Packed Like a Rat
“Why did I have to draw this one?” Jax stared down the iron gates to Blackthorn Manor, the shadowy stone structure looming years ahead of him. It was either this or the dark, empty tunnel supposedly full of goblins. Twas the life of an Urbex.
Jax sighed and leaned against the rusty iron gate, nearly falling over as it swung open. Dirt from the driveway stained his hoodie and scuffed his jeans on the way down. He grunted and got up again, the squealing from the ill-lubricated gate seemingly mocking him. “Stupid gate.” He turned toward the mansion. Best not to waste any time.
It was just like he was told by his friends on the Urbex forums; at least the outside, anyway. Past the faded, weather-worn gold-plated sign bearing the manor’s namesake, the building itself was made of stone, all old and crumbly. For whatever reason, the emblem on the building was of a cow. Not exactly what one would think to put on the premises of a royal family’s manor, but then again, were rich people ever in their right mind?
Off to the west, tall, decorative headstones cast shadows on the hallowed grounds of a small graveyard as the moon rose. Rusted garden tools, along with trash that had blown through the gates, littered the small family resting place. Weeds, long overdue for a trim, had taken over most of the yard. The rocky path leading to the front door seemed well-kept, though.
Suspicious.
Neither the crumbly stone stairs, cobweb-covered door handle, nor even the scattering rats on the porch unnerved him. This was nothing compared to what he had seen at other places. Though the door was unlocked – never a good sign; almost as if someone wanted him to come in. “I always check if it's open, but this is the first time it HAS been…”
Clearly a trap. Does someone still live here? Only one way to tell.
“... alright.”
Jax opened the door and stepped inside. And it was already too late. Rotten, punky wood caved in underneath him, and the forces of gravity took over, sending him spiraling into whatever met him down below. As his screams filled the entryway, darkness enveloped him whole.
…
Pomf!
Lucky for him, he’d landed on something soft. Dank-smelling, too, but he couldn’t complain about living another day. The pile of wet, half-finished laundry lay below him as he reached into his pack, pulling out a flashlight to shed some light on his situation. A basement… he’d fallen into a basement. Just like the walls outside, the walls here were covered in stone, coupled with a roughly poured concrete floor, divots scattering the surface.
“Someone was doing laundry down here?” No washing machine in sight, but there was a large metal tub. “By hand. Wow.” Water dripped in the corner. He turned to spot a line of boilers covered in cobwebs. In the other, furniture was piled recklessly. Chairs atop chairs, couches straight out of the Victorian era, and an assortment of lamps with broken bulbs and misaligned lampshades. 
A staircase lay on the far end of the room. Climbing it, he emerged back in the entry, luckily on the other end of the hall where he’d been swallowed. “The outside of the place sure doesn’t fit the interior...” Long red carpeting, golden chandeliers, and wallpaper that belonged in his grandma’s farmhouse. The decorations in the mansion didn’t mesh well at all.
Suddenly, a creak from upstairs. Jax crouched instinctively. More creaking from the floor above followed. His guts told him to run, but curiosity’s a sly devil... any chance to learn something more about the mansion than the decor was appealing to him. If he did run into anyone, obviously, a trespassing charge would be the least of his worries. But if there were still people living here, they had their own issues. Sidling against the railing to avoid the hole in the entryway, he started slowly ascending the stairs.
A figure glided past the window at the end of the hall, casting a shadow over the very top stair. Another urban explorer, perhaps? He wouldn’t be surprised; another group might have thought to hit this place up, too. The second floor seemed to be where all the bedrooms were. The top of the staircase led into a short hallway, doors along the left, and a large, open room on the right. There wasn’t a door to the large room, so his eyes instinctively shot to that. No light made its way in aside from what little moonlight eeked through the open window. Peeking around the corner, he was met with several shadows flitting about the room.
There are other people here! The place seemed to be a dining room, if the large table and chairs in the center were anything to go by. From what he could see – whoever these people were – they were unloading items from drawers and shoving them into backpacks, bags, anything they could get their hands on. Maybe they were loading up on silver or something. It’s not the first time urban explorers have given in to greed. He walked past the open door, waving the Urbex greeting, his index, middle, and pinkie held upright, a hand sign for them to see. They didn’t notice, however, so Jax kept on his way undisturbed.
The rooms were as interesting as he thought they’d be. That is to say, they were just like every other one. The same bed, lamp, wardrobe, and desk. This wasn’t the first time this place had been visited; otherwise, there surely would have been something of note. There was, however, a book on one of the desks that caught his attention. A diary. “Why would anyone leave this behind?” He picked it up, but started shaking once he started reading.
October 16th, 20XX
I am worried by the other cow’s behavior. They have been restless. I have seen them staring off into the darkness, the void that seems to be calling us. The others are showing the same symptoms as I am too. Dan, Tyler, and Kaleb are further along than I am even. We all hear the voices telling us to join the herd. The cravings I’m getting for grass have been so overwhelming. I snuck outside and ripped a small handful. IT WAS GOOD! I almost went back for more, but I stopped myself. That is, until last night when I woke up and found myself sleepwalking to the back door. Everyone was out there, grazing like everything was normal. Those already turned, and my friends too! Can I still call them that after tonight?
“That was just yesterday…” Jax stumbled backwards and dropped the book. “What the hell is happening in this place?”
Screaming sounded from outside the room. Jax turned abruptly. Don’t you dare run out there, his inner voice was nagging. Fight or flight was in full effect. His legs were shaking, knees weak. But what if those other guys are being attacked by something? He didn’t know them. Why should he care? It was in the code. Fend for yourself.
But his legs didn’t get the memo. With a jolt of energy, he started to run. Every instinct was telling him to check on the others. Why? He didn’t know! The scene in the living room stopped him dead in his tracks. Backpacks thrown to the floor, and silverware, cups, and china were strewn about. His shadow was cast into the crime scene as he stepped in with a splash. Wait. Splash? Jax looked down, seeing he had stepped in… something. Something pure white. A trail of it led down the east hall, as if someone had been dragged away. “Oh, this isn’t good.” Clouds were starting to fill the sky as the moonlight faded from the room.
What had happened here?!
Curiosity once again got the better of him, and he followed the trail to a doorway. Muffled screams spilled from underneath the door, but they were far quieter than they should have been. Were they gagged and tied up? He pressed his ear to the door and tried to listen in. Through the screams, there was a distinct clip-clop of something hard clacking against the floor. And what was that wet, sloppy sound? Sounded like his stomach after not eating for a while. Jax slowly pushed open the door. It creaked loudly as it opened only a few inches. 
Cows.
In butler uniforms.
It would almost be funny if their stomachs weren’t bulging and throbbing. The pale light from the clouds was casting an eerie glow on the creatures in the room, massaging their bellies as they let low, pleasured moooos leave their lips. Hands were pushing against their insides, forming imprints on the cow’s bodies. “Oh my god…” It wasn’t just one, either. All of them had someone inside. The enormous, flopping, jiggling udders seemed to throb with delight as they were, they were… “digesting them…” A flash of lightning filled the sky, illuminating the cows in more detail. It was freakish to behold. The journal wasn’t lying. Only three were palpating their swollen bodies, while another traveled from bovine to bovine, tending to them, assisting with assumed digestion, fondling the bulbous teats that protruded from their udders.
CRACK
“WHA?!” Jax screamed. The thunder was right above them and sent him tumbling backwards. From the narrow sliver of open door, he could see that the butlers were alerted to his presence. “Fuck!” He shouted in a hushed whisper. He scrambled to his feet and bolted, only to be stopped by an enormous, soft, sloshing udder. Falling to his rear, he looked up. More cow butlers stood in front of him, their wide lower bodies blocking the hallway, his only escape. He was on the second floor! No way he was jumping out the window, at least not without making a proper rappelling line from the rope in his bag first. Bet there was no time. The butler in front gazed at him with large, blank, black eyes. The door behind him opened. Another flash of lightning. His situation was cast in the pure white light in the hallway. 
Trapped.
Before he knew it, the cow before him leapt into the air, far higher than he ever expected a cow could, legs bent and rear flat toward the ground. His path was still blocked by the rest of the herd. No escape. Time seemed to slow as Jax looked upward. These butlers had a plump, dripping pussy, and this particular one’s was heading straight for him. Fight or flight was failing him. Fear was paralyzing him. There was still no escape. “AAAHH!”
As the darkness encased his head, nearly crushing his body underneath the weight of an entire cow, everything was going numb. Struggle as he may, but there didn’t seem to be any wriggling out of this cow’s body, moist and dripping with anticipation as it was. Tight walls began to slurp Jax’s body deeper and deeper inside. A muffled gaggle of mooing met his ears as he was pulled even further inside. With his arms pinned to his side, Jax imagined that this must be what spaghetti feels like once it reaches the plate and eaten; the only funny thing about this.
“HEY!” He shouted, gasping for air. “LET ME GO YOU FUCK!” He squirmed and wriggled, only accelerating the inevitable.
At last, his head felt the pressure release as he reached the creature’s womb. Within seconds, he was ushered in the rest of the way. It was tight, with barely any room to move. Jax kicked, he punched, he twisted and shouted. The inner walls of this creature seemed to be so resistant and stretchy that nothing would harm it. The low rumbling that filled his ears didn’t help matters. The cow was gurgling with delight, having caught another intruder, and Jax’s fear only brought him pleasure. Several hands started pushing inward, as if teasing him. 
Outside of the fleshy prison, the four cows that had vored the urban explorers stood next to each other in a circle. Reaching for each other’s teats, they grasped one of the four and started milking each other. It was the most depraved yet kinky circlejerk that no one would ever live to see. Their faces went limp with ecstasy, tongues dangling from their mouths, dripping with drool. Low moos filled the hallway as the others watched, tugging at their own teats, wishing they could have caught the humans and savored this pleasure.
It was getting tighter and tighter around Jax. Pretty soon, he had to curl up in a ball just to stay in one piece. The strange thing was… that it wasn’t all that scary now? Why? Perhaps it was the uterine walls, so soft and inviting. The moist slime that covered them smelled so… calming… Jax took a deep breath and savored the unusual aroma. He gave one weak attempt to resist, but his limbs returned to their new, fetal position.
Their hands sped up. As if in unison, they all knew they were getting closer. Panting filled the hallway, even from the cows without a bun in their oven. They would soon have another mess to clean.
Jax could feel the erratic motions from his gooey prison. Know what? This is fine. He could feel his body getting weaker, tingling as it fed this creature’s desire. The mooing from outside was unmistakable. They’re using me for milk. The distinct smell of it was in the air now. That’s what the smell was, all this time.
They were on the edge now, the erratic mooing bordering on screams. As their arms practically flew across their partner’s teats, they couldn’t keep their eyes open. Their heads all shot back in unison, the herd sharing the bliss of milk flowing from their udder all at once. The four with a catalyst for their production let out an utterly primal sound as milk erupted from their teats, even the ones that weren’t pleasured. Milk coated the floor, pooling around their hooved feet and flowing down the hall, staining the carpet.
His body was nothing more than milk fuel now. He and the other three urban explorers. And pretty soon, he’d forget all about his old life, and accept his place here forever…
… if he hadn’t done so already.
