out, it was not just for herself, but for the herd—her agony and pleasure, their agony and pleasure, all tumbling together into a symphony of bodies that could not hide, could not be alone. It had been the most exposed, most helpless she’d ever felt. And yet, somehow, also the safest.

Milly remembered the way the herd had sounded in the dark—the moans and shudders, the sobbing, the laughter that rose like bubbles in boiling water, the cries that began in shame and ended in release. She remembered the way Dr. Fell had touched her hair, Kess’s hand steady at her back, Samira’s fingers trembling in hers. She remembered Rhea’s silent strength, the way Mara had wept and then laughed, how even the proudest seniors had finally yielded.

It struck Milly that the ordeal had left the herd not divided, but closer—each cow’s surrender witnessed, each one’s pride and shame held up and made ordinary. There was a freedom in that, a sweetness she had never imagined. She saw it in the way the herd now touched each other—no longer tentative, no longer hiding behind jokes or mockery, but open, gentle, even reverent. A shoulder rubbed, a cheek kissed, a strand of hair brushed back: every gesture a promise that no one would be left alone with their pain or their pleasure.

For Milly, the change was as much inside as out. She lay still, letting herself be held, her body sore and spent, her spirit lighter than it had been in years. She no longer felt the same panic at the thought of being witnessed. Even as she replayed her public climax—how her hips had bucked, how her voice had broken, how her tears had fallen—she found she could breathe through the memory, not run from it. It was not an aberration or a stain, but a truth she shared with every other woman in the barn.

In that warmth, Milly’s old beliefs about shame and strength faded. She saw now that to yield—to be made helpless, to be used—could be its own kind of power. Not because it proved how little she could resist, but because it proved how much she could bear, and how much she could trust. The herd was her mirror, her chorus, her safety net. Their hands had steadied her, their eyes had witnessed her, their bodies had suffered and survived beside hers.

She thought of Samira, now sleeping, cheeks still wet with dried tears. She thought of Kess’s loud, fearless surrender, Rhea’s stoic composure finally cracked by pleasure. She thought of Mara, comforted at last, and of the juniors who had learned to lean in, not away, when the ordeal was too much to carry alone. The herd was stronger for its pain, more beautiful for its surrender. There was pride in having been seen, pride in having nothing left to hide.

A soft hum of conversation floated through the straw. Some women whispered to each other, sharing secrets or confessions they would not have dared before. Others simply breathed together, hearts beating in time, bodies twined. Dr. Fell made her last round, pausing to squeeze hands, press kisses to temples, offer reassurance that tomorrow would bring new trials, but also new care.

Milly closed her eyes and let the day settle in her bones. She felt the herd’s closeness, the weight of Kess’s arm, the pulse of Samira’s breath. She let herself remember the worst of it—the shame, the helplessness, the collapse—and then remembered the way the herd had gathered her up and made her whole again. She was not just a cow in the line. She was part of something larger, something braver than fear.

Tomorrow will hurt. There will be more shame, more yielding. But now I know: I am not just endured, but cherished. My pain and pleasure are not only mine; they belong to the herd. And in that belonging, I am free.

Outside, the world turned quietly toward morning. Inside, Milly slept, heart full, her shame transmuted to something sacred—held by the lines that bound her, and the arms that would never let her fall.


Chapter 10: Day Ten – Stocking Night

Evening came early, the last golden traces of sun sliding behind the distant hills and leaving the barn awash in blue shadow. The herd sensed what was coming before a word was spoken. Whispers filled the cold air—stories of “Stocking Night,” memories of last year’s ordeal, the old, dark jokes about Christmas bells and frost-nipped skin. The juniors trembled with nerves, the seniors carried a heavy, stoic calm.

Milly lay curled in the straw, the weight of the previous day’s ordeal heavy in her bones. Her thighs still ached, her cheeks burned at the memory of her own cries and the hands that had comforted her after. But tonight promised something different—a cold that would strip away all pretense, a spectacle meant to test not just her body, but her very endurance.

The handlers arrived as the last lanterns were being lit, Tom’s boots thumping in the gloom, Dr. Fell trailing with a canvas sack of stockings and a polished wooden box of bells. Juniors shrank back, clutching at one another with mittened hands, while the seniors rose and stretched, resignation etched into every line of their posture. Rhea, gold collar flashing, surveyed the room with that regal steadiness, voice low and measured. “Remember, herd, it’s only a night. Scream if you must, but don’t let them take your pride.”

Samira huddled close to Milly, breath quickening. “Will it be as bad as they say? The cold, the…show?” Milly squeezed her mittened hand, heart pounding. “I think it’ll be worse if we face it alone. We’ll keep close.”

Kess, never one to miss a chance for bravado, piped up from the edge of the group. “Last year they gave me a stocking so big they had to use two bells to weigh it down. And I still kept my posture—until the frost hit my arse.” Laughter rolled through the herd, thin but real. For a moment, the fear receded.

But then the ritual began in earnest. “All cows—strip and prepare!” Tom called. The words were unnecessary: there was little left to remove, but the order itself carried the weight of command. Mitts and collars were checked and re-fastened, plugs twisted and tightened with a casual, clinical care. Some cows groaned, others gritted their teeth; all submitted.

The stockings were distributed one by one—red and green felt, some patchworked and oversized, others small and dainty, a few with gifts or lumps of coal tucked inside as a handler’s private joke. Each stocking was clipped to a collar, bell, or plug tail, the weight a constant reminder of spectacle and the impossible hope of being overlooked. Dr. Fell’s hands were sure as she hung a trio of tiny gold bells from Milly’s collar, the sound sharp and clear. “You’ll be easy to find in the dark, Milly,” she said, lips twitching at the corners.

Rhea’s stocking was the grandest—deep green, heavy with gifts, and two polished silver bells that sang with every movement. Kess received a scarlet stocking tied to her plug, her yelp of surprise met with peals of laughter. Samira’s was a delicate white sock, a single jingle bell at the toe; she stared at it with wide, trembling eyes.

The herd was arrayed by size and rank—seniors first, then juniors, every cow marked and adorned. The ritual felt part parade, part punishment: the handlers checked posture, teased those who flinched, adjusted bells and stockings until every sound was maximised. Mitts were double-checked, gags and hoods hung nearby for those who might cry out too much.

Outside, snow had already begun to fall, dusting the yard in soft silver. The cold pressed against the barn doors, seeping in at the edges, making nipples harden and thighs tense. Dr. Fell moved through the line, inspecting each woman, tugging collars, pressing hands to breasts and hips to check for shivering or illness. “This is endurance, not cruelty. If you are at risk, say so now,” she announced. No one spoke. To refuse was to be marked as weak, to admit defeat before the ordeal began.

As dusk deepened, the anticipation reached fever pitch. The barn was a tangle of nerves—bells jingling, stockings swaying, bodies pressed close for last scraps of warmth. Handlers called the roll, pairing juniors and seniors, lining the herd up for the slow procession outside. Samira’s hand slipped into Milly’s again, trembling. Kess winked, eyes shining. Rhea nodded solemnly, her stocking brushing Milly’s calf as they pressed together, her presence a shield against fear.

At the last, Tom gave the command. “Herd—forward. Display for the farm, for the night, for yourselves. This is the ritual of Stocking Night. Hold your head high, and let the world see what you endure.”

The barn doors were thrown wide, a gust of cold air sweeping in and raising gooseflesh along every bare limb. The herd stepped out, bells chiming, stockings swaying, hearts hammering. Milly gasped as the wind cut across her chest, every inch of her on show, the night’s darkness broken only by the lanterns staked in a circle outside.

One by one, they stepped into the snow, the ritual just beginning, every sense on edge—afraid, exposed, and yet, for the first time, certain she would not endure it alone.

The first step into the night bit deep. Snow, freshly fallen and blinding in the lantern light, covered the yard in a shimmering quilt that barely disguised the hard ground beneath. Milly gasped as her bare foot sank into the cold, the shock slicing through her composure and making her bells chime with the suddenness of the movement. All around, the herd shivered and whimpered, bodies tensed, nipples hardening to aching points as the night’s cold laid claim to every inch of exposed skin.

Handlers led the way, their boots crunching deliberate paths through the snow, their voices raised to keep order. “Form a circle—posture, posture!” Tom barked, and the seniors moved first, shoulders squared, faces drawn but unyielding. Rhea’s stocking swung like a pendulum from her collar, the silver bells singing with every step. She knelt at the designated point, head high, her body outlined in the blue glow of the lanterns. Kess followed, bravado melted away by the wind, her face set in grim determination.

The juniors shuffled after, Samira clutching Milly’s hand until the very last moment, when they were separated and guided to their own places in the widening ring. Each cow was made to kneel, mitts locked behind backs or at their sides, plugs and bells checked one final time. A handler pressed Milly’s knees apart, adjusting her stocking so the red felt would drape provocatively down one thigh, the bells positioned to chime at the slightest tremor. The humiliation of being decorated for display was nothing compared to the fresh agony of the snow beneath her knees.

With each woman in place, the handlers moved around the circle, staking each collar to the ground with lengths of chain. Milly felt the cold bite through her shins and calves, the chill creeping up until her teeth rattled with it. Her stocking was heavy against her thigh, bells chiming whenever she shifted. She stared straight ahead, refusing to let her discomfort show, but every shiver seemed amplified, every clench of muscle broadcast by the swaying of bells and the staff’s attentive eyes.

Once the herd was secured, the real ordeal began. The staff and a handful of guests—buyers, farm visitors—circled slowly, lanterns held high, eyes sweeping up and down the line. The comments began almost immediately: “Look at that posture, Rhea. Regal, as always.” “Kess, did you lose a bet? That stocking barely covers a thing.” “Milly—good blush, good posture. Bells are a nice touch.” Every remark was both a test and a torment, a reminder that suffering was meant to be performed, endured, and measured.

Dr. Fell moved from woman to woman, checking for signs of true danger—frostbitten fingers, shallow breaths, the glassy eyes of someone slipping too far. Her touch was brisk, practical, but never cruel. To those who struggled most, she murmured encouragement: “Breathe, Milly. You’re holding steady. Keep your head high.” Samira whimpered as the snow numbed her thighs; Dr. Fell pressed a warm hand to her back and lingered there, a silent promise that she was seen.

The herd was left to endure, each woman staked and displayed, the cold a living presence that seeped into bones and spirit alike. The stockings flapped and bells sang in the wind, every movement sending a fresh wave of sound across the circle. The staff and guests drifted, watching, judging, sometimes teasing: “Juniors are shivering already! Think they’ll last till dawn?” “The redhead’s bells haven’t stopped since she knelt—nerves, or just trying to impress?”

For Milly, the ordeal blurred time and sensation. The cold was everywhere—her toes ached, her knees burned, her nipples were so hard they hurt. The plug inside her, usually a point of heat and humiliation, now felt strange and alien, pressing cold metal against fevered flesh. Her stocking, once merely embarrassing, now weighed on her with every breath, the bell’s music a constant reminder that she was on display, judged for every reaction.

Some cows cried quietly, tears freezing on their cheeks. Others grit their teeth, refusing to yield even a whimper. Rivalries faded, replaced by the primal need to survive, to find strength in each other’s presence. Rhea set the example, her body still and proud despite the shaking in her thighs; Kess managed a shaky joke about being “more ice queen than Christmas cow,” which drew a few haggard laughs. Samira, across the circle, locked eyes with Milly and tried to smile, lips blue but stubborn.

As the cold deepened, the staff made another circuit. “Endurance, not bravado, is what will get you through,” Tom announced, his tone softer than usual. Some guests offered small encouragements—a word here, a smile there. Dr. Fell wrapped an extra scarf around Samira’s shoulders, rubbed Milly’s arms with brisk hands before moving on. The attention was both comfort and fresh humiliation—care delivered in public, mercy doled out alongside spectacle.

The sky deepened to indigo, snow swirling in lazy spirals, the only light the lanterns’ soft gold. The bells never stopped singing. Milly shuddered, every breath a test of will, every minute a fresh proof that she could be made to endure anything, so long as the herd endured with her. She closed her eyes, listening to the chorus of chimes and shivers, feeling her place in the ring—a single link in the chain, but a necessary one.

As the night stretched ahead, Milly steeled herself. The ordeal was not just to survive the cold, but to do so visibly, to yield her pride and her pain for the sake of the herd. She would not cry out. She would not break first. She would meet the eyes of every watcher, and she would be seen.

Let them witness. Let them judge. I am more than my suffering; I am not alone in the cold.

Time became slippery in the circle. Milly’s breath billowed out in clouds, joining the misty constellation of every cow’s struggle, every exhale a tiny act of rebellion against the cold. Her knees pressed deeper into the snow, thighs numb, skin stinging and raw. The world had narrowed to a few square feet of frozen earth, the unrelenting chime of her bells, and the uncertain comfort of knowing she was not alone in her ordeal.

The cold seeped into Milly’s bones, turning each muscle into ice and every thought into a countdown: just a little longer. Just until the next encouragement, the next lap of a handler, the next shaky laugh from Kess or proud silence from Rhea. The night was not silent. The bells—hers and the others’—rang ceaselessly, a strange music layered over the whimpers, hissing breaths, and the occasional thin, brittle joke that someone managed to croak out.

At first, the herd endured separately, eyes forward, jaws set, each cow fighting her private war against the chill. But as the hour stretched, the boundaries dissolved. There was no room left for pride, only survival and solidarity. Rivalries faded, replaced by urgent, simple kindness. When one junior began to shiver uncontrollably, the cow beside her pressed closer, the handler quietly loosening their chains to let them huddle shoulder to shoulder for warmth. “Lean in, you’ll lose less heat,” whispered a senior. Milly took the lesson, pressing her hip to the cow beside her, feeling the transfer of warmth as relief, not shame.

Some cried, low and steady, the tears barely noticeable against the sleet of wind and snow. Others sang snatches of holiday songs—out of tune, barely more than whispers, but enough to make the staff pause and shake their heads, a trace of respect behind their usual watchful eyes. Kess tried to keep spirits up with soft jokes. “If my bells freeze solid, does that mean I’ve won?” The line managed a ragged laugh, the sound muffled but genuine.

Rhea was the axis of the circle, her composure steady even as her skin paled and her lips turned blue. She offered not words but presence: meeting eyes, sharing a nod, letting the juniors look to her when their own courage faltered. Milly clung to that example, watching how Rhea endured, back straight, every shiver claimed with dignity.

Dr. Fell and the handlers made slow, regular circuits, checking for danger. Sometimes they brought brief comforts—an extra scarf, a cup of warm water for frozen lips, a mittened hand tucked into a handler’s pocket for a minute of blessed heat. They whispered praise: “Hold on, you’re almost through the worst. Keep breathing. You’re not alone.” It was both humiliating and precious, to be tended in public, to accept kindness as part of the ritual.

The buyers and guests faded away, drawn inside by the cold, but the staff remained. Their presence was a reminder that the ordeal was not for spectacle alone but for the forging of the herd’s spirit. Suffering was seen, measured, and ultimately honoured—not as a punishment, but as proof of belonging.

As the night deepened, exhaustion warred with pain. Milly’s thoughts swirled: would she faint, or would she simply fall asleep sitting up, tethered to her spot? When her teeth began to chatter, Samira’s voice piped up—thin, frightened, but determined: “Milly. Breathe with me. In… out…” The two matched breaths, their foggy plumes rising and mingling, the small, shared act anchoring them against the dark. Others picked up the rhythm, the herd breathing as one, the unity of their suffering slowly outweighing the shame.

Minutes or hours passed—time meant nothing but endurance. Some collapsed, only to be caught by a handler or supported by the herd; no one was left alone in their weakness. The shivering intensified, but so did the resolve. Jokes gave way to soft encouragements, curses to quiet mantras. “You’re strong.” “Almost there.” “We’ve got you.”

At one point, Rhea spoke—her voice hoarse but ringing clear across the circle. “This is the test. The ritual isn’t the cold, it’s what we do with it. You endure it for yourself, but you survive it with the herd.” The juniors, bolstered, lifted their heads a little higher, their bodies leaning into one another, pride returning not as arrogance but as stubborn, shared hope.

Finally, just as numbness threatened to tip into despair, Dr. Fell and Tom returned for one last circuit. “You’ve lasted longer than last year’s group,” Tom announced, not without a hint of pride. “Let’s bring you home.”

Handlers moved quickly, unlocking chains, lifting unsteady bodies, draping blankets over raw shoulders. The circle collapsed into a huddle, herd members leaning into the warmth of one another, some crying openly now that the ordeal was over. Even the seniors let themselves be led, fatigue overtaking pride, gratitude blooming in every soft touch and shared glance.

Milly let herself be half-carried, half-dragged, back toward the barn, Samira’s arm locked around her waist, Kess limping behind, her bells finally silent. The pain of exposure faded beneath the swell of relief and connection. No one had been left behind; no one had broken alone.

As the herd tumbled through the barn doors, the cold gave way to warmth, the ache to comfort. Milly felt herself held, seen, and, for the first time, cherished not in spite of her suffering, but because of it—her place in the herd written in the language of shared ordeal and survival.

We freeze, we shiver, we break. And always, always, we rise—together.

The command to return was not shouted but spoken with rare gentleness. “That’s enough—come home, herd.” The words seemed to travel on the wind itself, reaching every frozen ear, bringing not just permission but an almost unbearable relief. Milly could barely process the sound at first, her body so fixed on surviving the next shiver, the next minute, that the promise of rescue felt unreal.

But then, hands were at her shoulders, unfastening chains and collars. The handlers moved swiftly, their movements practiced but careful. One by one, the herd was helped upright—some wobbled, knees stiff, others slumped against their neighbours, relying on handler or herdmate alike to stay on their feet. Samira’s teeth chattered violently as she tried to rise, and Milly, despite her own numbness, reached out, offering a shoulder. Kess gave a groan and collapsed gratefully into Rhea’s arms.

The procession back to the barn was ragged but determined—a line of shivering bodies, stockings and bells jangling with every unsteady step, seniors bracing juniors, laughter mingling with the sharp intake of breath as cold limbs finally began to thaw. Dr. Fell led the way, a beacon of calm, calling out reminders to move slowly, to watch for dizziness, to keep arms linked for balance. The last handler carried the bag of stockings, already gathering up those that had fallen into the snow.

Inside the barn, the world was transformed: lanterns glowed golden, straw was freshly spread, blankets hung over every railing and hook, mugs of hot milk and cocoa steamed in the handlers’ hands. The door was pulled closed behind the last cow, and in an instant, the ordeal of the night receded—like a fever broken, or a nightmare passed. What remained was the aching, blessed warmth of coming home.

Milly was guided to a patch of straw, blankets piled around her, Samira and Kess settling close. Dr. Fell moved swiftly from cow to cow, assessing each with quick, clinical care. “Hands—show me your fingers. Good. Now feet. Tell me if you feel dizzy, if your vision blurs, if you can’t stop shaking.” For those whose skin had gone too pale, she rubbed warmth into their limbs herself, refusing to let even the proudest senior shy away from her care. “Pride is no use to me if you can’t feel your toes,” she scolded with gentle severity.

The handlers brought mugs of hot drinks, pressing them to mittened hands or helping those too weak to hold a cup themselves. Milly sipped slowly, the heat spreading from her tongue down her chest, a slow, steady balm that eased the ache in her bones. Samira cried openly, her face streaked with tears and snot, but when Kess handed her a mug and tucked her under one arm, she managed a watery laugh. Rhea, for all her dignity, allowed herself to collapse into the straw, her stocking discarded, her hands trembling only slightly as she accepted a drink.

Some cows needed more: a handler or senior to rub feeling back into icy feet, a second or third blanket, arms wrapped around shaking shoulders. Mara was bundled with two juniors, all three swaddled together, their laughter shaky but unbroken. The herd gradually collected itself into heaps—seniors at the centre, juniors tucked close, everyone pressed as tightly as the blankets and mitts would allow.

There was a ceremony to the clean-up. The handlers moved through the herd, removing plugs with soft words, checking for bruises, smoothing hair, whispering encouragement. Stockings and bells were collected, sorted for next year. Each woman was checked—twice, then again—before Dr. Fell allowed herself to relax. “No frostbite, no fainting, no losses. That’s a victory, herd. You’ve done yourselves proud.”

As the barn grew quiet, aftercare deepened: some cows dozed, others whispered, a few simply lay in silence, staring at the rafters, processing what they had endured. The handlers dimmed the lanterns, bringing the light down to a soft, golden hush. Dr. Fell made a final round, kneeling beside each woman, offering a word or touch to those who had come closest to breaking. “You’re safe. You’re strong. Sleep now—you’re home.”

Milly, at last, let herself be held. Samira’s body was warm at her back, Kess’s breath a steady reassurance at her side. She felt every ache, every mark the cold had left behind, but also a strange lightness—pride so deep it brought tears to her eyes. She thought of the circle in the snow, the music of bells and shivering, the way the herd had drawn together not out of obedience but of need. She had not endured alone. She never would.

In the hush, Rhea’s voice floated across the straw: “Stocking Night’s done. Only two more to go, herd.” There was no bravado left—only a bone-deep gratitude for warmth, for company, for the handlers’ care and the herd’s resilience. Milly closed her eyes and let herself drift, the memory of suffering receding, replaced by a new certainty. She belonged—not just to the pain, but to the comfort that followed. To the circle of bodies, the laughter, the kindness.

In the cold, I suffered. In the warmth, I am remade. Here, I am held. Here, I am home.

The barn glowed, lantern light pooling softly on the straw, weaving gold through the tangle of blankets and exhausted bodies. Milly lay on her back, Samira curled against her chest, Kess’s arm slung loosely over her hip, Rhea just beyond—anchor and boundary, her gold collar glinting even in the hush. The ache in Milly’s limbs was edged with pleasure, the memory of cold softened now by layers of warmth, both physical and emotional.

She could not stop tracing the arc of the night—how she’d felt her body freeze in place, mind reduced to nothing but the burning pain in her knees, the ringing of bells, the numbness creeping up from her toes. The humiliation of the display, the stockings swaying and bells chiming with every shiver, seemed impossibly distant now, a test she had survived only by refusing to let go of the herd. When she’d wanted to weep, she’d focused on Kess’s muttered jokes, Samira’s fragile smile, Rhea’s steady, silent presence across the snow. The pain had been real, but it was no longer hers alone.

Her memories flickered, sharp and close: the weight of the stocking tugging at her collar, Dr. Fell’s hands warm on her arms, the relief of being released and stumbling together back to the barn, the way handlers’ voices had changed from commands to care. She had felt herself collapse into Kess and Samira, the three of them cradled and cleaned and swaddled in blankets like children, each comfort a small miracle. Even the embarrassment of being checked for injury, of having her toes and fingers rubbed back to life, was transformed by the simple, unyielding kindness of the herd and its caretakers.

As Milly let her head loll sideways, she watched the others—some drifting in and out of sleep, others whispering, a few crying quietly from relief. Juniors lay curled around seniors, rivalries forgotten, all hierarchy and pride smoothed out by exhaustion and the primal gratitude for warmth and belonging. Dr. Fell moved through the clusters, her words now soft, almost motherly: “Well done, girls. You’re safe. Let the night go. You’ve earned your place.”

The stockings, once a symbol of humiliation, now hung over the stove, drying in a line, evidence of what had been endured and survived. The bells were silent at last, tucked away in a basket for next year’s trial. For a moment, Milly felt as if she hovered between two worlds—the cold and the warmth, the ordeal and its aftermath, shame and pride mingling in the centre of her chest.

She knew she would never forget the night—the bite of snow, the sound of her own whimpers echoing in the darkness, the sight of her herdmates shivering and shining in the lantern glow. But she also knew that the memory would not be one of torment, but of endurance—of being seen in her worst moment and accepted, of being broken open and remade in the company of others. She thought, This is what it means to belong: not to avoid suffering, but to let it draw you in, strip you bare, and then hold you close.

Samira stirred against her, mumbling in her sleep. Milly ran a mittened hand down her back, feeling the tremor there, and pressed her lips to Samira’s temple. It was a small, private comfort—a gesture she would not have dared a week before, when shame still clung so tightly. Now, the shame had changed shape, become something she shared, something softened by the kindness of others.

Across the barn, Kess caught Milly’s eye and grinned, her face flushed with tired pride. “Still think you’re not tough enough?” she whispered. Milly shook her head, the smile coming easily. “Not alone, I’m not. But with all of you… I can do anything.” Kess nodded, as if this was the oldest truth in the world.

Outside, the wind rattled the barn’s doors, but inside, the air was thick with breath and body heat, the scent of straw and cocoa, the low hum of laughter and whispered confessions. Rhea spoke, her voice rough but certain: “Tomorrow’s for the strongest. Tonight—tonight is for the survivors.” A murmur of assent rippled through the herd, the words lingering as a blanket over every sore limb and battered heart.

Milly let herself sink into the comfort, her mind quiet for the first time in days. She was not the same girl who had arrived at Bell & Brand, eager and terrified and certain she would never belong. Now, she knew her place—drawn in the ring of bodies, written in the ache and the laughter, the care and the cold and the return to warmth. She had suffered, yes. But more than that, she had survived, and found herself in the arms of others who had done the same.

Tomorrow, the rituals would continue. There would be more endurance, more exposure, more tests of what it meant to yield. But tonight, the ordeal was over, and the comfort was real. Tonight, Milly belonged—utterly, without fear.

The barn, wrapped in warmth and herd, drifted toward sleep, stockings drying, bells silenced, the cold kept at bay by bodies curled together and hearts that beat, at last, in peace.


Chapter 11: Day Eleven – Cream Tithe & Judgement

Dawn came quietly, the barn cocooned in the pale hush of winter light. The herd roused slowly, reluctant to move from their blankets and the warmth of one another’s bodies. Even the seniors were slow to rise, as if they could hold off the day’s ordeal with a few more precious minutes of peace. But anticipation charged the air; everyone knew what was coming.

Today was the cream tithe.

Milly blinked awake, her breath mingling with Samira’s in a little cloud above their shared blanket. The ache of the cold was gone, replaced by a sharper, prickling energy—a sense of being seen, measured, judged. She was not alone in it. Around her, the herd was restless. Some whispered quietly, nerves spilling over in anxious chatter. Others, more experienced, kept silent, eyes fixed on the ceiling, their faces schooled to stillness but hands trembling beneath the covers.

Rhea stretched slowly, gold collar bright in the faint light. “This is the day, herd. Bottles on the table. Numbers on the board. No hiding.” Her words, even and low, cut through the barn, stilling some, unsettling others. Kess, always the jester, tried for bravado—“I hope my bottle’s bigger than last year’s. If not, I’ll demand a recount!”—but her laugh was brittle. No one really smiled.

Samira turned wide eyes on Milly. “Do you think they’ll be gentle?” she whispered. Milly squeezed her mittened hand. “I think they’ll be fair,” she said, though she wasn’t sure. Fairness, here, was often just another word for truth—unsoftened, unavoidable.

Handlers entered as the first rays of sunlight glinted through the windows. Tom carried a crate of glass bottles—tall, ornate things, each etched with a cow’s name and a golden number. They gleamed in the morning light, both beautiful and deeply humiliating. Each bottle was a trophy and a tally, a public record of the body’s yield, the mind’s discipline, and the herd’s pecking order.

Dr. Fell followed, a sheaf of cards in her hand. “Today is the cream tithe. You’ll each be milked in turn. Your yield will be measured, bottled, and displayed. Staff and herd will vote—best yield, most improved, those in need of support.” Her eyes swept the group, settling on each woman in turn. “No one leaves this ritual unmarked. Pride and progress matter, but so does the way you hold each other up.”

The mood in the barn thickened: tension, rivalry, and dread braided with a fierce, silent hope. For the seniors, the ritual was a reckoning—a chance to claim their place or risk being unseated. For the juniors, it was the sharpest humiliation yet: nothing left to the imagination, no failure or triumph hidden. For Milly, it was a storm of emotion—fear of failing, longing to impress, anxiety about the opinions of both handlers and herdmates.

As the herd rose and shuffled toward the central aisle, posture was checked, mitts fastened, bells polished, collars straightened. Some tried to joke, others withdrew into themselves, shoulders stiff and eyes downcast. Rhea moved through the herd, touching shoulders, murmuring encouragement. “It’s just a number. What matters is how you endure it.” Kess, grinning nervously, nudged Milly and Samira: “Just don’t drop your bottle on the way to the table. Last year, Mara did and cried for an hour.”

The sight of the bottles lined up on the milking table sent another wave of anxiety through the group. The glass was cold and heavy in Milly’s hand as she was handed her own—a delicate, curving vessel, her name engraved in looping script. She wondered how much it would hold, how it would look beside Rhea’s, or Kess’s, or the juniors she’d come to think of as sisters.

Tom read the rules. “No help will be given except by staff. You’ll kneel for the milking, yield measured in full view. Every bottle will be displayed for all to see—staff, herd, and any guests. Afterwards, votes will be cast. Play fair. Remember, we’re a herd first.”

Dr. Fell handed out the voting cards—one for each cow, one for every staff member. “Praise your sisters. Vote with honesty, not just for your friend, but for those who have truly grown. This is how we strengthen the herd.”

As the preparations finished, the barn buzzed with nervous energy. Cows glanced at their bottles, at the staff, at each other. Samira breathed out, a shaky laugh escaping. “At least we can’t do worse than last year, right?” Kess rolled her eyes, her posture loosening a fraction. “Speak for yourself, kid.”

Milly felt her chest tighten with the old, familiar longing—to be seen and found worthy, to not be last, to be part of something proud. She looked down the line, caught Rhea’s eye, and found, to her surprise, a flicker of warmth and understanding there.

The ritual was about to begin. The herd gathered close, drawn together by the fear and hope that only true exposure could bring.

Let them see us. Let them judge. Let us endure, and be more than the sum of our numbers.

Milly’s name, spoken aloud, sent a shiver down her spine that had nothing to do with the cold. The barn was utterly quiet in that moment—herdmates’ eyes upon her, some soft with empathy, some edged with rivalry, a few unreadable behind stoic masks. Her own bottle waited on the table: clear glass, thick and ornate, her name engraved in gold script that sparkled beneath the oil lamps.

Her stomach twisted with a cocktail of pride and dread. Tom beckoned, and she rose slowly, legs still stiff from the chill of Stocking Night. Each step toward the milking pad seemed longer than the last, her feet sinking into straw, nerves prickling at her skin. She felt both seen and impossibly small.

A handler met her, steadying her with a hand at her elbow. Milly’s breath trembled, mitts useless as the handler guided her to the waiting mat—a rectangle of soft, fresh straw, separated from the herd by a single shaft of golden morning light. The herd watched, silent, breath held in a collective moment of empathy and anticipation.

“Down on your knees, Milly,” Tom said, his tone gentler than usual. She obeyed, knees sinking into the straw, thighs spreading instinctively as her posture was corrected with a nudge. Dr. Fell crouched before her, hair pulled back, hands deft and businesslike.

First, Dr. Fell adjusted Milly’s collar and bell, making sure it would chime at the smallest movement. She then unlocked Milly’s mitts—just enough to pull her arms forward, placing her wrists in soft restraints attached to floor rings. Milly’s arms trembled as she was positioned: shoulders rolled back, spine arched, chest pushed out. Every inch of her was exposed—nipples tight from the cool air, the ache of old bruises blooming again under Dr. Fell’s careful but unyielding hands.

The ritual of preparation was almost as humiliating as the milking itself. Dr. Fell dipped a cloth in warm water, steam rising in the barn’s chill. She cleaned Milly’s breasts with slow, circular motions—lingering, massaging, coaxing the skin to softness and heat. Milly’s nipples hardened further under her touch; she tried not to squirm, cheeks burning with awareness of the watching herd and staff.

“Shh. Let yourself feel it,” Dr. Fell murmured. “This is your body’s work—let it do what it knows.” Her voice, low and confident, somehow soothed and commanded all at once.

Dr. Fell then began to stimulate each nipple, rolling them between thumb and finger, squeezing and kneading each breast to coax the milk to the surface. Milly’s breath hitched. The sensation was intense—tingling, bordering on pain, then easing into a deep, needy ache. The suction cups, made of clear silicone and polished metal, were produced. She felt the cool, slightly sticky touch as Dr. Fell set the first cup to her right nipple, adjusting the fit so it pressed snugly, creating a seal.

A faint hiss, a flick of Dr. Fell’s wrist—and the cup latched on, suction drawing her nipple up into the dome. Milly’s head dropped, a gasp escaping her lips as the cup’s gentle, rhythmic tug began. It was not a harsh sensation, but it was total—an inescapable, insistent pull that demanded surrender.

The second cup was fitted to her left nipple. Dr. Fell massaged her left breast again, fingers strong and practiced, coaxing a bead of milk to form before attaching the cup. The moment the suction started, both breasts throbbed with heat. The cups pulsed—draw, release, draw, release—syncopated with Milly’s quickening heartbeat.

She could hear the milk, as it started to flow: a faint, almost musical patter as droplets travelled through slender, transparent tubes, spiralling down into her bottle. Each drop was visible, sparkling in the lamplight as it joined the swirling, creamy pool that bore her name.

Milly tried to focus on her breath, but her body betrayed her—hips shifting, plug pressing against her with every movement, thighs tensing and releasing in an unconscious rhythm. The straw beneath her knees prickled, grounding her in the ritual’s rawness. She was aware of everything: the chill on her skin, the hot ache in her breasts, the firm hold of the cuffs at her wrists, the bell that jingled with every tremor.

The barn’s silence made the process feel endless. Dr. Fell continued to massage the flesh around the cups, coaxing every last drop, her touch both clinical and intimately commanding. “Good girl, Milly. That’s it—let it go. Don’t fight, don’t hide.” The herd watched every moment: Samira’s eyes huge and wet, Kess offering a wry, encouraging smile, Rhea’s face composed and appraising.

The first steady stream of milk came with a rush—pressure mounting inside her breasts, then sweet relief as the suction drew out a jet, milk frothing inside the cup before it raced through the tubing into glass. The sound was louder now: liquid striking liquid, a living record of her effort and shame. Her chest felt heavy, swollen; the tension between pleasure and discomfort sent a flush down her neck.

Milly closed her eyes, surrendering to the rhythm: pull, release, pull, release. The plug inside her throbbed in sympathy, every muscle tuned to the suction’s demand. She knew the staff and herd could see her arousal—her parted lips, the shudder in her thighs, the way her hips pressed unconsciously toward the ground. The machine did not judge; it only revealed.

Time slowed, then looped. Dr. Fell checked the bottle—half full, then three-quarters. “You’re yielding well,” she said, voice pitched low. “Can you give me a little more?” She adjusted the suction, making it a shade stronger, and Milly gasped, hips jerking as a fresh rush of milk poured out. Her whole world shrank to sensation: the ache in her chest, the tingle of cool air on wet skin, the warmth of milk drawn from deep inside her.

Tears sprang to Milly’s eyes—not from pain, but from the overwhelming intensity of being milked so thoroughly, so publicly, her body’s secret work made spectacle. She was trembling, breasts drawn long and red within the cups, hands clenched within her mitts. Dr. Fell murmured again, not unkind: “Let them see you, Milly. Show them what you can give. This is your pride, not your shame.”

She could feel the eyes on her—every herdmate watching, a mixture of jealousy, admiration, and fear. The bell at her throat rang softly as she shifted, a constant reminder of her submission. Samira mouthed encouragement; Kess winked, trying to ease the tension. Milly met Rhea’s gaze, and found in it not judgment, but approval—an acknowledgement that the ordeal was real, but that she was not failing.

At last, the machine’s rhythm slowed. The cups were released with a pop, her nipples instantly aching and pebbled in the chill. Dr. Fell massaged her breasts again, squeezing the last drops into the bottle. The humiliation of being handled, of milk leaking down her chest and belly, was sharp—but there was comfort in Dr. Fell’s firm hands, in her efficient, unfussed attention.

The bottle was held up for all to see. The cream line shimmered just above the etched curve of Milly’s name. “Two point six litres,” Dr. Fell announced clearly, her tone both professional and warm. “Steady, healthy yield. You should be proud.”

Milly was allowed to rest for a moment, body limp, hair damp with sweat and tears. She was helped back to her feet, mitts refastened, posture corrected. Her chest throbbed, but she felt an unfamiliar swell of pride mingling with exhaustion and embarrassment.

As she rejoined the herd, Samira squeezed her hand, eyes shining with awe. Kess nudged her gently. “Didn’t spill a drop. Well done.” Even Rhea allowed herself a nod of respect.

Milly looked back at her bottle, now lined up with the others: each woman’s effort, pain, and endurance rendered visible, every difference a story, every bottle a measure of belonging. The shame was still there, but it was softer, changed by having been seen, by knowing that her milk would stand among the herd’s—not alone, but as one thread in the braid of their ordeal.

In the hush, she heard her own heart and the soft hum of the barn. I have been emptied, measured, witnessed—and still, I remain. This is my place. This is my yield.

The bottles glistened on the polished table, arranged like trophies under the warm barn light. Milly’s hands itched for a towel or a sip of water, but she remained on her knees, mitts locked, chin high. Each glass was a record of body, endurance, and exposure. Her own—the one that held her cream—gleamed like liquid pearl, a tangible proof of her effort, her surrender, and her willingness to be seen.

Dr. Fell moved to the head of the table, clipboard in hand. “Now comes the voting,” she announced, her voice calm but firm. “Staff and seniors will mark the best yield, the most improved, and those who need support. This is a ritual not of shame, but of recognition. Be honest, and remember—this is for the herd.”

Tom handed out the voting cards, crisp and gold-edged, and each cow received hers from a junior handler. Milly’s stomach twisted as she took hers. She glanced at the line of filled bottles: Rhea’s glimmering with perfection, Kess’s steady, bold, Mara’s small but hard-earned, Samira’s shining modestly beside her own. The herd watched each other with taut expressions, eyes flicking from name to yield, from bottle to bottle. The tension was almost unbearable.

Rhea rose first, confident and poised, and addressed the herd. “Vote with care. Remember the effort. Remember the body. Remember the will.” Her voice carried weight; even the juniors hushed, caught between awe and anxiety. Kess leaned forward, whispering just loud enough for Milly to hear, “Don’t mess this up, you’ve worked for it.” Milly nodded, trying to steady her breath.

The voting was slow and deliberate. Staff and senior cows placed their marks, murmuring as they weighed each yield against the others, their notes precise: posture, consistency, effort, improvement, and presentation. Milly’s gaze kept flicking between the line of bottles, her bottle glowing in the soft lamplight, and the reactions of her herd. Samira pressed a small hand against hers under the table, a quiet show of solidarity.

Whispers ran through the herd, hushed but loaded with tension. Some cows were complimenting their neighbours, praising technique or consistency; others traded thinly veiled barbs, highlighting a drop in yield or a perceived weakness. Milly tried to ignore them, focusing on the warmth of Kess’s shoulder and the steady presence of Rhea. Still, she felt her cheeks burn with the vulnerability of being judged—not just by staff, but by her peers, by the women she had come to think of as sisters and rivals in equal measure.

The first results were read aloud. “Best yield, Rhea,” Dr. Fell said, gesturing to the senior cow at the head of the table. Applause rippled through the barn, a mix of respect and envy. “Most improved, Milly,” she added, voice soft but clear. Milly froze, heart hammering. The recognition brought a flush of pride and a stab of fear. Eyes turned to her, some soft with encouragement, others sharp with competitive jealousy.

The tension deepened as the herd considered the “needs support” category. Mara’s name was called, her head dropping slightly, a flush of shame creeping across her pale cheeks. The staff moved closer, hands gentle but firm, guiding her toward comfort and advice. Even as the spotlight fell on her, Milly felt a pang of empathy, remembering the trepidation of her own turn.

As the voting continued, Milly watched the subtle power dynamics unfold. Some seniors tried to influence the votes, murmuring in quiet encouragements or thinly veiled comparisons. Kess whispered support for Milly, a small nudge, a reminder that the herd’s bond was stronger than rivalry. Samira’s wide-eyed wonder became a steadying presence, her quiet smile grounding Milly amidst the swirl of appraisal and judgment.

The reading of results was deliberate, ceremonial. “Highest overall yield—Rhea,” Tom announced again, emphasizing the gravitas of the ritual. Milly felt the relief of surviving scrutiny and the pride of being recognized for improvement. Her bottle, small but full, stood in the line of glass, a testament to her effort. The herd shifted subtly, leaning closer to one another, whispers of congratulations weaving through the air.

Resentment flickered in corners of the barn. Some juniors, disappointed by their position, pressed lips together, trying to hide frustration or envy. Others, proud of their own modest gains, smiled quietly. Milly noted the range of reactions, understanding that recognition could be both a gift and a burden. Each glance carried weight—the approval, the judgment, the unspoken comparisons that marked social hierarchy as clearly as any collar or bell.

Dr. Fell moved among the herd once more, her voice low and steady. “You have been seen, measured, and acknowledged. Take your place in the herd, and remember that your effort counts, even when the numbers do not reflect your full worth.” Milly let the words settle over her, a calm balm against the buzzing tension.

Finally, the staff signaled the herd to step back, allowing space for those who had received correction or praise to process the ritual. Milly exhaled, shoulders relaxing slightly, fingers flexing in her mitts. She had survived the scrutiny, felt the weight of judgment, and still remained whole. The herd’s collective endurance was palpable: every sigh, glance, and shift a testament to the bonds forged in shared effort.

Milly caught Rhea’s approving nod and Kess’s quiet wink. Samira’s timid smile warmed her chest. Even Mara, corrected and comforted, met Milly’s eyes with gratitude. The ritual had been a crucible, but the herd had endured it together, measured not only in bottles and yields, but in resilience, mutual support, and the quiet strength of shared submission.

We are judged, we are measured, and still we remain. Together, we rise.

The barn was silent, the only sounds the soft shuffle of straw beneath knees and the faint jingle of bells as the herd shifted in anticipation. Tom’s boots struck the floor with deliberate weight. The moment of judgement had arrived.

Dr. Fell held up the tall glass bottles one by one, her eyes sweeping the herd. “These are the tithe results. Each cow’s yield has been measured, and your effort has been recorded.” Her voice was steady, precise, and carried an authority that silenced even the nervous juniors. “Now, the honours will be announced.”

Rhea, as expected, was called first. She rose from her kneeling position, back straight, gold collar gleaming. The bottle in front of her shimmered in the lantern light, four point three litres of creamy proof of her discipline. A ripple of admiration went through the herd; even Milly felt her chest tighten with awe. Dr. Fell’s words were calm but heavy with recognition: “Rhea—highest overall yield. Excellence as always. You set the standard for all to follow.” Applause echoed through the barn, soft and controlled, but unmistakably celebratory.

Next came the announcement for “most improved.” Milly’s stomach tightened; her mitts were pressed to her chest as Dr. Fell’s gaze landed on her. “Most improved—Milly,” she said. The words rang in the barn like a chime, drawing every pair of eyes to her. Relief, pride, and a trembling vulnerability surged through her at once. Samira’s hand squeezed hers under the straw, Kess’s shoulder nudged in support, and even Rhea’s gaze carried approval rather than judgment. For a moment, Milly’s body felt both exposed and protected, like a trembling flame shielded from wind.

Not all results were kind. Mara, whose nerves had been frayed and yield modest, was called next. Dr. Fell’s voice was gentle but firm: “Mara—needs support. You have the strength, but your technique faltered. Step forward for guidance.” Mara’s cheeks burned as she was led by a handler to kneel in front of the herd. The staff checked her posture, adjusted her plug, and whispered instructions. Her humiliation was softened by careful attention, but it was visible, undeniable. The herd watched—some with empathy, others with the faint spark of envy at their own standings.

As the final tallies were announced, Tom and Dr. Fell gestured for the top three to step forward. Rhea at the head, Milly in the middle, and Kess rounding out the line. Each woman was acknowledged for a combination of yield, improvement, and discipline. “These are the best performers today,” Tom said, voice carrying authority. “They have met the farm’s standards and the herd’s expectations.”

The “prize” was then announced. A hush fell. “The winner of the Cream Tithe, who will receive the special privilege on Christmas Day—the bull reward—is Rhea.” Gasps, murmurs, and the soft clinking of bells filled the barn. Milly felt her stomach twist—pride for Rhea, longing for her own chance, and an ache for the ultimate reward she had not yet earned. Dr. Fell and Tom explained that the winner’s reward was ritualised: public, ceremonial, and the culmination of the twelve-day ordeal.

Milly’s own recognition as most improved brought a complex mix of emotions. Pride shimmered faintly beneath her embarrassment. She had been seen, acknowledged, measured—not for perfection, but for progress, for the willingness to endure and surrender fully. The herd leaned into her, brushing shoulders, murmuring quiet congratulations. Even Samira’s timid smile carried meaning: Milly had not just survived, she had contributed to the herd’s collective honour.

Correction, too, was met with precision. Mara was gently guided through posture adjustments, slight tightening of mitts and collars, and firm but careful instructions on how to yield more fully in the future. The process was public, intentional, and careful: a lesson, not cruelty. The herd observed, absorbing the teaching even as they shared in Mara’s vulnerability. Milly watched closely, her own reflection mingling pride and apprehension—the reminder that improvement required humility, discipline, and resilience.

With the results fully read, the herd settled back into place. Dr. Fell addressed them one final time: “Today was not about who is strongest, or most talented. It is about endurance, growth, and the courage to be seen. Each of you has yielded and been measured. Remember this moment—the support you gave, the strength you displayed, and the care you received. Carry it forward into the final days.”

The barn exhaled as one. Milly sank into the straw, exhausted but steadied by the closeness of her herd. Kess nudged her shoulder, whispering, “Not top, but next best—and everyone knows it.” Samira squeezed her hand. Milly let herself smile, a soft, exhausted bloom of pride.

As the herd huddled together for warmth, some whispering congratulations, others offering subtle teasing, Milly allowed herself to reflect on the day’s lessons. Exposure, measurement, and judgment had been uncomfortable, humiliating, and powerful. She had been watched, weighed, acknowledged, and corrected. She had learned that recognition could come in many forms—public or private, gentle or stern—but that the strength of the herd carried each woman through it all.

The day closed with a hush, the barn’s warmth returning, blankets pulled around shivering bodies, and Milly realizing that belonging was not about being first or perfect, but about standing, yielding, and being seen, together.

We are measured, we are judged, and yet we endure. Together, we rise—toward the final days, toward what comes next.

The barn had fallen into a rare hush once the last bottle was placed and the final votes tallied. Lanterns glowed softly, casting warm pools of light over the straw, over the herd’s damp, exhausted bodies. Milly sank onto the pile of blankets at the edge of the circle, chest rising and falling with ragged breaths. Her mitts were still locked, her collar jingling faintly with every tremor of muscle. Her eyes were wide, taking in the aftermath: Rhea, regal and luminous, basking in her victory; Kess, flushed with pride at her performance; Samira, trembling but smiling, still clinging to the support Milly offered with a mittened hand. Every cow had been seen, measured, and weighed against her peers.

Milly’s own bottle gleamed faintly at her side, two point six litres of proof of her progress. The pride she felt was complex, tangled with the familiar twinge of longing that accompanied every recognition she had earned at the farm. Being “most improved” was both a victory and a reminder: she had grown, yes, but there was still more to yield, more to endure, more to prove. The day’s ritual had left her raw, vulnerable, and astonishingly aware of her own body’s responsiveness—the swelling ache in her breasts, the faint throb still lingering from the milking, the warmth and pressure of her plug reminding her that her surrender was never complete, never private.

She watched the herd closely. Some whispered quietly, sharing congratulations or subtle jabs about who had the smallest or largest yield, who had struggled or excelled. Others simply leaned together, curling for warmth and comfort, murmuring soft encouragements. Milly’s gaze caught Kess, winking despite fatigue, as if to say, Well done. You’re part of this now. Samira’s timid, awed look reminded her that her role in the herd was more than physical—it was emotional, social, and reciprocal. Every glance, every touch, every shared gasp or whisper mattered as much as the measurement in glass.

Milly thought of Rhea, standing tall and unflinching, the gold collar gleaming in the soft light, and realized the enormity of the ritual. These days of yield had done more than record milk—they had tested character, endurance, and trust. Rhea’s triumph was not merely her own; it was proof to the herd of what could be achieved, the standard by which all would measure themselves. Kess’s performance, wild, playful, yet disciplined, had balanced audacity and endurance. Milly herself had been stretched to her limits, forced to confront fear, embarrassment, and exposure, and had emerged intact, recognized, and affirmed.

The barn’s warmth seeped into her bones, offsetting the ache of long kneeling, the sting of cold from the morning, and the tremor left in her thighs from holding still. She flexed her fingers in the mitts, feeling the tautness and the fatigue, and allowed herself a small, private smile. The sense of accomplishment was intimate, personal, and yet shared. She had been measured, witnessed, and appreciated in a way that transcended competition. Even the envy she felt toward Rhea’s top yield was tempered by understanding and belonging.

Her thoughts wandered to the promise Tom and Dr. Fell had made: the winner of the Cream Tithe would receive the “prize” on Christmas Day. Rhea would be honoured, celebrated, and rewarded. Milly felt a twist of longing—not jealousy, exactly, but the ache of desire for that kind of recognition, for the tangible reward of ultimate acknowledgement. She knew she still had work to do, discipline to hone, and willingness to surrender in new ways to be considered worthy. The awareness was sharp, sweet, and entirely her own.

Milly closed her eyes, letting her breath slow as the barn grew quiet. She could feel the herd’s collective warmth, the subtle movements of bodies pressed together, the faint rustle of blankets and straw. Even exhaustion, lingering as a gentle pulse in her muscles, felt like a bond: every ache and shiver a shared experience, every glance and whisper reinforcing the invisible threads that tied the herd together. She was a part of it, bound not just by chains and cuffs, but by participation, vulnerability, and mutual endurance.

In that quiet, she reflected on the day’s lessons. Recognition was double-edged: it could elevate or wound, reward or shame. Yet the ritual had revealed an essential truth: what mattered most was not the numbers themselves, but the courage to face scrutiny, the resilience to endure exposure, and the willingness to support one another. Milly’s hands itched to reach out—though trapped in mitts—just to brush a shoulder, press a hand to a trembling back, or offer comfort where words were forbidden. The herd had become more than a collection of individuals; they were a single entity, each part necessary to the whole.

The ache of longing mingled with pride, a bittersweet awareness that she had both contributed and fallen short. She had yielded, and had been measured, and had survived. But she still wanted more—to improve, to be stronger, to earn the kind of recognition that would mark her permanently as capable, resilient, and desirable in the eyes of the herd, and perhaps, eventually, the staff who guided them.

Milly’s mind drifted, imagining the final days ahead: the anticipation of further trials, the preparation for the culmination of the Twelve Days, and the possibility—vague, thrilling, terrifying—of standing where Rhea had today. The knowledge of what lay ahead sharpened her awareness, her desire, and her sense of belonging. She was no longer a newcomer, no longer a hesitant junior; she had proven her willingness to yield, to be measured, and to endure with pride, however incomplete.

She let herself exhale slowly, feeling the weight of her mitts, the throb of her breasts, the subtle reminder of the plug, and the warmth of the herd pressed around her. The barn smelled faintly of milk, straw, and waxed glass, a heady perfume of ritual, labour, and reward. Every sensation grounded her, every sound a heartbeat in the collective rhythm of women who had suffered and survived together.

Finally, she closed her eyes fully, letting the tension drain from her body. Pride, longing, exhaustion, and relief mingled in a quiet haze. She was part of the herd—measured, witnessed, and affirmed—and she knew that belonging was as much a gift as the prize yet to come. She had yielded, and in yielding, had claimed her place among the women who endured with her.

Tomorrow is another test. I am not first, not last, but I endure. I belong, and I will continue to rise.


Chapter 12: Day Twelve – Eve of Submission

The barn felt impossibly large that evening, every lantern and shadow amplifying the hush that had settled over the herd. Milly lay on her straw mat, mitts locked behind her back, plug in place, chest tight with anticipation. The chill of December seeped through the walls, brushing exposed skin and making nipples hard, thighs tense. This night was different—heavier than any before. Tomorrow’s prize loomed in their minds, but tonight demanded absolute surrender.

Rhea stood at the head of the barn, her posture flawless, gold collar catching the soft light. Kess bounced slightly on her knees beside her, unable to hide the thrill and nervous energy that coiled through her muscles. Milly pressed her mittened hands together, trembling, heart hammering. Samira huddled closer, eyes wide, whispering under her breath. The atmosphere was taut, every cow aware that tonight would mark the final test of endurance, discipline, and visible surrender before the culmination of the Twelve Days.

Handlers began their work. Tom moved down the line, checking collars and mitts, adjusting belts, tapping plugs, and ensuring gags were snug and correctly positioned. Each cow was inspected meticulously—nothing left to chance. Milly felt a hand glide over her back, fingers pressing to make sure her posture was upright, shoulders rolled back, chest lifted. The contact, gentle yet firm, sent a shiver through her body, reminding her of both her helplessness and her belonging. She forced herself to hold still, letting her body respond only to the ritual, not to impulse.

Dr. Fell circled, checking plug placement, twisting gently to ensure each was secure and stimulating, monitoring the herd for signs of distress or anticipation. “Good, Milly,” she murmured as she passed, her hands briefly smoothing Milly’s hair back from her face. “Hold steady. Breathe.” The words were low, commanding yet soothing, a reminder that control had shifted entirely to the staff—and the herd would mirror whatever calm or tension she projected.

The circle was to be precise. Each cow’s position was measured for symmetry and hierarchy. Seniors like Rhea and Kess took the center and head positions; juniors were arranged further out. Milly felt the weight of her placement—a spot near the middle of the circle, equidistant from both senior authority and the watching herd. It was both comforting and terrifying: visibility was total, exposure complete, no way to hide her shivering body or her flushed cheeks.

Mitts were checked again, cuffs adjusted, plugs verified. Milly flexed her fingers inside her restraints, the tiny movements sending faint jolts through her arms. The barn smelled faintly of straw, wax from lanterns, and the subtle musk of milk and sweat lingering from previous days. Each scent heightened the anticipation, mingling with adrenaline, embarrassment, and an inexplicable thrill.

Stockings were distributed, not for decoration this time but for ritual: each cow would have a small token clipped to her collar, a bell, a charm, a symbol of the farm’s hierarchy and the ritual’s culmination. Milly felt the tug of a tiny stocking against her bell, jingling softly with every shiver. The sound was delicate yet insistent—a reminder that she was seen, measured, and counted.

Her mind raced as handlers double-checked the line: “Elbows down. Shoulders back. Chin high.” Milly obeyed, trembling as her body responded to both cold and anticipation. The herd murmured quietly to themselves, whispers of encouragement, fear, and envy passing in waves. Even the strongest seniors spoke softly to juniors, offering reminders of breathing, posture, and the importance of endurance. Kess leaned in toward Milly, whispering, “Stay steady. You’ve done this before—you’ll make it through.” Milly’s lips pressed together, nodding imperceptibly, feeling the fragile support of her companions.

The barn’s tension was palpable, a mixture of nervous energy and quiet excitement. Milly could hear her own heartbeat and the almost imperceptible hum of anticipation radiating through the herd. Every breath was synchronized with the subtle movements of the cows beside her, the shiver of a plugged tail here, the twitch of a bell there. She felt the thrill and fear swirl together in her stomach, tightening and releasing as the handlers completed their checks.

At last, Tom called the herd to stand. Chains were attached to the collars, links glinting in lantern light. Milly felt the slight tug as the chain secured her to her position in the circle, hips and shoulders aligned. Every movement now required compliance. Even the smallest shift made her bells chime, a sound amplified by the hushed barn, announcing her posture and obedience to all. She gasped slightly as the cold brushed through the slight opening of her stockings against her thighs, the reminder of vulnerability pressing against her focus.

Dr. Fell pressed a hand briefly to her back, whispering, “This is the Eve of Submission. You know your place. Remember your training.” Milly shivered, not only from cold but from the weight of responsibility. The circle would remain until dawn, bound by both chains and ritual, every cow required to maintain posture, composure, and readiness for the final day. Milly felt a mixture of fear, thrill, and anticipation building deep inside her, every nerve ending alight, every muscle tense and aware.

The herd settled into position, a living ring of expectation and surrender. Milly pressed her cheek to the straw, chest rising and falling slowly, listening to the tiny sounds of breathing, muffled murmurs, and the faint jingle of bells. The handlers made one final pass, checking plug placement, mitts, and collars. “Hold your place. The night is long. Your reward comes to those who endure,” Dr. Fell reminded them, voice calm but layered with authority.

Milly’s body quivered with awareness. Her thighs ached from the position, chest tender from long days of milking, back stiff from holding upright. Every shiver made her bells chime; every heartbeat echoed in her ears. She felt utterly exposed, utterly observed, and yet—because she was surrounded by her herd—utterly protected. Samira’s small hand brushed hers; Kess leaned slightly to offer silent support. Even the seniors’ quiet presence anchored her.

She closed her eyes for a fraction of a moment, letting the sensations wash over her: the tug of the chains, the press of the plug inside her, the cold biting her skin, the warmth radiating from the bodies around her, the jingling of bells marking every tremor. Her chest rose and fell, the rhythm syncing with the herd, her breath shallow but steady. She felt simultaneously terrified and alive in a way only absolute, ritualized exposure could create.

The circle is complete. The herd is bound. I am seen, I am measured, I am here. And tomorrow, all will come to fruition.

The barn’s silence deepened as the handlers moved into position, chains and cords in hand, ready to enforce the Eve of Submission. Milly’s heart hammered so fiercely she could feel it thudding in her throat. Every hair on her arms prickled, nipples pebbled with anticipation and cold, and the ache in her thighs from days of kneeling and exposure seemed sharper, reminding her of every step that had led to this night.

Tom’s voice cut the air, steady and commanding. “Herd, step into position. Tonight is for discipline and endurance. Every body will be accounted for, every posture checked, every chain tensioned. Remember your place.” The herd shuffled forward as one, a mass of muted rustling and jingling bells, each cow acutely aware of her neighbors, her own exposed form, and the eyes of the staff tracing every curve and contour.

Milly felt a hand on her elbow—light but firm—guiding her to the centre of the circle. Her mitts were still locked, her arms incapable of shielding herself. The chain at her collar tugged lightly, reminding her of its authority. She pressed forward onto the soft straw, knees wide, hips trembling with the weight of vulnerability. Samira followed close, her small frame brushing against Milly’s, a silent promise of solidarity.

Dr. Fell moved through the herd like a conductor, adjusting posture, checking alignment, and ensuring the lines of the circle were perfect. “Chin up, shoulders back,” she instructed Milly, pressing her hands briefly to her back and hips. “Knees apart. Hold still. Every tremor counts.” Milly’s muscles tensed instinctively, responding to the meticulous correction, but the cold and fatigue gnawed at her control, making every slight shiver a potential mark of failure.

The plugs and bells were checked once more. Dr. Fell knelt at Milly’s side, twisting the plug gently to ensure it was snug, responsive, and correctly positioned. Milly felt the familiar fullness of it pressing against her, a constant reminder of surrender, and the faint pressure made her thighs quiver. The bell at her collar jingled with every micro-movement, a symphony of exposure that echoed across the barn, signaling her position to the handlers and her herd alike.

Stockings and small adornments were clipped into place. Milly’s stockings brushed against her inner thighs, the weight of a small bell attached to her plug tail causing subtle, constant motion with every heartbeat. The jingling was delicate but relentless, a rhythmic accompaniment to the tension that wrapped around her body like a second skin. She pressed her palms into the straw to steady herself, aware of the cool grit beneath her fingers and the tremor that ran up her arms despite the mitts.

Her legs shook as the staff positioned the chain across the barn, linking each collar to its neighbor, creating an unbroken line of the herd, each cow dependent on her neighbors for support and stability. Milly felt the pull, a tension that both constrained and anchored her. Every muscle became hyper-aware: thighs pressing into the straw, knees locked, hips taut, back arched, chest lifted, shoulders drawn down to maximize control and posture. She could feel every contour of her body, every point of contact, every subtle pressure from a neighbor’s hip or the staff’s guiding hand.

Dr. Fell crouched again, whispering in Milly’s ear. “You are in position. Hold it. Your endurance tonight matters. Do not give in to discomfort; you are part of the circle, and the circle is stronger because you remain.” Milly’s chest tightened, a mix of fear, pride, and exhilaration. She nodded minutely, barely perceptible under the hood that covered part of her face, swallowing the lump in her throat.

The barn smelled of straw, sweat, and the faint remnants of milk from the morning’s tithe. The air was cool but thick with anticipation, carrying the subtle vibration of nerves from the herd as a whole. Every shift, every breath, every jitter of a tail plug sent signals along the chain, making Milly hyper-aware of each neighbor’s presence and reaction. She pressed herself slightly forward, knees digging into the straw, the plug nudging insistently, the bell chiming faintly.

Kess shifted nearby, jiggling her own bell in a subtle, teasing rhythm, sending a ripple of sound through the line. Milly’s cheeks burned, throat tightening, but she refused to flinch. Samira leaned into her side slightly, shivering with the cold, providing both a source of warmth and a reminder that she was not alone. Milly’s body shivered in response, her muscles aching, chest rising and falling with shallow, uneven breaths.

The handlers moved slowly, deliberately, inspecting each cow in turn. Chains were adjusted, mitts re-secured, plugs checked, bells tested. Milly’s skin prickled under the scrutiny, every inch of her body mapped and measured by careful hands and keen eyes. The barn was a symphony of small noises: the faint click of chain links, the jingle of bells, the soft murmur of cows breathing, the occasional creak of straw beneath a knee. Milly’s senses were overwhelmed, every vibration amplified, every movement a potential mark of imperfection.

Dr. Fell’s final inspection lingered at Milly’s side. Her hands smoothed down the curve of Milly’s back, tugged gently at her shoulders to ensure posture, adjusted the bell and plug one last time. “Hold your position. The circle must be perfect. Do not falter. You are a part of this, and your strength supports the herd.” Milly’s stomach tightened as she swallowed, acknowledging the weight of responsibility and the impossibility of escape.

Finally, the circle was complete. The herd formed a perfect, unbroken ring. Chains taut, plugs in place, mitts and gags secured. Every bell chimed softly as a gentle movement passed along the line. Milly’s legs shook slightly, back aching, chest tight with adrenaline and the weight of expectation. She pressed her forehead lightly into the straw, aware of the tremor that ran through her body, the subtle sway of the chain, the pressure of her plug, the constant jingling of her bell.

She breathed slowly, forcing control over every muscle. She could feel Samira shivering beside her, Kess flexing to maintain posture, Rhea motionless and perfect at the head of the circle. The staff stood back, satisfied, allowing the herd to feel the full weight of their predicament. Milly’s body was taut, exposed, fully surrendered, and utterly aware: one link in a chain, one presence in a circle of shared endurance.

The Eve of Submission had begun, and every pulse, every shiver, every breath confirmed her place within the ritual. She would not move. She would not falter. She would endure.

I am here, completely, fully, utterly. I am part of the circle, and the circle holds me.

The barn was quiet, but the stillness was tense, alive with suppressed movement and the barely audible jingling of bells. The circle of cows pressed close, each tethered, plugged, gagged, and fully exposed. Milly’s thighs ached, her chest felt swollen and sensitive from the day’s milking and plug stimulation, and her mitts were taut behind her back. Every breath she took carried a mix of anticipation, nervous energy, and the knowledge that the night would test endurance to the limit.

Dr. Fell moved deliberately around the circle, checking plug placement, adjusting posture, and whispering instructions: “Hold your hips. Keep your back straight. Breathe slowly. Endure.” Each cow was reminded of her role, not just as an individual, but as part of the living chain that formed the circle. Milly’s gaze swept over the herd, noting every shiver, every twitch, every flush of cheeks. Each movement was a reminder that she was not alone in this, that their shared endurance was what mattered.

A low hum began to pulse through the barn—handlers using the remote controls on the plugs. The vibration was subtle at first, a teasing, almost playful tremor that ran through Milly’s body. Her muscles tensed involuntarily, hips rocking slightly, back arching. She bit down on her gag instinctively, muffling a whimper, as the plug sent precise waves through her. The sensation was humiliating, exquisite, inescapable.

The handlers varied the rhythm, increasing intensity for brief intervals, then easing back. Milly’s body responded instinctively, legs pressing against the straw, chest rising and falling rapidly. Sweat formed at her temples despite the cold, her cheeks flushed crimson. The jingling of her bell marked each tremor, each subtle movement, announcing her reactions to the herd and staff alike.

Samira, just behind her, whimpered softly, shivering with both cold and the surge of sensation. Milly pressed her side gently against Samira’s, offering what comfort she could without moving her locked hands. The gesture, small and almost imperceptible, reminded her that the shared ordeal bound them, even in helplessness. Kess flexed her hips against the tension of her own plug, letting out a low, muffled laugh behind her gag, her eyes sparkling with the thrill of endurance.

Rhea, at the head of the circle, remained still. Her chest rose and fell rhythmically, lips pressed thin, expression serene. The contrast between her calm control and Milly’s trembling, flushed body heightened the intensity of the night. Milly’s heart pounded—not only with physical sensation, but with the awareness that she was being measured in comparison to the herd’s strongest.

Time blurred. Minutes stretched into hours. Handlers circled, subtly adjusting plug intensity, nudging hips, twisting collars to maintain pressure, all while speaking softly to encourage, correct, or tease. “Hold it steady, Milly. Don’t give in too early. Show the herd how you endure.” The words were gentle but commanding, their authority made heavier by the hushed silence and the presence of herdmates.

Every tiny shiver, every tremor, every audible breath or muffled whimper was noted. Milly could feel the collective pulse of the herd—the warmth, the tension, the shared need to maintain composure. The cold pressed against their skin, making nipples hard, thighs ache, muscles shiver, but no one moved beyond the careful constraints. The circle held, taut as the chains that linked them.

The stimulation continued in waves. Milly’s plug pulsed and throbbed against her core, pressing insistently, teasing her nerves. Her body betrayed her instinctively: hips rocked slightly, thighs pressed together, chest rose with shallow breaths. The mitts kept her hands useless at her sides, making her helpless against the sensations and the exposure. Every small movement sent her bell jangling, every subtle shiver audible to the herd and staff alike.

She fought to maintain control, to hold her posture, but the night demanded surrender. The staff varied the intensity, sometimes turning it up for just a beat, watching the reactions ripple through the circle. Milly gasped softly into her gag, back arching involuntarily, heart racing as she endured the humiliation and pleasure simultaneously. She could feel the warmth pooling low in her core, every pulse amplified by the relentless teasing and the shared presence of the herd.

Minutes passed, or perhaps hours—time was meaningless. The barn was alive with faint shivers, soft whimpers, and the quiet, rhythmic chime of the bells. Milly pressed herself against the straw, every muscle alert, every nerve on fire. She could feel Samira trembling beside her, Kess flexing, Rhea serene yet impossibly commanding. The sensation of being exposed, monitored, and simultaneously supported created a dizzying mix of fear, excitement, and anticipation.

Handlers continued to walk slowly, checking posture, adjusting plugs, whispering encouragement. “Do not falter. You are part of the circle. Every tremor is proof of endurance. Hold it together.” Milly clenched her jaw, shivered, pressed her chest forward, and let herself yield—not just to the plug, not just to the cold, but to the authority of the ritual, to the expectation of the herd, to the shared experience of every trembling, shivering body around her.

Somewhere behind her, a subtle movement—a shiver, a quiet whimper—sent vibrations through the line. Milly felt the herd as one, a chain of nerves and flesh, each cow reinforcing the other’s endurance. The awareness intensified her own experience, every pulse, every twinge magnified by empathy, desire, and the inexorable pressure of being witnessed.

The night wore on, the cold biting deeper, the sensations relentless. Milly’s body trembled, muscles stiff, breath coming in shallow bursts. Yet she could not yield fully—her posture, her composure, her endurance were demanded by the ritual. Every pulse of the plug, every subtle adjustment by the staff, every gaze from the herd, tested her. And every time, she met it—shivering, trembling, but upright, present, and entirely part of the circle.

By the early hours, the intensity began to ebb. The plugs’ pulses softened, the chains remained taut but no longer jabbing. Milly’s body was exhausted, every nerve ending alive with memory, every muscle quivering from the prolonged strain. The herd remained in place, each cow pressed into the circle, shoulders brushing, breaths mingling, bells chiming faintly with the last of their shivers. Milly’s heart slowed, a slow, shivering beat echoing the endurance of the group. She had survived, yielded, and remained upright, fully part of the ritual and fully witnessed.

The night tests us. The circle holds us. We endure together, trembling, shivering, and entirely exposed—and still, we are whole.

The barn was cloaked in shadow, lantern light flickering across the straw, reflecting off collars, bells, and the taut lines of exposed bodies. Milly remained kneeling, mitts secured, chest thrust forward, plug pressing insistently against her core. The night’s ordeal was ongoing but quieter now: subtle stimuli continued, the cold had begun to settle, and the herd had grown accustomed to the sustained tension. Yet anticipation burned just beneath the surface—electric, unrelenting.

Milly’s gaze swept across the circle. Rhea sat near the head, gold collar gleaming, body taut and perfectly still, every motion measured. She exuded authority and composure, and Milly felt a pang of envy twist through her chest. The prize—so tantalizingly close—would go to a cow like Rhea, already perfect, already established. Kess flexed her hips subtly, trying to maintain posture while allowing a mischievous grin, drawing attention to her own confidence. Milly swallowed hard, feeling both admiration and the sting of jealousy, an ache that churned low in her belly and pulsed through the plug she could not control.

Samira shivered beside her, small, fragile, and trembling from both cold and exposure. Milly pressed her side against hers, silently grounding her friend, but the awareness of her own body’s reactions—the flush creeping up her neck, the throbbing heat in her breasts, the soft, rhythmic pulse of the plug—heightened her self-consciousness. Every shiver, every subtle moan was visible, every tremor reflected in the bodies of the herd, magnifying her awareness of weakness and strength.

The night stretched endlessly. Handlers moved around the circle, adjusting plug tension slightly, offering soft, controlled reminders of posture, and murmuring praise or quiet commands. “Hold steady,” Dr. Fell whispered near Milly. “You are seen, you are measured. Endure.” Milly’s body tensed reflexively at the words. The thrill of exposure mingled with fear—she was fully witnessed, fully assessed, and fully vulnerable.

She observed the others carefully. Rhea’s stillness, Kess’s playful confidence, Samira’s fragile trembling—all of it became a mirror. Every micro-expression, every slight shift in posture or flush in the cheeks, fed Milly’s own anxiety and longing. The comparison was impossible to ignore. Milly’s jealousy simmered alongside desire—she wanted to perform as flawlessly, to command the same attention, to be acknowledged in the way the seniors were. Yet she knew her place: she was neither first nor last, still learning to yield completely.

The handlers amplified anticipation deliberately. Plugs were nudged, gentle pressure applied, subtle pulses initiated. Milly’s thighs trembled involuntarily, her chest rising and falling more rapidly. Every flicker of sensation, every wave of discomfort or pleasure, reminded her of her exposure, her ranking, and the coming culmination. The bells at her collar jingled softly with every tremor, broadcasting her body’s responses for all to see.

Milly’s mind raced with conflicting emotions. She longed for approval, for recognition, and yet felt the gnawing tension of being compared and measured. The envy toward Rhea, the admiration for Kess, the protective instinct toward Samira—all combined into a knot of anticipation that pulsed with every beat of her heart. Her body betrayed her in the most vivid ways: subtle shifts of hips, shivers down her spine, the involuntary tightening of muscles around the plug. The sensations were humiliating and thrilling, proof of her submission and her full participation in the ritual.

The herd’s murmurs and soft, shared gasps intensified the psychological pressure. Even quiet whispers became magnified: praise, envy, encouragement, subtle teasing. Milly caught snatches of commentary from the seniors, intended or not: “Notice her posture,” “She’s shivering, but holding herself,” “Next year, perhaps she will rival Rhea.” Each observation added weight, making every heartbeat and twitch resonate further in her awareness.

Time stretched, measured not in minutes, but in waves of sensation and emotion. Milly’s focus shifted inward, absorbing every pang of jealousy, every flush of pride, every tingle of anticipation. She imagined the coming day—the final prize, the culmination of the Twelve Days—and the thought made her tremble again. The herd’s collective endurance had always been a mirror, but tonight, the mirror reflected desire, longing, and the unspoken knowledge of what awaited the chosen.

Milly’s body reacted in tandem. She shifted slightly, hips rocking against the plug’s steady pressure, chest rising with shallow, quick breaths. She bit down on her gag, muffling a shiver, but the sensations coursing through her were unmistakable: a delicious torment of need, envy, and anticipation. Every jingle of her bell, every tremor, made her aware of herself in the herd, fully exposed, utterly visible, entirely present.

She glanced at Samira, then Kess, then Rhea, feeling the spectrum of dominance, confidence, and vulnerability spread across the circle. Milly’s longing intensified: she wanted the recognition, the attention, the eventual reward. But she also craved belonging—the subtle reassurance that even in her envy, in her trembling and shivering, she was part of the herd, protected by its collective endurance.

Dr. Fell’s voice cut softly through the night. “Endure, yield, and be proud of your place. Every shiver, every tremor, every flush is a part of the ritual. You are seen.” Milly’s muscles tensed, her chest lifting involuntarily, pulse racing, as the words anchored her amidst the intense sensory onslaught. She shivered, hips pressed forward slightly, aware of every eye, every bell, every inch of proximity with her herd.

The night continued, long and slow. Milly felt her jealousy ebb and flow, her anticipation rising, the subtle ache in her chest and thighs heightened with every soft, controlled adjustment of the plugs. Each shiver, each twitch, each muffled sound became part of the shared rhythm of the circle. She realized that the envy and longing she felt were not weaknesses—they were proof of engagement, desire, and the depth of her commitment to the ritual, to her body, and to the herd.

Finally, she exhaled slowly, trying to hold still, trying to stay upright, trying to maintain control while yielding entirely. The circle of shivering, jingling, tremoring bodies around her became a living pulse of endurance, excitement, and desire. She had survived exposure, humiliation, and her own envy, and she remained fully part of the ritual.

The night is long, the circle unbroken, the herd enduring—and I endure with them. Jealousy, longing, anticipation, and pride mix into one: I am present, I am seen, I am part of this.

The first hint of relief came when Dr. Fell’s voice cut softly through the barn, calm and authoritative. “That is enough for now, herd. Remain in place, and we will begin the transition indoors.” The words were a lifeline, and the herd shivered collectively, muscles quivering from prolonged restraint, cold, and stimulation. Milly’s plug throbbed with residual pressure, her chest heaving as she exhaled through the gag, still pressed forward in perfect posture despite the trembling of her thighs and arms.

Handlers moved quietly but efficiently, unhooking chains and loosening the tethered restraints at each cow’s collar. The click and slide of metal against metal reverberated softly, yet each movement reminded the herd that their bodies remained under observation, every micro-movement scrutinized. Milly felt the tug of the chain against her neck and shoulders, then the sudden release, and a shiver ran through her spine—not from cold, but from the intense awareness of vulnerability and the ongoing presence of the staff.

She pressed into the straw to steady herself as a handler adjusted her mitts, ensuring her arms remained restrained but that circulation had not been compromised. Fingers that had been locked tight for hours tingled painfully as they were flexed, the sensation sending jolts through her forearms. Her knees and thighs were sore, each muscle quivering as she allowed a moment of relief from the enforced rigidity of the circle.

The herd began to stir collectively, moving with slow, careful coordination toward the barn’s interior. Milly felt the warmth of her neighbors, pressing against her sides, their tremors syncing with her own. Samira’s shivering hand found Milly’s, a quiet anchor. Kess leaned slightly against her, shoulder brushing, offering silent reassurance through shared warmth. Even Rhea, poised and disciplined for the entirety of the circle, let herself ease a fraction, her back finally relaxing into the support of the straw and the proximity of her herdmates.

Inside, the barn’s warmth hit them like a wave. The chill of the night, the gnawing cold that had pressed through skin and muscle alike, was replaced by the heavy scent of straw, blankets, and residual milk. Lanterns flickered, casting golden pools of light across the gathered herd. The change in temperature made Milly shiver, involuntarily, every nerve ending alive with sensitivity. Her chest rose quickly with shallow breaths, nipples taut from the cold and stimulation, the plug still humming faintly as handlers adjusted and checked it before its final removal.

Dr. Fell moved efficiently, visiting each cow with a practiced eye. For Milly, her touch was both precise and comforting. She pressed warm hands to Milly’s shoulders, checking for tension; smoothed hair damp with sweat; whispered quietly, “Well done. You held yourself with grace. Let yourself breathe now.” Milly’s body, taut for hours, quivered under the touch, a mixture of exhaustion, relief, and lingering sensitivity from the plug. Her cheeks were flushed, lips slightly parted, eyes wide and bright, reflecting a mixture of pride and vulnerability.

The plug was carefully removed, eliciting a subtle gasp from Milly. The sudden absence of pressure left a hollow ache in her core, immediately replaced by warmth as handlers guided her to lean into blankets and the support of her neighbors. Kess nudged her lightly with her hip, murmuring, “Made it through. Still upright. You’re tougher than you think.” Milly pressed back against her, feeling the electricity of contact and the comfort of companionship.

The herd settled into the barn, curling together in clusters for warmth. Blankets were draped liberally, bodies pressed side by side, arms entwined where possible despite mitts. The subtle jingle of collars and bells was now a gentle accompaniment rather than the relentless rhythm of exposure. Milly felt herself enveloped by the warmth, the safety, and the shared vulnerability of the herd. The aching in her muscles, the sting of sensitive nipples, and the throb of her core were tempered by the sense of belonging and care.

Dr. Fell checked over the group once more. Fingers pressed to wrists and shoulders, muscles massaged to encourage circulation, plugs examined and stowed. For those who had shivered excessively or appeared on the verge of collapse, the staff provided extra blankets, steadying arms, and soft, deliberate words of reassurance. Milly closed her eyes as her back was rubbed, the ache from holding posture melting into a slow, soothing warmth. Samira pressed her forehead against Milly’s side, Kess leaning into her other arm, creating a triangle of support and comfort that was physical, emotional, and wholly grounding.

As the herd quieted, Milly’s mind wandered through the day’s events: the extreme restraint, the controlled stimulation, the anticipation of the final prize. Every detail—the tug of chains, the subtle throb of the plug, the cold that had pricked at her skin, the unbroken circle of herdmates, each flushed and trembling—was etched in memory. She felt the exhaustion of her muscles, the heat of the blankets, and the soft, rhythmic breathing of those around her. The barn’s warmth was heady, the smell of straw, milk, and sweat familiar and comforting, the sensory tapestry a reminder that endurance had meaning, and exposure had been survived.

Milly’s body still hummed with the residual energy of the night. She flexed slowly, feeling every twitch and spasm in her thighs and core, appreciating the delicate ache of muscles stretched, joints locked, and nerves awakened. Her chest rose and fell with uneven breaths, her nipples still sensitive, the skin of her breasts tingling from both cold and stimulation. Each contact with her neighbors—the light press of a hand, the warmth of a shoulder, the subtle brush of hair—was grounding, reminding her that the ordeal was complete, and the herd had endured it together.

Dr. Fell’s voice broke the soft hum of the barn. “Rest now, herd. You have surrendered, endured, and survived. Tonight, let warmth and care restore you.” Milly allowed herself to sink fully into the blankets, arms still constrained but body supported, shivering once, then slowly relaxing. She felt Samira and Kess settle closer, Rhea’s steady presence near the head of the circle anchoring the group. The night’s exertion had been intense, the exposure total, the anticipation relentless—but now, the herd’s care enveloped her, every tremor soothed by proximity, every ache acknowledged.

As Milly closed her eyes, the memory of the Eve of Submission—the restraint, the anticipation, the teasing pulses of the plug, the subtle nudges and adjustments from handlers, the exposure to the herd’s gaze—melded with the warmth of aftercare. She felt pride swell alongside exhaustion, a quiet certainty of belonging. Her body had been tested, her nerves teased, her patience stretched, but she had endured. And in that endurance, she had been cradled by the herd, held not only in blankets but in trust, care, and shared experience.

The barn quieted further, lanterns casting long, soft shadows over the still, bundled herd. Milly felt her muscles slacken fully for the first time that night, the ache and thrill settling into memory. The plug removed, the chains relaxed, the mitts secured but comfortable, she let her mind drift toward the final day—the culmination of the Twelve Days, the Christmas Prize that would mark the ritual’s climax. Her body hummed with anticipation, her heart beat steady, and she felt, for the first time, wholly present in the warmth, security, and endurance of the herd.

We have endured together, trembled together, shivered together. We have been exposed, measured, and comforted. And tomorrow, the culmination awaits—but tonight, we rest as one.


Chapter 13: Day Thirteen – Christmas Prize

Dawn broke in a hush of blue-grey light and trembling expectation. The barn was thick with the scent of straw, winter breath, and something rawer—anticipation that curled beneath every blanket and brushed over every bare limb. Milly woke before the handlers entered, heart thrumming so hard she was sure it could be heard by her neighbors. The ache of the previous night—her muscles, her plug, the phantom squeeze of chain—was replaced by an ache that lived deeper, somewhere between terror and yearning.

She was not the only one. The herd roused in whispers, Kess murmuring encouragement, Samira pressing close for warmth, Rhea sitting upright, regal even after a night of exposure. Even the seniors’ faces betrayed nerves. The thirteenth day meant everything: a year’s worth of legend distilled into one dawn, one name, one ritual.

Handlers moved quietly, laying out blankets, preparing the ceremonial table in the centre of the barn. Milly’s eyes caught the gleam of polished gold cuffs, wide cream ribbon, new bells and chains that glinted like something both dangerous and sacred. The air was sharp with cold, and with a static tension that made every hair on Milly’s arms stand up.

When the call came for the herd to assemble, the cows moved as one—kneeling in two lines, posture checked, collars straightened, bells silenced by trembling discipline. Dr. Fell and Tom stood by the table, their faces grave with ritual, their eyes kind but unsparing. Dr. Fell raised her voice, the ritual words falling like snow on the barn’s hush.

“Herd of Bell & Brand, you have endured the Twelve Days of Yield. You have been exposed, measured, tested, and cared for. Today, as dawn breaks on Christmas Day, one of you is chosen for the final honour—the Christmas Prize. Today, your endurance, your growth, your spirit are rewarded.”

The room vibrated with anticipation. Milly felt the cold seep into her bones, but she also felt a heat low in her belly, a trembling so fierce she could hardly breathe.

Dr. Fell’s gaze swept the line, pausing at each face, then returning to Milly. “This year, the Cream Tithe’s most improved, the heart of the herd, the one who yielded most fully and grew most bravely: Milly, step forward.”

For a moment, Milly couldn’t move. She was sure she’d misheard—her? The barn seemed to tilt around her, the eyes of the herd landing on her in a rush of pride, surprise, envy, and raw, communal joy. Samira gave a muffled squeak of happiness, Kess’s face split in a wide, proud grin, and even Rhea dipped her head in solemn approval.

Milly crawled forward, knees weak, breath stuttering as Tom and Dr. Fell guided her to kneel at the centre of the barn. The ritual felt dreamlike—her body was trembling, her chest bare, plug still humming inside her from last night’s ordeal, every nerve ending alive. She knelt, head bowed, mitts outstretched, surrender absolute.

The adornment began. Dr. Fell’s hands were gentle but certain, locking the gold cuffs at Milly’s wrists and ankles, the metal heavy and cold, the symbolism unmistakable. Tom wound the wide ribbon about her waist, tying it snug with a flourish, fastening a gleaming gold bell to the bow at the small of her back. The bell was heavier than the ones she’d worn before, its chime clear and unmistakable. Smaller bells were braided into her hair, which Dr. Fell brushed smooth and shining. A final tiny bow was clipped to the tail of Milly’s plug, the detail humiliating and beautiful.

She felt every touch—her breathing ragged, cheeks burning, a pulse pounding between her legs as her body was prepared for display. The herd watched in absolute silence. For the first time, Milly felt herself not just a member, but the focus, the chosen. The line between humiliation and honour blurred: she was exposed, objectified, adorned, and yet, in the gaze of her herd, she saw not mockery, but awe.

Tom addressed the herd, voice rich and solemn. “Today, the prize belongs to Milly. The herd has witnessed her yield, her progress, her willingness to be seen and endure. This ritual is both her reward and the culmination of your collective journey. No cow is left unseen—each of you holds this honour, but today, Milly leads us.”

Dr. Fell brushed a streak of cream across Milly’s brow, marking her as the day’s sacrifice and symbol. She whispered, “You are ready, Milly. Be proud, and be brave.”

Milly’s eyes filled with tears—of gratitude, disbelief, pride, and the delicious, terrifying thrill of what lay ahead. Her mitts were checked, cuffs and chains tested, collar polished until it gleamed. Bells chimed softly as she was raised to her knees, every inch of her a living embodiment of the ritual’s power.

The herd lined the aisle, heads bowed in witness. Some faces glowed with pride, others with longing, a few with open, trembling desire. Kess mouthed, “You did it.” Samira looked as if she might weep for joy. Even Rhea’s approving nod held the weight of hard-won respect.

Milly was the centre of it all. The cold pressed at her skin, the plug inside her a constant, needy ache. Her body trembled, her heart soared. For this moment, she belonged utterly to the herd, to the farm, to the ritual.

The barn doors opened, letting in the pink blush of dawn and a gust of frigid, expectant air.

Today, I am the chosen. Today, I am seen.

Milly knelt in the centre of the barn, gold cuffs shining at her wrists and ankles, hair brushed and braided with bells, ribbon tight at her waist, every part of her body alive with sensation. Her chest rose and fell with rapid, shallow breaths, heart pounding in her throat. Tom approached, holding the last ceremonial instrument: a gleaming metal ring gag. Its polished curve gleamed in the lantern light—a final, inescapable mark of her submission and readiness for public use.

Dr. Fell knelt, stroking Milly’s cheek, her voice soft but edged with command. “Open, Milly.” Milly parted her lips, cheeks burning, and Dr. Fell slid the ring between her teeth, pressing her jaw wide, securing the leather straps at the nape of her neck. The cool metal made her shiver. The ring gag held her mouth open, tongue exposed, unable to close her lips or hide the wet flush of her embarrassment. Milly’s breath was audible, raw, and immediate. The sensation was shocking—her mouth stretched and displayed for all, her ability to speak or plead taken from her entirely. The finality of it—the knowledge that her body was now fully available, fully offered—sank deep into her bones.

The handlers completed their work. Chains were clipped to her cuffs and collar, bells carefully arranged so that every movement—every tremor—would broadcast her arousal and exposure. Dr. Fell tugged gently on the chain at Milly’s neck, testing the fit, then ran a finger down Milly’s cheek and throat, pausing to press just beneath her jaw. “Perfect. You are ready.” She rose, and the barn’s doors were flung wide to the dawn.

The cold hit Milly’s skin with a gasp, her nipples pebbling instantly, thighs tensing. She was led upright, hands cuffed before her, ring gag pulling at her lips, the plug shifting inside her as she was helped to her feet. The bells sang in a dozen different pitches. Every nerve ending was awake, every muscle aching with the memory of restraint and the present thrill of being displayed.

Tom and Dr. Fell led the procession, Milly at its centre. The herd lined both sides of the aisle, kneeling in silence, eyes wide and shining with pride, envy, longing, and open desire. The soft jingle of bells, the creak of straw beneath knees, and the slow crunch of boots on the frozen ground created a music of anticipation. Samira reached out, pressing her mittened hand to Milly’s ankle as she passed, whispering, “You’re beautiful.” Kess winked, mouthing encouragement, and Rhea’s approving nod offered solemn benediction.

Milly’s journey through the barn was a ritual of exposure and celebration. Each handler paused at the door, making a show of adjusting her ribbon, tightening a cuff, or teasing a bell to draw out another note. Milly felt every eye on her: some with admiration, some with hunger, some with a deep, aching jealousy she recognized and shared. She walked slowly, every step measured and forced, the chain tugging at her collar, her breasts bare and flushed in the cold, the plug shifting with every movement.

Outside, the morning was brilliant and icy. Fresh snow blanketed the yard, crunching beneath her bare feet. The sky was pale and endless, the horizon streaked with the first true gold of Christmas Day. The breeding pen—used only for this one ritual each year—had been decorated for the ceremony: red ribbons on the fenceposts, fir branches, more bells and lanterns casting a welcoming glow over the packed straw within.

As Milly was led along the path, more farm staff gathered. A few buyers, invited for the spectacle, stood at a respectful distance, faces alight with anticipation and fascination. Some had seen Milly’s journey from her first trembling days on the farm; others were new, but each regarded her now as the centre of a living ritual.

Handlers paused at the threshold of the pen, turning Milly to face the herd. The cows remained kneeling in the snow, their eyes drinking in the sight of her—body adorned, lips forced open by the ring gag, thighs parted by the pressure of the plug and posture. Dr. Fell’s hand rested at the small of Milly’s back, steadying her.

Tom addressed the assembled herd, voice carrying across the cold morning. “You have witnessed Milly’s journey. Today, she embodies your courage, your endurance, and your surrender. Her use is the herd’s pride and her own reward. Watch, learn, and honour her with your witness.”

With ceremony, Milly was led into the breeding pen. The straw was deep and soft beneath her feet, the cold offset by the heat of a dozen lanterns. The bull’s stall—prepared in advance—stood open. The masked bull was already waiting: tall, muscular, human and imposing, face hidden behind the farm’s traditional leather hood, his body marked by the gold band at his wrist, symbol of his role. He said nothing; his presence was silent, patient, utterly controlled.

Milly’s chains were clipped to the pen’s posts, spreading her arms and legs in a ritual display. The ribbon and bells swayed as she trembled, the ring gag forcing her lips apart, cold air brushing the wet inside of her mouth. The plug was twisted and removed by Dr. Fell—slow, careful, both clinical and intimate—leaving Milly open, gaping, and achingly aware of her exposure. She moaned around the gag, a sound both desperate and proud, the humiliation made more acute by the herd’s fixed attention.

She could see them—her friends, her rivals, her sisters—kneeling in a wide arc outside the pen, eyes wide with arousal, longing, and awe. Some pressed thighs together, others gripped their cuffs or lowered their heads. The sound of the bells, the gasps of breath, the faint moans from the circle, all mingled in the cold air.

The ritual was about to begin. Milly, adorned and restrained, ring gag stretched, body aching with anticipation and fear, looked up into the masked bull’s eyes. In them, she saw not just use or domination, but the culmination of everything the Twelve Days had built: surrender, pride, belonging.

Today, I am the offering. Today, I am seen by all. I am ready.

The pen was impossibly bright with lantern light, straw shining gold beneath Milly’s knees and the heavy circle of her gold cuffs. She knelt with her wrists chained forward to iron posts, thighs spread and ankles fixed wide, the plush cream ribbon pinning her hips and bells jingling at every tremor. Her hair, braided with bells and still damp from sweat, cascaded over one shoulder, and the cold air prickled her bare breasts until her nipples were as hard as the steel at her wrists.

Her mouth was forced open by the polished ring gag, her jaw already aching, drool slipping out to hang in glistening threads from her bottom lip and chin. The plug inside her, left from the night before, pressed uncomfortably against her core, reminding her that she had not been given even a moment’s privacy since the ceremony began. She could taste anticipation and the faint trace of metal on her tongue, breath coming in ragged, wet sounds.

All around her, the herd watched—twenty or more cows kneeling outside the fence, bodies pressed close, mitts and bells gleaming in the lantern light. Their eyes were wide and dark, some burning with envy, some soft with pride, a few fixed hungrily on Milly’s trembling thighs and the shine of her exposed mouth.

The Bull entered the pen, boots crunching over straw. His presence was overwhelming—tall, broad-shouldered, masked in leather and steel, chest bare beneath a harness that gleamed with polished rings and buckles. He was silent, every movement deliberate, every gesture carrying the weight of absolute authority. The herd fell even quieter, the only sounds the soft breathing of women and the faint jingle of Milly’s bells.

He circled her, slow and unhurried, letting every set of eyes drink in the sight of Milly bound and displayed. His gloved hand trailed over her shoulder, then her spine, pausing to test the tension of her restraints. She shivered at his touch—cold leather, strong fingers, the promise of use. He squeezed her upper arms, thumbs pressing into the meat of her biceps, then ran his hands down her back, feeling every ridge of her trembling.

He knelt behind her, hands at her waist, and gave the plug at her entrance a slow, deliberate twist. Milly gasped through the gag, back arching, body tensing helplessly. The Bull chuckled—a low, private sound—and twisted again, making sure the herd saw the way her hips jerked, the shine of arousal already coating her thighs.

He slapped her ass lightly, just enough to make her bells ring, then squeezed each cheek in his large hands. “Open wider,” he commanded quietly, and Milly obeyed, spreading her knees as far as the chains would allow. The cold straw scratched her calves, and the exposure made her cheeks burn, but she held still, every nerve blazing with humiliation and longing.

Moving to her side, he gripped her breast, weighing it, thumbing the nipple until it hardened to a painful point. He did the same to the other, then cupped both in his hands, lifting them for the herd to see. Milly’s breath came in ragged gasps, drool spilling freely now, eyes shining with tears as she tried to hold his gaze and not collapse under the scrutiny.

Then he faced her, kneeling before her open, ring-gagged mouth. He ran his thumb over her lower lip, wiping away a slick string of saliva, then pushed his thumb into her mouth, pressing down on her tongue and making her moan. “Look at you,” he murmured, so only she could hear, “ready for anything.” He slid two fingers past the ring, then three, pressing down until Milly gagged softly, spit pooling at the corners of her mouth and dripping down her chin.

He kept her like that for long moments, forcing her to suck and choke, to squirm in her bonds, to feel her mouth as a plaything—an offering for the herd’s pleasure as much as his. The audience moaned and murmured in response, the spectacle building their arousal to a fever pitch. Kess gasped, Samira whimpered, and Rhea’s steady eyes watched without blinking, her pride and longing open for all to see.

Finally, the Bull withdrew his hand, letting her drool fall onto her breasts, then patted her cheek—almost gentle, almost affectionate. He stood, looming over her, and began to unbuckle his belt.

Milly trembled, body utterly exposed, mind a blur of dread, pride, and desperate anticipation. The ritual was only beginning.

I am theirs. I am his. I am ready to be used.

The Bull’s hands moved to his belt, unbuckling it with deliberate slowness. The faint jingle of his harness and the click of metal echoed in the pen. Milly, knees spread, wrists chained forward, stared up at him through a haze of drool and longing. She could see nothing but him and the looming shape of his cock, thick and already flushed with arousal, emerging as he freed himself from his trousers.

He gripped the base and stroked it once, twice, letting the herd see the sheer weight and size of what was about to fill Milly’s mouth. Her jaw ached already from the stretch of the ring gag, but now her lips trembled, her eyes widened, and her breath quickened to wet, open-mouthed panting. A glistening string of saliva hung from her chin, swaying with each shuddering breath.

He stepped close, the head of his cock brushing her tongue. The taste of salt and musk filled her senses, and she moaned helplessly, the sound amplified by the forced openness of her mouth. He traced her lips, smearing pre-cum across her tongue and cheeks, before guiding himself through the ring—slowly at first, then with increasing pressure, parting her lips further, filling her mouth until she could do nothing but yield.

The first thrust was measured, almost gentle, but the next came harder—his hips rolling, cock pushing deeper, stretching her mouth wide. Milly gagged, saliva bubbling at the corners of her lips and running down her chin. She tried to swallow, to breathe, but he controlled the rhythm, never letting her escape the fullness or the relentless intrusion. Her tongue slid helplessly along his shaft with every motion; she could taste him, thick and hot, every inch rubbing over the most sensitive parts of her mouth.

The herd watched in rapt attention. Some leaned forward, eyes glazed with arousal; others moaned quietly, bodies rocking with each of Milly’s helpless gags. Kess’s cheeks were flushed, her breathing ragged; Samira bit her mittened fist, her thighs pressed tightly together. Even Rhea’s proud composure wavered, her lips parted as she drank in every wet, humiliating sound.

The Bull’s hand tangled in Milly’s bell-laced hair, pulling her forward to meet each thrust. His cock slid deeper, pressing at the back of her throat, making her cough and splutter, eyes brimming with tears. She could do nothing but take it, her jaw and tongue made useless except to please, to be used, to be witnessed. Her bells chimed in chaotic rhythm, each movement sending a shiver down her spine.

He set a steady, unhurried pace—fucking her mouth, withdrawing almost completely to let her gasp and drool, then plunging in again, forcing her to choke and swallow as the herd watched. The sounds were obscene: the slap of skin, the wet slurp of saliva, the click of the gag, Milly’s muffled moans and choking, the heavy panting of the audience. The Bull’s hips flexed with purpose, sometimes holding Milly’s head still and using her face with single-minded focus, other times letting her shudder and squirm, her drool painting her chest and breasts with glistening trails.

He reached down, thumbed her cheek, then ran his finger along her stretched lips, pushing a fresh string of saliva down to her nipples. “Such a good little mouth,” he murmured, for Milly alone, though the herd heard and trembled. “Let them all see you take it. Let them see you drool.”

Milly’s humiliation was complete. She could feel her own arousal pulse between her legs, the plug inside her shifting with every jolt, the tightness in her throat becoming pleasure and ache all at once. She looked up, met the Bull’s masked gaze, and saw nothing but command and praise. She blinked tears away, lips slack and glistening, every inch of her face marked by use.

The Bull thrust harder, the tension in his body building. He grunted, hips rocking, cock swelling at the edge. Milly’s tongue flattened, throat opening as he pressed deep, and with a guttural groan he spent himself in her mouth—hot, thick, filling her and spilling over, leaking out through the ring gag to run down her chin and neck. She moaned, unable to swallow all of it, her face and breasts painted by the mess, the taste and heat overwhelming her senses.

He drew back, cock glistening with spit and semen, wiped himself on her cheek, and admired his work. The herd watched, breathless—some openly climaxing at the sight, others whispering Milly’s name, all of them changed by the spectacle.

Milly was left panting, drooling, used. Her body trembled with shame and pride, her heart hammering with the knowledge that she had been taken, seen, and honoured before them all.

I am open. I am used. I am seen.

The Bull let Milly breathe, just for a moment. Her mouth hung open around the ring, lips and chin dripping with drool and semen, eyes glassy from the use. Her whole body was trembling, breasts heaving, the cold and exposure making every nerve tingle with heightened sensitivity. Around her, the herd’s breath seemed to sync with her own, the pen thick with anticipation and shared arousal.

He crouched behind her, leather harness creaking as he dropped to his knees in the straw. His hands gripped her hips, squeezing firmly, and gave a possessive, approving groan for the herd to hear. The plug at her entrance—still slick from the night’s ordeal—was grasped, twisted slowly, then withdrawn in a long, deliberate motion. Milly moaned, her whole body rocking forward, the emptiness and sudden coolness making her sex clench and flutter around nothing.

The Bull paused to display the plug to the audience—a ritual gesture, a sign that Milly was now truly open for the herd and for him alone. He set it aside, then stroked between her thighs, spreading her folds for the audience, showing just how wet and ready she had become. “See how she yields?” he rumbled, his voice like thunder, pitched for all to hear. “See how your Prize welcomes her use.”

He traced his fingers over her slick entrance, parting her gently, teasing her clit with a thumb, making her squirm and gasp into the gag. The bells in her hair and on her hips rang in frantic, shivering counterpoint to her gasps. Her wrists strained at the cuffs, her knees sliding wider in the straw. He pressed two thick fingers inside her, curling and stroking, making sure she was open, soaked, and desperate. Milly arched her back, tears of need and humiliation slipping down her cheeks. Her cries, muffled and raw, mingled with the herd’s moans of envy and awe.

When she was trembling on the edge, the Bull positioned himself behind her. Milly felt the blunt, heavy head of his cock pressing against her entrance, nudging, then sliding up and down her slick folds. He drew out the moment, making the herd watch as he rubbed himself along her, smearing her juices, teasing her, owning her body’s helpless anticipation.

And then, with a single, forceful thrust, he entered her—slow but inexorable, stretching her wide, filling her completely. Milly screamed around the ring gag, the sound wild and ragged, her head thrown back, bells jangling with every frantic breath. The sensation was overwhelming: the ache, the stretch, the heat of him inside her. Her cuffs and chains held her utterly in place, her body forced to take every inch, unable to retreat or hide from the public use.

The Bull paused when he was fully seated, grinding his hips against her ass, making sure the entire herd could see how deep he was, how completely Milly had yielded. He began to move—long, measured strokes at first, his hands gripping her hips, holding her open for all to witness. Each thrust was purposeful, a demonstration of control, a claiming that echoed through every fiber of Milly’s body. Her breasts bounced with each movement, sweat and drool and cum streaking her skin.

He set a relentless rhythm, fucking her hard, slamming into her until her knees shook and her vision blurred. The straw scratched at her legs, the cold kissed her back, and every inch of her flesh burned with humiliation and joy. Her cries were unrestrained, ringing out in a jumble of ecstasy and shame, her body made a living altar for the herd’s gaze.

The Bull varied his pace—sometimes pounding her with desperate ferocity, sometimes grinding deep and slow, making her shudder and beg wordlessly for more. He slapped her ass, marking her, sending ripples through her flesh and making her bells ring anew. The audience responded with gasps, moans, whispers: some cows pressing closer to the fence, a few weeping with longing, many rocking with their own unspent need.

Milly felt her orgasm cresting—raw, inevitable, torn from her by the rhythm and the exposure and the total loss of control. She screamed, body convulsing, eyes squeezing shut as she came, her muscles clamping down on the Bull’s cock, milking him, making him groan in triumph. He didn’t stop. He rode out her orgasm, fucking her through it, making sure every member of the herd saw her collapse, saw her surrender.

He pulled her upright by the cuffs, forcing her back to arch, and used her even harder—showing off the spectacle of her open, trembling body, her mouth still wide around the ring gag, her face a mess of spit and tears. Her breasts bounced, her thighs trembled, and every thrust sent another shiver through the audience.

When the Bull came, it was with a guttural roar—his climax filling her, spilling down her thighs, marking her as the Prize. He ground deep, hips locked, and for a moment the world was only the sound of bells, Milly’s sobbing breaths, and the shuddering quiet of the herd.

He withdrew, letting his seed trickle out of her, running a hand over her back in rough, silent praise. Milly sagged in her chains, utterly spent, her body and soul laid bare for all to see.

I am filled. I am emptied. I am theirs.

The ritual did not end with Milly’s collapse. Even as her body quivered and sagged in her chains, the bull’s grip at her hips refused to let her drift away from sensation. He spread her wider, using the leverage of her restraints to tilt her hips up, displaying her slick, marked sex to the herd as though she were a prize animal at auction. Her knees splayed, thighs streaked with cum and sweat, her cunt still spasming in the aftermath of orgasm, twitching with each brush of cold air or the bull’s fingertips.

The ring gag kept her mouth gaping, drool and the remains of his climax still glistening down her chin and breasts. The humiliation of her display—the knowledge that every one of her herdmates, her rivals, her would-be lovers, and every guest at the fence was watching—settled over her like a cloak. Instead of closing her off, the exposure seemed to strip away every final scrap of fear and shame. All that remained was need: to be used, to be filled, to be seen.

The bull’s hands were everywhere. He twisted her nipples until she gasped, then soothed them with slow, rolling strokes of his palm. He trailed fingers along her ribs, over her hips, down to her inner thighs—kneading, squeezing, commanding her to stay open, to let herself be possessed. He pressed two, then three thick fingers into her, stretching her again, pulling another moan from her gagged mouth. With every fresh intrusion, Milly’s body answered—hips lifting, back arching, bells in her hair and at her hips ringing for the herd.

He used her body with total entitlement, taking his time. Sometimes he leaned down, pressing his masked face to her chest, biting at her collarbone or the soft mound of her breast, leaving bruises and love-marks for the herd to see. At other moments he gripped her jaw, shoving his cock between her parted lips and fucking her mouth until she coughed and drooled, spit and semen foaming at the edges of her gag. He pulled her hair to make her look up at the assembled herd, making sure everyone could see the mess on her face, the desperate, half-broken pride in her eyes.

He turned her onto her side, then her stomach, reattaching her cuffs to new chains so that her ass was high, her legs wide, her back arched for easy access. He took her from behind again, fucking her hard, every thrust sending her body forward on the straw, her cries muffled but constant, the bells a wild symphony above her whimpers. He switched angles, sometimes flipping her onto her back, knees held up by cuffs and chain, entering her deep, pinning her with his hips as he used her—sometimes slow and deliberate, sometimes pounding her until she forgot her own name.

He denied her, too—pulling out just as she crested, fingers circling her clit but not quite giving her release, making her plead with her eyes, tears streaking her face. The herd responded in kind—moaning, begging, pressing against the fence, several women climaxing at the sight or even sobbing in envy and awe. Milly’s need built higher and higher, her body reduced to nothing but nerves and hunger and submission.

The bull filled her mouth again, using her ring-gagged lips as a sheath, pushing himself as deep as the opening would allow, groaning with pleasure as she gagged and choked, spit and seed pooling in the hollow of her throat. He held her there, not letting her move, forcing her to breathe through her nose, to feel every pulse and twitch of his cock, to take him utterly and helplessly.

He came again, painting her tongue and lips, letting it leak out and down her chin. He wiped the mess across her cheeks, smearing her face, then pressed his cock to her clit, rubbing her until she came again—shaking, wild, wordless, the orgasm tearing a fresh sob from her chest.

Again and again he took her—first her mouth, then her cunt, sometimes both in succession, sometimes teasing her with fingers or the flat of his palm, sometimes using the plug to stretch her before plunging his cock deep once more. Each climax left Milly more ragged, more lost, her limbs trembling uncontrollably, her body marked with sweat, tears, spit, and semen.

He whispered harsh praise as he used her: “Good girl. Open wider. Let them see you break. Take all of it. This is what you were made for.” Every word felt like a brand, searing through her exhaustion and pain, transforming every humiliation into worship.

As the ritual built toward its peak, the bull dragged her up on her knees again, chain tight at her collar, mouth open and ruined for the herd’s gaze. He fed her his cock a final time, fucking her face until he spent himself down her throat, holding her there, forcing her to swallow, to taste him, to never forget her role as the herd’s offering.

When he finished, he knelt behind her, cock still hard, and pushed inside her one last time. This time, he let her ride the rhythm—her body shuddering, wracked with a climax so violent she collapsed in the chains, boneless, unable to hold herself up. The bells on her hips rang wildly, her breath coming in shallow gasps, her cunt spasming around him as he emptied himself deep inside her, marking her one final time.

The pen was thick with heat and scent—straw, sweat, cum, and the wild animal perfume of arousal and release. The herd watched, transfixed and undone, some sobbing openly, others slumped in the straw, spent from their own orgasms or simply overwhelmed by the spectacle.

Milly’s mind was emptied. She floated on a tide of sensation, owned by the ritual, her identity dissolved into submission and exposure. She felt every inch of her body: the ache in her jaw, the fire between her legs, the wetness drying on her thighs, the bruises on her hips, the red marks on her breasts. She felt the press of chains, the heaviness of bells, the raw openness of her mouth and sex.

The bull let her down gently at last, stroking her hair, pressing a soft, private kiss to her temple through the mask. His hand lingered on her back—a weight, a benediction. “You are the Prize,” he murmured, so only she could hear.

Dr. Fell entered the pen, followed by Kess and Samira. They unfastened Milly’s cuffs, removed the ring gag, wiped her face with warm cloths. Blankets were draped over her shoulders, gentle hands massaged her wrists and ankles, soothing her trembling limbs. The herd pressed close, murmuring praise and comfort, some kissing her cheeks, others simply resting their foreheads against hers, their touch soft, grateful, and reverent.

Milly wept, shaking with exhaustion, pride, relief, and love. She felt hands on every part of her—holding, cherishing, anchoring her back in her body. The world blurred and softened; the barn’s light seemed warmer, the chorus of the herd quieter but more powerful than any single voice.

She had been used. She had been claimed. She had been seen.

And she was held.

This is what it means to yield. This is what it means to belong.

Milly barely knew where her body ended and the ritual began. She knelt in the straw, chained, slick with sweat and sex, the taste of the bull still heavy on her tongue, her cunt and thighs sticky with his release, every muscle singing with exhaustion. Her jaw ached from the ring gag, her mouth hung open, and tears streaked her flushed cheeks. The herd watched—rapt, trembling, some sobbing, others gasping and whispering her name as if it were a prayer.

The bull did not rush. He walked a slow circle, letting the audience see her from every angle: the trembling thighs, the bruises on her hips, the streams of cum running down the insides of her legs. Then he stopped in front of her, towering, cock still slick and glistening, his mask unreadable but his posture commanding.

He gripped himself at the base, stroking slowly, letting the anticipation build for the herd and for Milly herself. The sight was raw, unvarnished power: a man who had already filled her from behind, now intent on claiming her front, too. Milly’s eyes locked on him—wide, glassy, her tongue lolling past the ring gag, lips swollen and slick, her face an offering.

He angled his cock down, stroking harder, the wet sound of his fist on flesh matching the frantic beat of Milly’s heart and the ragged, eager breaths of the herd. Kess moaned, Samira whispered encouragement, Rhea watched with solemn pride. Milly could feel every eye upon her, could hear every gasp and choked sob as the bull’s movements grew faster, more urgent.

With a guttural growl, he came—thick, hot ropes spurting across Milly’s open face, painting her cheeks, her forehead, her nose and lips, splashing her breasts, dripping in glistening strings over her chin and down to the bell at her throat. The cum mingled with drool and tears, marking her as thoroughly from the front as he had from behind. It ran in rivulets down her skin, pooling between her breasts, beading in her hair, dripping to the straw below.

The herd erupted: moans, gasps, a few desperate cries of Milly’s name. Some cows pressed thighs together or rocked in place, others slumped forward, spent or sobbing in awe and envy. The air crackled with release and relief—the end of the ordeal and the beginning of something new.

The bull held himself, cock still twitching, and for a moment the only sound was Milly’s ragged breathing, the jingle of bells as she shook, and the faint, sticky patter of his release sliding over her flesh. He knelt, leaned in, and wiped his hand across her cheek, then down over her chest—a final, possessive gesture. “You are the herd’s Prize,” he said, loud enough for all to hear.

Dr. Fell stepped forward, voice trembling with emotion but steady with authority. “The ritual is complete. The Prize has been offered, claimed, and honoured before all. We witness. We accept. The herd is whole.” Her words were echoed in a low chorus—cows murmuring Milly’s name, voices weaving through the pen, a benediction of pride and belonging.

Milly’s mind drifted, unmoored—floating on the edge of consciousness and sensation, her body marked, broken, and lifted by the gaze and care of all who witnessed. She knelt, cum-drenched and shuddering, the living proof of her herd’s journey.

I am claimed. I am seen. I am home.

The energy in the pen shifted the moment Dr. Fell spoke the final words. From the dense, electric hush of ritual, everything softened—bodies pressing forward, lantern light warming the straw, the chorus of breath and heartbeat settling into a shared rhythm of comfort and awe. Milly remained kneeling in the centre, cum dripping down her cheeks and breasts, her mouth still forced open by the ring gag, shoulders slumped from exhaustion and the staggering ache of fulfillment.

Dr. Fell entered the pen first, her steps careful in the straw. She knelt by Milly’s side, hands gentle and practiced, and unbuckled the ring gag with a soft, “It’s over, love. Let yourself rest.” The leather fell away and Milly’s jaw throbbed, her mouth flooded with the tastes of the bull and her own need, but she was finally able to close her lips, swallowing with a hoarse, grateful sigh.

Blankets were draped over her shoulders—soft wool, the warmth of bodies replacing the chill of exposure. Dr. Fell wiped Milly’s face and chest with warm, damp cloths, each stroke soothing, respectful, patient. She murmured, “You were magnificent. You are safe. You are whole.” Her touch was maternal, her tone an anchor, grounding Milly back in her body after so much surrender.

The herd pressed in, encircling Milly in a knot of warmth and bodies. Kess was first, kneeling to kiss Milly’s cheek, wiping away a tear with her mittened hand. Samira clung to her side, burying her face in Milly’s neck, her voice tremulous: “I’m so proud of you. You were so brave.” Other cows reached to touch her hair, stroke her shoulders, press kisses to her hands or forehead. Their touch was gentle but insistent, a collective reassurance that she was no longer alone or only an object of use—she was cherished, adored, and home among her sisters.

Handlers moved with quiet efficiency, massaging Milly’s wrists and ankles as they unlocked her cuffs, easing away the stiffness from long restraint. Someone brought a mug of warm milk, holding it to her lips as she drank, the sweetness calming her nerves and settling her trembling muscles. A woolen blanket was tucked around her legs, another draped over her shoulders. The herd’s arms wrapped around her, bodies pressed close in a living embrace.

For a long time, no one spoke more than a whisper. The only sounds were soft breathing, the quiet tears of release, the low, steady hum of belonging. Milly wept too—tears sliding down her cheeks in silent streams, her chest shaking as she let herself be held, her body rocked and soothed. She felt hands in her hair, lips at her brow, a weight of care that replaced the roughness of the bull’s use with a gentleness so profound she ached from it.

Dr. Fell knelt again at her side, stroking her cheek with her thumb. “You are the herd’s pride, Milly. You gave yourself fully, and you are returned to us, not less, but more. Rest. Let us carry you tonight.” Kess and Samira echoed her words, pressing kisses to Milly’s hair and cheeks, murmuring, “You belong. You are ours. You are loved.”

Gradually, the herd settled around Milly, building a nest of bodies and blankets in the straw. Some cows lay with their heads in Milly’s lap, others curled around her legs or draped their arms across her waist. The staff dimmed the lanterns, the barn filling with a golden dusk, the world contracting to a circle of warmth and safety. The marks on Milly’s body—the bruises, the bites, the drying cum, the lingering ache—were testament not just to what she had endured, but to how completely she had given herself and been received in turn.

Milly closed her eyes, letting exhaustion pull her under. Her last sensations were of the herd’s arms, Kess’s soft humming at her ear, the warmth of Samira’s breath on her neck, Dr. Fell’s steady presence just beside her. The world outside the barn faded to silence and snow.

In the hush, Milly let herself drift—not as an object, but as a cherished centre. She belonged, utterly and forever, to the herd.

I am home. I am whole. I am loved.


Epilogue: Boxing Day—Milk and Belonging

Milly woke slowly, blinking into pale midwinter sunlight that seeped through the high barn windows. Her body ached in new and familiar places: wrists and ankles sore but no longer raw, jaw stiff but able to close, thighs still marked with fading fingerprints and the deeper ache of use. Her breasts were heavy—full again after a night of deep, unbroken sleep, the sweet ache a reminder that the rituals of the farm were never truly over, only changing shape.

The barn was hushed, the herd bundled in a sprawl of tangled limbs, woolen blankets, and tousled hair. Kess snored softly at Milly’s side, her arm slung across Milly’s hips. Samira stirred against her back, burrowing in closer as Milly stretched and yawned. The smells of straw, milk, and the faint trace of yesterday’s musk hung in the still air.

There was no ceremony this morning—no staff waiting with chains or cuffs, no urgent orders or ritual bells. Instead, Dr. Fell moved quietly among the herd, checking wrists and ankles, feeling foreheads, whispering gentle praise. “You did well, all of you. Rest is part of yielding, too.” Her presence soothed away any lingering shame.

One by one, the cows roused, sharing quiet glances, tired smiles, and the kind of laughter that blooms only after tears have been shed together. Some massaged bruises, others compared bite marks or whispered about the intensity of the bull’s use. No one spoke of envy or rivalry; for this morning, every cow was simply part of the herd, equal and safe.

Tom entered with mugs of steaming cocoa and warm, sweet bread. The mugs were handed out, mitts loosened for the first time in days. For a while, the barn filled with gentle clinks and murmured thanks. The warmth of the drink and food worked its way into Milly’s bones, loosening the tension that had lived in her shoulders since before the Twelve Days began.

After breakfast, the staff set out the familiar milking benches—not as a punishment or a competition, but as a quiet, necessary ritual. The cows moved in a slow, sleepy line, settling in with sighs and shivers as their mitts were replaced with soft restraints, and the machines were fitted by staff with patient hands. The hum of suction filled the barn, steady and comforting, each cow’s yield flowing into glass bottles, lined up with no names or tallies today—just a testament to the new day and the herd’s shared purpose.

Milly let herself drift, the pulsing pull of the milking machine now a gentle anchor, not a test. Samira sat at her side, reaching across to squeeze her hand, while Kess cracked jokes about “Boxing Day milkmaids” and the new bruises decorating everyone’s hips and thighs. Even Rhea, so often composed and distant, let herself smile and sigh, head lolling back in boneless relief.

The milking finished, blankets were brought again, and the herd curled together to watch the snow drift outside the barn doors. Dr. Fell brought more bread and bowls of sweet cream, and for a moment, the farm was quiet as a convent—no hurry, no shame, only the soft, unspoken promise that each cow belonged and was cherished.

As the sun climbed higher, Tom read out letters from the buyers and visitors who had witnessed the Prize ritual—praise and awe, promises of future support, and a special note of gratitude for Milly. The herd cheered her, pressing close to kiss her cheeks, stroke her hair, and whisper, “You did it. You’re ours.” Milly flushed, tears rising again, but this time they were tears of joy and peace, not pain or longing.

As the afternoon waned, the cows napped, told stories, and dreamed of spring. No one rushed, no one worried. The rituals would come again—yield, discipline, use—but for this one day, the farm belonged to them. And Milly, at the centre, cradled by the herd, knew she had found her place—not just as the Prize, but as a cow among cows, a sister among sisters, and, most of all, as herself.

Boxing Day was for milk and belonging. For warmth, for rest, and for dreaming of the next yield.


Stay With Me A Little Longer
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https://a.co/d/0i4t6QPd

Thank you for spending Christmas at Bell & Brand.

Milly’s winter rite revealed the farm at its most beautiful and ceremonial: snow at the doors, lanterns in the rafters, bells in the cold, and twelve days of trials designed to turn longing into proof. But Bell & Brand does not end at the winter barn.

When the snow melts, another ritual waits beneath the apple trees.

In The Tethered Gala, the series moves to the orchard — a greener, softer, more fragrant part of the Bell & Brand world, but no less demanding. Samira Basra arrives carrying shame she has spent years trying to hide. She feels too much, too visible, too abundant, too easy to judge. But the orchard does not ask women to shrink.

The orchard loves abundance.

Under Headmistress Gwyn and Doc Mayes, Samira is drawn into a world of harvest lines, apple bells, tethering rites, field processions, public presentation, and the build towards the Tethered Gala itself. Here, shame is not erased. It is transformed. The body Samira has apologised for becomes the very reason she is chosen, displayed, and celebrated.

If the winter barn was about endurance, the orchard is about offering.

And Samira is about to learn what it means to be wanted exactly as she is.

Continue with Book 5: The Tethered Gala — where the orchard turns shame into ceremony. https://a.co/d/0i4t6QPd
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Roman Vale is an independent author of erotic romance and kink-forward fiction, writing stories shaped by control, consent, and desire that deepens rather than resolves. His work unfolds in deliberate, intimate spaces — contracts, rituals, confined dynamics, and chosen imbalances — where surrender is negotiated slowly and power is exercised with intention.

If you sight up for my mailing list you will get a free ebook straight away and then will be able to join my monthly give aways too.

You can connect with me on:

https://romanvale.uk

https://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=61584740375802

Subscribe to my newsletter:
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Also by Roman Vale

Thank you for reading.

If you found something here to crave — something intense, tender, unsettling, or impossible to forget — I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review.

Every review helps other readers discover my work and keeps these dark, daring stories reaching the people they were written for.

— Roman Vale

[image: ]

Year of Denial – Quarter One - Teased & Tormented: Teased & Tormented: Femdom Chastity, Erotic Denial, and the First Three Months of Submission - 3 Books in 1 Collection

https://a.co/d/03cTDc3m

One contract.

Three months.

No release.

Adam thought he agreed to a simple challenge.

One month locked in chastity to prove he could change.

Rachel knew better.

What begins in January as a relationship ultimatum quickly transforms into something far more deliberate — a carefully structured system of control, denial, and obedience.

Each month tightens the rules.

Each evaluation strips away another layer of resistance.

Each moment without release reshapes Adam’s body, his thoughts… and eventually his identity.

Quarter One: Teased & Tormented collects the first three volumes of the Locked for the Year saga:

	January Jail – The cage closes for the first time.

	February Frustration – Adam learns there is no early release.

	March Meltdown – Denial becomes psychological.



Catch up on the series so far now! New book every month.
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The Glass Slipper: A Dark Fairytale of Power, Desire, and Possession

https://a.co/d/06Ay4M91

The Glass Slipper is a dark Cinderella retelling that transforms a familiar fairytale into something far more intimate, dangerous, and psychologically charged.

Ella has spent most of her life surviving quietly. In a house that was never truly hers, she has learned to be useful, obedient, and easy to overlook. She knows how to make herself small. She knows how to endure. What she does not know is what it means to be fully seen — not as a servant, not as an inconvenience, not as a burden, but as something wanted.

Everything changes with the invitation to the royal ball.

But this is no innocent celebration, and the palace is not glittering with romance. Beneath the beauty and ceremony lies something older, darker, and far more deliberate. The women invited are not simply guests. They are being observed. Assessed. Measured. Every glance means something. Every interaction is part of a design. And at the centre of that design is the Prince — a man who does not chase, does not guess, and does not charm in the way the storybooks promise.

He chooses.
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Do Your Worst: She said she could take it. He never promised to stop - A Dark Romance of Power, Control, and Surrender

https://a.co/d/0gpb7SX1

She said she could take it. He never promised to stop.

Kate wants more than date nights and polite kisses. She wants the tremble that starts in her belly when she kneels; the hush that turns the world soft when he says good girl. One reckless whisper at the kitchen table—do your worst—becomes a contract neither of them can forget.

Sam doesn’t bargain with desire; he builds it. Rules arrive like gifts wrapped in ribbon: how she stands, how she speaks, how she waits. Mornings taste of obedience; evenings taste of consequence. And when he decides her devotion should be worn, not just spoken, Kate feels the first cool brush of metal and understands: this isn’t a phase. It’s a life.

[image: ]

14-Day Lock: A Valentines Day Ritual Femdom Romance of Chastity, Control, and the Pleasure of Obedience

https://a.co/d/0a10F8dm

Fourteen days.

Fourteen keys.

One lock she controls completely.

Isla Mercer does not play games.

Every February, she begins the same ritual—carefully measured, deliberately unromantic, and absolutely unyielding. A glass heart sits in the centre of her living room, filled with fourteen identical keys. Each one represents a day of control. Each one must be earned through obedience, service, and restraint.

Theo has agreed to submit.

From the moment the lock clicks shut, his pleasure is no longer his concern. Isla does not offer mercy, reassurance, or reward. She offers structure. Rules are spoken once. Failure resets everything. Desire is allowed only as fuel for obedience, never as a bargaining tool.

[image: ]

The Valentine Handler: A Dark Valentines Day Romance of Chastity, Control, and Surrender

https://a.co/d/06ezmhIH

Every February, she takes one man.

Powerful crime families don’t call Valentina Moreau to kill their problems.

They call her to reassign them.

Known only as the Valentine Handler, Valentina specialises in bloodless victories—contracts instead of bullets, devotion instead of destruction. Her methods are elegant, discreet, and irreversible.

This year’s assignment is Luca De Santis: a reckless syndicate heir whose charm, excess, and entitlement are destabilising the city’s fragile balance of power. Killing him would start a war. Letting him live unchecked would be worse.

[image: ]

Til Denial Do Us Part: A Femdom Marriage Contract Romance of Chastity, Power Exchange, Denied Pleasure, and a Wife’s Awakening into Control

https://a.co/d/0gpRLjMm

On the night before their wedding, Elena and Daniel sign a joke “Marital Control Contract.”

What begins as laughter quickly becomes the most dangerous kind of truth.

When fiery, athletic, red-haired Elena slips the velvet pouch with the key into her bag, she tells herself it’s only a game. But once the ring is on her finger and the vows are said, something shifts inside her—something bold, hungry, and impossibly powerful. Daniel expects a perfect wedding night. Instead, his new wife gives him a soft kiss, a teasing smile… and the first denial.


Also by Roman Vale

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale

💋 Slutty Little Secrets

Confessions too filthy to stay hidden.

This addictive collection dives into the minds of women and men who’ve done things they swore they’d never admit. From drunken dares and public hookups to forbidden affairs and voyeuristic thrills, each story reads like a whispered confession in the dark. Shameless, risky, and raw, Slutty Little Secrets is for readers who love to peek behind the curtain—and find someone moaning on the other side.

🪞 The Glass Room

Desire has nowhere to hide when the walls are made of glass.

Inside a sleek, anonymous space where no one’s truly alone, strangers step into fantasies that blur the line between private and exposed. Some come to watch. Some come to be watched. Others discover something darker in the reflection. The Glass Room is a voyeuristic, intimate, and atmospheric exploration of what happens when we stop pretending no one’s looking.

💼 Workplace Sluts

They’re meant to be professional—but temptation doesn’t clock out.

This provocative anthology series explores women caught between ambition and desire, where office walls, hotel corridors, and after-hours flights become stages for surrender. Each story blends psychological tension with raw eroticism, revealing what happens when control, curiosity, and risk collide behind closed doors. Whether it’s a colleague’s gaze, a boss’s order, or the thrill of being caught, Workplace Sluts turns everyday professionalism into dangerous intimacy. Bold, addictive, and unapologetically hot.

💎 Becoming Porcelain

Perfection isn’t given—it’s engineered.

This haunting trilogy follows Madison Cole through the Dollhouse, an elite finishing institute where beauty, obedience, and desire are sculpted into one flawless ideal. Across months of conditioning, modification, and display, she surrenders her will piece by piece, learning that stillness can be devotion and pleasure can be control. Lush, psychological, and unflinching, Becoming Porcelain transforms sensuality into ritual and submission into art. A story of obsession, discipline, and the erotic cost of perfection.

💠 In Her Custody

Control is care. Obedience is intimacy.

Inside Harrowick Hall, submission isn’t a fantasy—it’s a system.

Elias enters as a volunteer, seeking the discipline he’s always feared to name. Under the cool authority of Sabine and the nurses who serve the Hall’s regime, his surrender becomes a clinical ritual: restraint, silence, obedience, and reclassification.

Each volume traces his descent through the institution’s tiers—from assessment to conditioning, observation to utility—where every gesture is measured, every failure logged, and every trace of desire becomes data. Sabine watches from behind the glass, her absence as controlling as her touch once was.

Elegant, claustrophobic, and erotically psychological, In Her Custody explores the line between consent and containment, and the strange peace that comes when resistance finally ends.

Coming Soon:

Decoration by Design

Silken Chains
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