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Chapter 1

The prison bus rattled over the bumpy country road. Alice sat with six other women on hard, cold seats that transmitted every jolt straight into their bones. The air was stifling, heavy with prisoner sweat, and the monotonous drone of the engine wore down even the strongest nerves. She gazed out the small, barred window—a sad substitute for real freedom. Outside, the landscape rolled past, a blurred mix of dark green trees and golden fields that mocked her gray reality. The metal handcuffs cut into her wrists, and she felt her skin rubbing raw beneath the cold steel. Every breath tasted of fear and shattered dreams.

One of the women beside her—a gaunt figure with close-cropped hair and sunken cheeks—tried to break the oppressive silence. “How’d you end up here?” Her voice was rough and tired, worn down by years of harsh words. The woman leaned closer, and Alice caught the sour smell of old sweat and desperation clinging to her like an invisible cloud.

Alice turned slowly toward her, golden-brown hair falling in soft waves over her shoulders. Her green eyes sparkled in the dim light of the bus—a last spark of defiance in an otherwise exhausted face. “A mistake,” she answered curtly, turning back to the window as if she could will reality to change by staring hard enough. Her voice trembled almost imperceptibly, and she pressed her lips together to suppress the quaver.

The woman laughed softly—a dry, humorless sound that spoke more of resignation than amusement. “A mistake, huh? That’s what they all say. Every damn woman in here is innocent, if you ask them.” She scratched at her arm, and Alice noticed the scars of old wounds running like a map of pain across her pale skin.

Alice ignored the comment and pulled her thin blanket tighter around her curvy figure, still visible even beneath the plain prison clothing. The other women seemed equally exhausted and resigned. Some hung their heads as if the weight of their past was too heavy to bear; others stared blankly into space, as if they’d already given up. The silence was broken only by the rhythmic clatter of chains restricting their movements—metallic shackles on their souls.

“I’m Lydia,” the gaunt woman finally said, running bony fingers over her short buzzcut. “Not that it matters anymore where we’re going.” Her gray eyes were like dead coals in her sunken face, and Alice felt a strange coldness radiating from her, as if she were already dead and just didn’t know it yet.

Alice nodded slightly, her gaze still fixed on the window. “Alice.” Her name sounded foreign in these surroundings, an echo from a life that seemed farther away with every mile. She felt her throat tighten and swallowed hard to fight back the rising nausea.

Another woman—stocky, with tattooed arms and a weathered face—leaned forward and studied Alice with undisguised curiosity. Her eyes traveled over Alice’s features and striking curves, lingering on the narrow waist and full breasts visible beneath the coarse fabric. “Why are you really here? You don’t look like someone who gets into trouble. Too pretty, too well-groomed.” Her voice carried a hungry undertone that made Alice’s blood run cold.

Alice pressed her lips into a thin line. The memory of the last few weeks still hurt too much—like a fresh wound that burned at the slightest touch. Images of broken promises and betrayed secrets flickered through her mind like flames in a fireplace. “That’s my business,” she finally murmured, her voice barely audible over the engine noise. Her hands balled into fists beneath the blanket, nails digging into her palms.

The tattooed woman shrugged and leaned back, her handcuffs clinking against the seat bar. “Well, everyone’s got their secrets. Won’t be able to keep them long in there.” A cruel grin played across her lips, and Alice sensed instinctively that this woman was dangerous—like a predator stalking its prey.

The bus jolted onward, its drone growing more monotonous—a constant rhythm underscoring the inevitability of their fate. Alice felt the other women’s eyes on her, taking in her striking figure and well-groomed appearance, but she kept ignoring them and focused on the passing landscape. Her thoughts drifted to her old apartment, to the soft sheets of her bed and the scent of fresh flowers on her nightstand. All of it seemed like a fairy tale from another world now.

“We’ll be there soon,” Lydia said quietly, gazing out the window at the building on the horizon—a gray monstrosity of concrete and steel growing larger by the second. The walls rose like threatening cliffs into the leaden sky, and Alice could already make out the coils of barbed wire wound around the prison like a deadly crown.

Alice felt a lump in her throat that made it hard to breathe. She didn’t know what to expect, but the thought of life behind bars filled her with a dark foreboding that settled like a cold shadow over her thoughts. She let nothing show, keeping her gaze fixed straight ahead while her hands unconsciously balled into fists. The cloying taste of fear coated her tongue like bitter medicine.

Conversation died again, and the bus rolled inexorably toward its destination—the prison looming before them in all its menacing bulk, a monument to hopelessness. The shadows of the high walls already fell across the bus, plunging the interior into a ghostly twilight.

About twenty minutes later, the women stood before the prison, shivering in the cool morning air. The gray, monumental structure loomed over them, intimidating with its high walls and barbed wire fences, and the icy wind blew mercilessly into their faces, biting their cheeks and reddening their noses. Alice felt trapped in a nightmare with no escape, caught in a reality she’d never thought possible. The wind carried the smell of rust and despair, a mixture that turned her stomach.

As they entered the grounds through heavy iron gates that clanged shut behind them with terrible finality, she felt immediately that her freedom was now a distant memory—a luxury she wouldn’t enjoy again for a long time. The sterile surroundings left no room for hope or dreams. White walls reflected the cold light of fluorescent tubes that mercilessly revealed every wrinkle, every imperfection, while the smell of disinfectant and old fear hung in the air. Alice breathed shallowly, as if the air itself were trying to suffocate her.

A grim guard with broad shoulders and a face that betrayed no emotion stepped to her side and jerked his head—a curt, imperious gesture for her to follow. His uniform was impeccably pressed, the buttons gleaming like small eyes watching her. Alice flinched as though he'd struck her and reluctantly fell in behind him, her steps unsteady on the polished floor. Each step echoed through the bare corridors like a drumbeat, each footfall a verdict pronounced again and again. Her legs trembled beneath her, as if refusing to carry her any deeper into this hell.

The heavy steel doors slamming shut behind her drove home the finality of her situation, each metallic crash another nail in the coffin of her freedom. Once, Lydia glanced back at Alice—compassion and despair mingled in her gray eyes, which looked too large for her gaunt face. Her lips moved soundlessly, as if she wanted to say something, but the words caught in her throat.

“This won't be easy,” Lydia murmured, her voice barely a whisper, the words vanishing into the cool air like breath on a winter day. Her fingers trembled as she rubbed her arms nervously, and Alice noticed goosebumps spreading across Lydia's pale skin.

Alice opened her mouth to reply—to say something brave or comforting—but no sound came out, as if this place had stolen her voice. The guard watched her, his eyes cold and vigilant, then strode forward with quick, purposeful steps, expecting them to follow like obedient sheep. Her thoughts raced—images from her former life flickering through her mind like torn film strips: walks in the park under blue skies, laughter with friends in a warm café, the feeling of sunlight on her skin. She missed it all so painfully now. Tears burned behind her eyelids, but she bit her lip to hold them back.

They reached another massive door, a portal into an even more desolate world. The guard pressed a button on the wall. A mechanical whir sounded, followed by a loud click that echoed through the corridor. The door opened with a squeak that spoke of neglected maintenance, revealing another gray room—a reception area for new inmates, sterile and cold as an operating room. Alice felt her nipples stiffen beneath the thin prison clothing, an involuntary response to the cold that cut her to the bone.

The reception area was a bleak, cold room containing only the bare necessities, every object purely functional, devoid of any aesthetic consideration. A worn metal desk stood in the center, topped with an outdated computer and neat stacks of files. Two guards, a man and a woman with matching blank expressions, stood behind the desk, scrutinizing the newcomers with the indifference of people who witnessed this same scene every day. The female guard's hard gaze traveled over Alice's body like a scanner, evaluating every inch of her skin.

Alice stepped forward when her name was called, her heart racing with nerves. A guard wordlessly handed her a form, already worn and photocopied countless times. Her fingers trembled slightly as she took the pen and filled in her details, the letters dancing before her eyes. Each line felt like a piece of her identity slipping away, another part of Alice disappearing into the machinery of the system. The pen felt heavy in her hand, as if made of lead.

“Name?” the guard asked in a flat monotone, eyes fixed on the screen. His voice was as emotionless as a machine.

“Alice... Alice Huber,” she answered quietly, her voice sounding foreign to her own ears. The words tasted bitter on her tongue, as though she were spitting out a piece of her soul.

He typed the information into the computer, fingers moving mechanically over the keyboard, and gave a brief nod of acknowledgment. “Date of birth?” The clicking of the keys echoed through the silent room like water dripping in a cave.

Alice gave it and waited patiently while the guard continued entering her data, each keystroke another step away from her old life. She felt like a file being stored in an archive—unimportant and interchangeable, just another number in the system. Her hands were sweating, and she wiped them nervously on her clothes.

“Fingerprints,” the second guard ordered, pointing to a digital scanner beside the computer. His voice cut through the silence like a knife.

Alice reluctantly placed her fingers on the device, one after another, as instructed. The cold plastic felt unpleasant against her skin, another reminder of her new reality. The device beeped briefly with each scan, and the guard nodded with satisfaction, as though he'd completed a tedious chore. Alice felt her identity transforming into digital data, stored in a machine that would never forget her.

“Move along,” he said curtly, pointing to another door at the far end of the room. His gesture was as cold and impersonal as everything else in this place.

Alice followed the instructions mechanically, her body moving while her mind struggled to process the situation. Each step brought her deeper into this dehumanizing process, designed to strip away her individuality. They entered a small room with an old camera on a tripod and a white wall marked with height measurements. The camera's flash cast harsh shadows on the walls, and Alice felt her pupils contract.

“Stand here,” the guard instructed, pointing to a marking on the floor, worn by the countless feet that had stood there before. Alice stepped onto the marking and felt the cold of the concrete through her thin shoes. Her body trembled, not just from the cold, but from the realization that she was now truly a prisoner—reduced to a number, a photo, and a fingerprint in a system that would devour her like all the others before her.

She did as she was told, staring into the camera, trying to show no emotion even as she trembled inside. A bright flash blinded her briefly as the photo was taken, leaving colored spots dancing in her vision. The afterimage burned into her retina, as if the system were already beginning to mark her, to catalog her like a piece of inventory.

“Keep moving,” the guard ordered, leading her to another station—clothing issue, where she would shed the last remnant of her old identity.

Several women in white coats stood ready to hand out prison clothing to the new inmates, their movements routine and efficient. The coats rustled with every movement, a sterile sound that reminded Alice of a hospital—or a morgue. Someone pressed a stack of gray clothing into Alice's hands—pants, shirt, underwear, all the same depressing color. The fabric felt rough between her fingers, like cheap burlap.

“Change,” one of the women said without emotion, pointing to a row of cubicles that were little more than stalls. Her voice was flat, expressionless, as if she'd spoken these words a thousand times before.

Alice stepped into one of the cubicles and began to change, her movements slow and reluctant. The cubicle was so narrow her elbows touched the walls when she raised her arms. A faint smell of sweat and despair hung in the air, left behind by everyone who'd stood here before her. The clothing was scratchy and smelled of cheap detergent and disinfectant, a smell that turned her stomach and reminded her of hospitals and morgues. They took her own things, stuffed them in a plastic bag, and slapped a label on it—every connection to her former life gone for good, bagged and archived like evidence.

Alice looked at the gray garment in her hands with undisguised revulsion. The fabric was terrible—rough and thin, like it might tear at the slightest movement, yet somehow stiff and uncomfortable. It already scratched at her fingertips, a preview of the torment to come. She shook her head, remembering how not long ago she'd strolled through the city in fashionable clothes that showed off her figure. Silk that had flowed over her skin like water. Lace that had caressed her curves. It had never been top quality either, but still pretty and suited to her personality. Now she stood here, trapped in a monotonous shade that smothered any individuality like a shroud.

The garment served as both top and bottom, a practical jumpsuit that hid any charm or personality. The long zipper ran its entire length, clunky but functional, like everything in this place. The metal teeth gleamed dully in the neon light, cold and relentless. Alice hesitated a moment, looking at her own clothes one last time—the soft cotton shirt, the jeans that had hugged her hips like a second skin. Then she changed quickly, as if speed could make the unpleasant task less painful.

The fabric felt unpleasant against her skin, scratching at sensitive spots and restricting movements she'd once taken for granted. The material rubbed against her nipples, rough and merciless, and she could feel her skin already starting to redden. The jumpsuit stretched across her full breasts and emphasized her narrow waist, despite the shapeless cut. Even this prison clothing couldn't completely hide her striking silhouette—her curves pressed through the coarse fabric, visible against her will, vulnerable.

When she finally pulled the zipper all the way up, she looked in the small, stained mirror on the wall. The metal was cold against her neck, like an iron shackle. The number 0122 was emblazoned across her chest—a stark reminder of her new identity, a brand for modern times. The black digits were printed like a stamp, indelible and final. It was more than just a number; it was a mark that made her feel alienated, as if she were being reduced to a statistic. In that moment, she felt less like Alice and more like a prisoner, a nameless figure in a gray sea of uniformity. Her reflection stared back at her—strange, dehumanized, a number in a system that would devour her.

The other women were in various stages of dressing, some already finished, others still struggling with the unfamiliar fasteners. The rustling of fabric and the clicking of zippers filled the room like a sad orchestra of submission. Lydia was already done and looked at Alice with quiet solidarity, her gaunt figure appearing even thinner in the oversized uniform. The gray fabric hung on her bony frame like a sack, cruelly emphasizing how thin she was.

“Stylish,” Lydia murmured, a hint of irony in her voice, a weak smile flitting across her narrow face. But her eyes stayed cold, empty—as if she'd already learned to bury her true feelings deep.

Alice snorted softly, a brief, humorless sound. “Hardly. Feels like sandpaper.” She rubbed her arm without thinking, where the fabric had already left red streaks.

“At least we have something to wear,” Lydia replied with a shrug, a gesture of resignation born from years of adapting. “You get used to it. To everything here.” Her words sounded like a warning, a grim promise of what awaited Alice.

Alice turned away and tried to ignore the cold of her new surroundings, though it seeped into her bones. The concrete under her feet was ice-cold, even through the thin prison shoes. The walls seemed to press closer, like the walls of a crypt; the sterile light flooded the room without warmth or comfort, revealing every fold, every crack in the facade. The fluorescent tubes hummed softly overhead, a constant, irritating tone that seemed to bore into her skull.

Another guard entered, his key ring jangling at his hip like a warning. The metal struck rhythmically against his thigh with each step, a cold, hard sound that echoed through the room. He pointed to the door at the other end of the room, his face a mask of authority. His eyes were expressionless, as if he were looking at livestock, not people. “Come on now! No time for chitchat!”

The women moved in unison toward the door, like marionettes on invisible strings. Each step echoed eerily through the room, making Alice's heart beat faster—a drumroll of fear leading her deeper into the darkness. The gray fabric rubbed against her skin with every movement, a constant reminder of her new reality.


Chapter 2

The sparse briefing room felt even more desolate than the corridors they'd passed through. Gray walls, bare lights, and a row of uncomfortable chairs were enough to fill the space with an oppressive atmosphere. Alice and the other newcomers took their seats, their faces pale and tense. The inmates' eyes darted nervously around the room as they waited for what was to come. The cold air seemed to grow heavier with each passing second, while the hum of the fluorescent tubes overhead was the only sound breaking the crushing silence.

Alice felt the rough plastic of the chair against her skin through the thin fabric of her prison-issue clothes. Her palms were damp, and she pressed them against her thighs to suppress the trembling. The smell of disinfectant and cold metal filled her nostrils, mixing with the sour taste of fear on her tongue.

An official in a sterile white coat stepped in front of them and opened a laptop. His face remained expressionless as he flipped through the first slides on the screen. His movements were mechanical, routine, as if he'd given this presentation hundreds of times without ever grasping the human tragedy behind it. The bluish light from the screen cast harsh shadows across his gaunt features, making his eyes look like empty sockets.

“Welcome to the temporary hucow program,” he began in a flat monotone. His voice echoed off the bare walls. “Your stay here will be governed by strict rules and regulations.”

Alice's stomach cramped at the words. Hucows. The word alone made her blood run cold, a bitter taste rising in her mouth. She swallowed hard, feeling her throat constrict.

The first slide appeared on the screen—cold statistics in sterile font. The official began to read as if he were forecasting the weather: “In 2083, there are 84,615 dairy farms worldwide, holding an average of one hundred ninety-five hucows per farm. This means approximately sixteen and a half million hucows live in captivity. Their purpose: the production of milk and meat products for humanity.”

Alice stared at the numbers flickering across the screen. Sixteen and a half million. Each number represented a life, a woman like her who'd once had dreams, hopes, and a name. Her fingers dug into the hard plastic of the armrests until her knuckles went white.

“After several epidemics wiped out livestock populations, humanity decided to resort to human products. Increasing overpopulation made it inevitable.” The official clicked to the next slide, showing diagrams of meat and milk production. The curves rose steeply, like mountains of human suffering.

Alice felt her stomach turn. The air in the room seemed to grow thinner, and she had to force herself to breathe evenly. Next to her sat a young woman with trembling hands, her lips moving silently—perhaps a prayer, or the names of loved ones.

“Every year, a lottery is held among eighteen-year-old women to determine who will serve humanity in the future. From that moment on, the chosen ones are referred to as calves. They are stripped of all rights.”

The word “calves” hit Alice like a blow. She was not a calf. She was Alice, twenty-three years old. She'd studied literature, loved sunsets and the smell of freshly baked bread. She had a name, a history, a soul. But here, in this sterile room, she was nothing more than a number, an object to be evaluated and categorized.

The official continued unperturbed, his voice as emotionless as the ticking of a clock: “The farms assess skeletal structure, meat content, and breast size. Then the healthy calves are sold.”

Alice felt all eyes turn toward her. Her curvy figure stood out even in this bleak setting. The thin fabric of her prison-issue clothes couldn't hide the curves of her full breasts, and she knew she embodied exactly what these monsters were looking for. Her cheeks burned with shame as she tried to make herself smaller, to become invisible.

“Since 2067, when demand could no longer be met by women born in captivity and continued to rise, a lottery has been conducted annually among eighteen-year-old women in each country to determine who would serve humanity.” The next slide showed a world map with blinking dots—each dot a farm, each dot a place of horror.

Alice herself was the descendant of a hucow, and it showed in her appearance. Her curvy figure stood out even in this bleak place. Her oval face, with its symmetrical features, radiated a natural beauty that stood in stark contrast to the empty gazes of the other inmates. Her flawless skin, a delicate rose tone, seemed to catch the light, emphasizing her youthfulness and vitality. The fine contours of her face revealed a genetic perfection highly valued in the industry.

She knew it. Deep inside, she'd always known. The way her mother had looked at her—with a mixture of love and unspoken sorrow. The vague hints about her grandmother who had “gone away” when her mother was still young. The genetic gifts she'd inherited that would now become her curse.

Alice's large, expressive green eyes drew attention wherever she went. Long lashes framed her gaze, giving it a mysterious depth. It was a look full of questions, full of uncertainty, yet shot through with an inner strength. Her full lips, a natural rose, seemed ready to speak words of defiance. The gentle curve of her lower lip revealed a subtle sensuality that couldn't be hidden even in this threatening situation.

The official clicked forward, and the image of a muscular man appeared on the screen. His eyes were empty, dull, as if every spark of humanity had left them. “The best breeding bulls can cover up to three hucows daily,” he explained matter-of-factly, as if he were talking about the weather.

Alice's breath caught. Her hands trembled so violently that she had to tuck them under her thighs. The image of the man—no, the creature—burned into her memory. This would be her fate. Not just the humiliation of being treated like an animal, but the physical violence, the rape dressed up as “mating.”

“Unlike other breeding animals, hucows have a higher fertilization rate through natural mating. Bulls have penises that can fill the entire length of the female's vagina.” His words echoed through the room like hammer blows on a coffin.

Alice pressed her lips together to suppress a sob. Her body, which had once filled her with pride, was now her damnation. Every curve, every soft contour had become a trait that made her more valuable to this horror industry.

Alice's upper body was full and voluptuous; her firm D-cup breasts further emphasized her femininity. With a bust measurement of about 98 cm against an extremely narrow waist of only 63 cm, she had a dramatic hourglass silhouette that made her figure striking—a combination of strength and grace. The curves of her breasts were clearly visible beneath the thin fabric of her institutional clothing, an unintentional testament to her genetics.

She felt the appraising gazes of the other inmates. Some looked envious, others pitying. They all knew what Alice's appearance meant for her. She wouldn't be among the lucky ones who would be slaughtered quickly. No, she would have to live—if you could call it living—and endure years of torment.

“After the first birth, the mother cows begin the milking process. From that point on, the cows are milked until the end of their lives.” The official showed images of milking machines, of women hooked up to these devices like livestock.

Alice imagined the cold suction cups latching onto her nipples, the machines rhythmically pulling at her, day after day, year after year. Her breasts would swell, grow heavy with milk she would produce for other people's children. Children she would never see, never be allowed to hold.

Her hips were full and pronounced, with a circumference of 93 cm, accentuating the feminine sweep toward her waist. As she sat there, she noticed the gazes of other inmates directed at her—admiring or envious? Perhaps both. The curves of her body were a double-edged sword in this environment—a sign of beauty and, at the same time, an indication of her potential “usefulness” in the system.

Alice's long legs were slender with subtly defined muscles. Her thighs measured about 62 cm around, suggesting elegance and athleticism. Her feet appeared delicate, with narrow ankles tapering to well-groomed toes. Even in the coarse institutional shoes, she maintained a natural grace in her posture.

The official finally closed the laptop, the sound echoing through the silent room like a verdict. “That was the introduction to your new life. Tomorrow the medical examinations and evaluations begin. You will be categorized according to your suitability.” He gathered his documents, his movements still mechanical, emotionless.

Alice sat there, her body numb with shock, her thoughts a swirling storm of fear and despair. Around her, the other women began to cry, to sob, to pray. But Alice could only stare, trapped between the reality of what she was and the horror of what she would become.

Alice felt trapped between the beauty of her appearance and the terror of her reality—a striking woman in a bleak world. Her body, once the source of her self-confidence, had now become the potential tool of her enslavement. The curvaceous silhouette that had once earned her compliments and admiring glances would serve here only as a metric for evaluation. Her full breasts, her narrow waist—everything became factors in a perverse equation of how she could be used.

“All prison inmates are made into 'Temporary Hucows' only for the duration of their sentence,” the official continued, his monotonous words echoing through the room. He didn't look up as he spoke, as if he were more interested in the information than in the women before him. His fingers tapped mechanically on the keyboard while diagrams and statistics flashed on the screen. Alice recognized tables with production quantities, body measurements, and categorizations—numbers that reduced human bodies to mere data points.

The term “temporary” rang like cruel irony to Alice. “Temporary” meant what exactly in this context? Months? Years? And what would be left of them when this “temporary” phase was over? Would their bodies ever be their own again, or would the changes mark them forever? The notion that her body could be permanently altered sent icy fingers crawling down her spine.

“After your prison sentence ends, you will leave the program,” the official explained, pausing briefly. “The justice system and the institution assume no liability for any physical changes.” His gaze wandered over the assembled women like a livestock breeder examining his herd. There was no empathy in his voice, only the clinical distance of a man who viewed people as resources. Alice felt her muscles tense as his gaze briefly rested on her, assessing her proportions.

An inmate next to Alice had her hands tightly clasped in her lap, fingernails digging into the delicate skin. Her face was expressionless, but Alice could see the suppressed panic in her eyes—the same raw fear that raged in her own chest. She wasn't alone in this nightmare; she felt the weight of despair around her like a suffocating blanket. The quiet sobbing of another woman in the back row briefly broke through the monotony of the presentation before fading back into suppressed whimpering. The sound was heartbreaking—a sound that came from the depths of a broken soul.

“You will receive comprehensive medical care,” the official continued, flipping through documents on his laptop. “We will provide the best possible care during your stay.” The clinical wording left no doubt that this “care” had nothing to do with their well-being, but with their productivity as a resource. Alice thought of dairy cows fed optimal diets—not out of love, but for maximum yield. The thought made bile rise in her throat.

The room filled with an uncomfortable silence that weighed heavier than lead. Alice looked at the other women, searching their faces for a spark of hope or resistance. Some stared at the wall with empty gazes, already broken before the system had even begun, while others glanced around nervously, as if searching for an exit that didn't exist. A red-haired woman two rows ahead trembled uncontrollably, her narrow shoulders shaking beneath the thin fabric of her shirt like leaves in a storm.

“The program is designed for your well-being,” he added, sounding almost mechanical, as if reading from a script. “However, we expect obedience and discipline from you.” The words hung heavy in the air, an unspoken threat that every woman present understood. Alice could practically feel invisible chains wrapping around each of them, tightening with every spoken word.

Alice felt a lump in her throat that swelled with every breath. This was no place for humanity; it was a place of dehumanization, where women were reduced to production units. Reality closed in around her like a thick fog, pulling her deeper into the abyss—further and further from the light of her former freedom. No matter what this official wanted them to believe, she recognized the truth behind his sterile words. Her heart hammered against her ribs like a caged bird as the cruel truth of her situation grew clearer: They were no longer human in the eyes of the system—they were resources, commodities, hucows. And her lush, feminine figure would make her a particularly valuable commodity.

* * *

Alice observed the young woman beside her with a mixture of curiosity and compassion. She was exceptionally petite, almost elfin, with a waist Alice estimated at barely more than twenty-three inches. Her pale pink skin looked so thin and delicate you could almost see the fine blue veins pulsing beneath. The dim light turned her freckles into delicate constellations across her face. Her large hazel eyes, framed by thick lashes, shimmered with suppressed fear, while her slender fingers nervously played with her long, fiery red hair—bright as autumn leaves in sunlight.

Lira Rehfield seemed to exist in a constant state of uncertainty—a shy deer, always ready to flee. Every movement carried an almost painful caution, as if one wrong step might trigger an invisible trap. Alice noticed how the redhead's delicate shoulders tensed the moment a sound echoed through the room. Her breathing was shallow and rapid, her narrow chest rising and falling in an irregular rhythm that set Alice's own nerves on edge.

When she noticed Alice watching her, she immediately lowered her head, as if she could hide from the world. The fiery red strands fell like a curtain across her face, but Alice could see her cheeks flush—a warm blush spreading from her neck down to her collarbones.

“What's your name?” Alice whispered, her voice soft as a breath of wind, breaking through the oppressive silence that hung between them like a heavy curtain.

“Lira,” the young woman murmured, her voice barely a whisper escaping her narrow, pale lips. She didn't dare lift her gaze. Her hands trembled slightly, slender fingers clenching into small fists as if trying to physically contain her fear.

“I'm Alice. Nice to meet you.” The golden-brown-haired woman tried to summon a warm smile, even though the surroundings seemed to smother any kindness before it could bloom. She instinctively extended a hand, then hesitated—the distance between them felt like an insurmountable minefield of fear and mistrust.

Before the redhead could respond, another door opened with a sharp, metallic screech. The sound cut through the air like a blade, making both women flinch. A grim guard entered, his massive body filling the doorframe completely. His face was a mask of hardened features, years of indifference carved into deep furrows. The heavy smell of sweat and cheap aftershave enveloped him like an invisible aura of menace.

“Time for medical examinations,” he commanded in a monotone that brooked no argument. His eyes glided over the women without really seeing them—to him they weren't individuals but numbers, objects to be managed. Alice felt the hairs on her neck stand up under his indifferent gaze as it slid over her curvy silhouette like he was checking an inventory list.

The women were curtly ordered to line up. Alice felt an icy shiver run down her spine, touching each vertebra. The thought of being treated like cattle at a meat inspection made her heart hammer against her ribcage in a panicked rhythm. Her full breasts rose and fell beneath the thin fabric of her institutional clothing as she tried to control her breathing. The coarse material scratched against her sensitive nipples, a painful reminder that even her body no longer belonged to her.

She followed the others into a long, bare corridor bathed in harsh light that reflected mercilessly off the white walls. Her bare feet slapped against the cold linoleum, each step an echo of her helplessness. The acrid smell of disinfectant burned her nose and made her eyes water. The sterile air felt thin and lifeless, as if even breathing were meant to be difficult.

Alice noticed Lira stumble beside her, her delicate legs trembling under the weight of her fear. The redhead pressed her narrow lips together as if trying to suppress any sound that might betray her presence. Her hazel eyes darted nervously back and forth, searching for an escape that didn't exist.

The first station was a cold examination room, clinical and sterile to the point of being inhuman. Doctors in spotless white coats already waited for them, their faces expressionless and professionally distant. Their hands were encased in latex gloves, ready to examine bodies that were nothing more than biological specimens to them. The rhythmic snap of gloves being pulled on sounded like cracking bones in the sterile silence.

Alice felt exposed and vulnerable under their scrutinizing gazes as they examined her curvy figure with scientific detachment. One of the doctors noted something on a clipboard, his eyes gliding over her breasts, her narrow waist, her wide hips—each curve catalogued like the characteristics of a breeding animal.

“Strip!” one of the doctors commanded, his stern tone devoid of empathy. His cold eyes slid over Alice's body as if she were a laboratory specimen. The word echoed through the bare room like a death sentence.

She obeyed mechanically, her fingers trembling slightly as she removed the coarse institutional clothing. Each button she opened felt like another step into the abyss of her dignity. The cool air brushed over her naked skin, raising goosebumps that spread across her entire body like a wave of shame. Her lush breasts with their rosy nipples were now exposed to the doctors' clinical gaze, along with her narrow waist and full hips. She felt her nipples contract in the cold air, an involuntary reaction that made her nakedness even more humiliating.

From the corner of her eye, Alice watched Lira standing beside her, trembling, her delicate body shaking with shame and fear. The redhead's small, firm breasts barely lifted from her narrow ribcage, and her slender waist made her hips appear wider than they actually were. Tears glittered in Lira's eyes like frozen diamonds, but she didn't let them fall—as if she had learned that even tears were a luxury she couldn't afford.

The examinations were a cruel mockery of medical professionalism: cold hands pawing over breasts, stomach, and between the legs; needles jabbing into defenseless arms without warning; gynecological exams that stripped away every shred of intimacy—all performed without the slightest hint of compassion or humanity. Every touch was a humiliation, every glance a degradation. The latex gloves felt cold and alien against her flushed skin, like the touch of a corpse.

Alice bit the inside of her cheek until she tasted blood, fighting not to scream as strange fingers probed her most intimate places. The metallic taste of blood mingled with the bitterness of her rage and helplessness. Her muscles clenched involuntarily, but the doctors ignored her obvious agony with an indifference crueler than any brutality.

Alice felt like a lab animal in some cruel experiment—naked and helpless under the cold light of this institution’s true nature. Her normally confident posture had crumbled under the weight of these degrading procedures. She could feel the doctors’ gazes lingering on her ample breasts, their hands resting on her skin longer than necessary. One of them murmured something about “exceptional proportions” and “optimal fertility characteristics”—words that echoed in her ears like a verdict passed on breeding stock.

Any thought of escape was quickly smothered by the crushing powerlessness growing inside her like a malignant tumor. Surrounded by this cold professionalism, armed guards, and locked doors, she saw no way out—only obedience and submission, or punishment. The realization burned in her chest like swallowed acid.

By now, Lira had completely lowered her gaze, her eyes empty and glassy. She seemed to have retreated from the outside world entirely, withdrawing into some inner refuge no one could reach. Her lips moved soundlessly, as if murmuring a prayer or incantation—a desperate attempt to shield her soul from this violation of her dignity. Alice felt her new companion’s desperate fear like a tangible presence between them; she wasn’t alone in the labyrinth of this twisted world of control and cruelty.

In every room, endless new rounds of medical procedures awaited. X-rays that forced them to contort into uncomfortable positions under unfamiliar eyes. Dental exams where rough hands pried their mouths open as if they were stubborn animals. The metallic instruments tasted of blood and despair as fingers probed their teeth like a horse trader inspecting a nag’s mouth.

This systematic dehumanization left Alice hollow inside, a restless gnawing in her gut like acid. Each new humiliation added another piece to a mosaic of degradation that was destroying her self-image bit by bit. The merciless machinery of this institution choked the breath from her lungs; the more she tried to comprehend, the more reality slipped through her fingers like sand—grainy, unstoppable, impossible to hold.

When the examinations were finally over, Alice felt like an empty shell. Her skin still burned from those cold touches, and the bitter taste of submission lingered in her mouth. She looked over at Lira, whose fiery red hair glowed like a last spark of life in this sterile hell, and recognized in her eyes the same broken light she feared seeing in her own reflection.

* * *

Alice was led into a small, sparsely furnished cell: two beds, a table, and a chair. The air was stuffy and stale, thick with the acrid smell of disinfectant and a trace of human despair. Flickering neon lights cast harsh shadows, bathing everything in a sickly, pallid glow. As she entered, her gaze immediately fell on the woman sitting on one of the beds, her posture a mix of vigilance and resignation.

Aiko Nakamura raised her head as the door opened with a metallic click. Her dark, almond-shaped eyes scrutinized Alice sharply, almost piercing, as if cataloging every one of her weaknesses. Aiko’s long black hair, threaded with violet and blue strands, fell in soft waves over her shoulders—a sign of rebellion in this gray environment. Her body was striking and impressive: dramatic curves that couldn’t be hidden even under the plain prison clothing, a narrow waist in stark contrast to her full hips, and an impressive bust that stood out clearly beneath the thin fabric. Noticeably larger than Alice’s own, though hers weren’t exactly small either. The woman obviously had Hucow ancestry, just like herself—the genetic markers were unmistakable. But what struck Alice most was Aiko’s heavily pregnant belly. It swelled round and full, jutting out from her otherwise narrow waist, almost incongruous with her controlled appearance. Despite her pregnancy, Aiko radiated unbending pride and defiant determination that both fascinated and intimidated Alice.

Alice hesitated briefly before introducing herself, her fingers clenching around the thin cloth bag holding her few personal belongings. “Hi,” she finally said quietly, her voice barely more than a whisper in the oppressive silence of the cell. “I’m Alice.”

Aiko studied her a moment longer, her gaze sliding over Alice’s voluptuous figure, the golden-brown hair that softly framed her face, and the newcomer’s nervous posture. Finally, she nodded—a brief, choppy movement. “Aiko,” she answered curtly, her voice surprisingly melodic but with a hardness that spoke of years of survival.

The tension in the room was palpable, like static electricity crackling between them in the stale air. Alice felt the crushing weight of the situation and the overwhelming presence of this strong, pregnant woman before her. She had no idea how to continue the conversation. The image of this unbending woman with that belly, trapped between these four bare walls, made her even more aware of the uncertainty of her own situation and sent a wave of panic rising through her.

“How... how are you?” Alice finally dared to ask, her voice brittle with tension.

Aiko shrugged, a fluid movement that hinted at tattoos beneath the prison shirt. “As well as can be expected in here.” Her voice was calm, controlled, but there was a hint of bitterness in it, like poison lurking beneath the surface.

Alice carefully sat down on the empty bed across from Aiko, the thin mattress sagging under her weight and squeaking in protest. “I’m new here,” she explained unnecessarily, the words hanging heavy in the air between them.

Aiko nodded again, more thoughtfully this time, her gaze searching. “It shows,” she said, a hint of something almost like compassion in her voice. “You have that look. Everyone does at first.”

For a moment, silence hung between them, broken only by the distant sound of closing doors and muffled voices in the corridor. Alice searched for the right words while Aiko held her in that intense gaze, as if trying to read her thoughts.

Aiko finally sighed, the sound echoing in the small cell like the ghost of past resignations. She swung her legs over the edge of the bed and pushed herself to her feet with visible effort. Alice watched as Aiko rose with a mixture of dignity and discomfort, one hand supporting her pregnant belly. The weight of it seemed to make every step difficult, yet she moved with a determination that spoke of inner strength.

Aiko approached Alice and extended her hand. Her fingers were slender and strong, adorned with intricate tattooed patterns—small symbols of resistance that no one could take from her. Alice hesitated a moment before taking it. Aiko’s grip was firm but not unpleasant, warm and surprisingly reassuring.

“I think I should fill you in, so you know what to expect here,” the Asian woman said, releasing Alice’s hand as a shadow flitted across her face. She sat back down on her bed, which groaned softly under her weight, placed her hands protectively on her pregnant belly, and continued, her voice deeper now, more urgent.

“First, forget any hope of privacy. Someone’s always watching you here. The cameras are everywhere, even when you can’t see them.” Her eyes narrowed slightly as she glanced toward a corner of the cell where a small lens was embedded in the wall, nearly invisible to untrained eyes. “They see everything, hear everything. Even when you’re sleeping.”

Alice followed her gaze and felt an uncomfortable prickling at the back of her neck, as if invisible fingers were trailing across her skin. The thought of being constantly watched made her shiver despite the warmth of the cell.

“And if you think you could make friends here...” Aiko laughed dryly, a joyless sound that bounced off the walls. “Most are more interested in their own survival. Loyalty is a luxury no one can afford in here.”

“But there must be someone...” Alice’s voice came out uncertain, almost pleading, her hands clenching in her lap.

Aiko raised a perfectly arched eyebrow, her expression a mix of pity and hardness. “Maybe. But be careful who you trust. The guards aren’t our only problem. Sometimes it’s the other women who betray you—for a few privileges, or just out of spite.”

Alice nodded slowly, trying to process the bitter information as a lump formed in her throat.

“Then there are the daily checks,” Aiko continued, her voice monotone now, as if reciting a well-rehearsed script. “The doctors come in, measure everything—weight, milk production, fertility—and make sure you meet their requirements. They treat you like cattle, not like a person. If you don’t cooperate...” She left the sentence unfinished, but the serious, almost ominous expression on her face said more than words ever could.

Alice swallowed hard, feeling a wave of dread wash over her, threatening to crush her. Her hands moved instinctively to her own full breasts, as if to protect them.

“Milk production is top priority in here,” Aiko said, her eyes following Alice’s movement. “The more you produce, the better they treat you. More food, better treatment, maybe even small privileges.” Her gaze drifted to her own massive breasts and pregnant belly, a mix of pride and bitterness in her eyes. “Obedience pays off. Rebellion gets punished.”

Alice looked at Aiko and noticed the barely perceptible spark of defiance in her eyes despite the hard, resigned words. It was clear this woman wasn’t broken—at least not completely. Beneath the surface of compliance, a fire still burned.

“As long as you’re not pregnant, you’ll be taken regularly for breeding!” Aiko’s words echoed in the cell, hard and relentless as the truth they contained. Alice caught the flash of disgust on Aiko’s face and felt her own throat go dry, as if she’d swallowed sand.

“Don’t fight it—there’s no point. If necessary, you’ll be forced, strapped down and... used.” Aiko’s eyes flickered, a shadow passing over her face, and Alice couldn’t help wondering if her cellmate had already lived through such trauma. The way Aiko unconsciously placed a hand on her belly seemed answer enough.

“Oh, and they use real breeding bulls in here, in case you were wondering.” Aiko added this with a mix of disgust and resignation, her voice dropping, as if she feared being overheard—even though she knew it was inevitable.

Alice felt her stomach clench, a wave of nausea rising inside her. “Breeding bulls?” she asked, her voice barely more than a horrified whisper.

Aiko nodded slowly, her gaze hardening. “Yes. Men specially selected for it. Strong genes and all that. They’re bred and trained to be... productive. Some of them are barely more than animals.” She spoke the words as if they caused her physical pain.

Alice stared at the Asian woman in shock, her face pale with horror. Was she serious? The concept was so barbaric, so inhuman, that her mind rebelled against accepting it.

“Welcome to our reality,” Aiko murmured dryly, a bitter smile playing at her full lips. “You should prepare yourself. Resistance is futile—it only makes things worse.”

Alice felt fear settle cold in her bones, as if she were freezing from the inside out. Aiko leaned back and rubbed her pregnant belly thoughtfully, an almost tender gesture that stood in stark contrast to her hard words. “They won’t give you a choice,” she said quietly, almost gently. “And the sooner you accept that, the better off you’ll be. Fight the battles you can win, and endure the rest.”

Alice nodded mechanically, trying to suppress the panic rising inside her like a tidal wave. The thought of men whose only purpose was to get her pregnant, of forced intimacy and control over her body... It was more than she could bear, yet she would have no choice.

Aiko watched her in silence for a while, her gaze inscrutable, then added in a surprisingly gentle voice: “There’s no way out of here. You have to stay strong, for yourself. Find small freedoms wherever you can. Hold on to a piece of your soul.”

Alice raised her head and looked into Aiko’s determined eyes, which still held a spark of humanity and compassion in spite of everything. Even in her situation, this woman radiated an unshakeable strength that was almost tangible. Perhaps, Alice thought, she too could find a little of that strength, that indomitable will that kept Aiko standing no matter what.

But right now she only felt helpless, trapped in a nightmare with no waking up, surrounded by cold walls and the certainty that her body was no longer her own.

Aiko stood up and walked to the small, barred window of the cell, her movements surprisingly graceful despite her pregnancy. She stared out at the gray, desolate prison courtyard, where other women in identical uniforms moved about under watchful eyes, and sighed deeply—a sound heavy with suppressed emotion. “It’s hard…” she said without turning around, her silhouette sharp against the dim light. “But we all have to accept it and find a way through. Sometimes survival is the only victory we can claim.”


Chapter 3

Alice woke at exactly 6 a.m. to the droning of the morning alarm. She’d slept poorly her first night in these unfamiliar surroundings. The sterile light falling through the small window of her cell blinded her and intensified the knot of dread in her stomach. Every corner of the room felt foreign and threatening. Memories of yesterday’s conversations with Aiko crowded relentlessly into her mind, circling her thoughts like hungry birds of prey, refusing to let her rest.

She sat up slowly and rubbed her eyes, trying to shake off the sleep still clinging to her limbs. Her muscles felt stiff, as if she’d slept on an uncomfortable surface—which wasn’t far from the truth. The hard mattress had left its mark on her body, small aches that had settled into her shoulders and back. The room smelled of disinfectant and something else she couldn’t quite place—a mixture of sweat, fear, and the hopelessness that seemed to cling to these walls.

A quick glance at Aiko told her the woman was already awake. The pregnant woman sat on her bed, her tattooed hands resting gently on her rounded belly. Aiko’s eyes were closed, her breathing slow and even, as if in silent meditation—a ritual to steel herself for the day ahead. The violet-black strands of her hair fell across her face, half-concealing her features in shadow.

The wake-up drone grew louder until it cut off abruptly. A mechanical voice immediately crackled over the loudspeakers: “All inmates! Prepare for morning inspections!”

Alice swallowed hard. She had no idea exactly what would happen during these inspections or what was expected of her. Nervousness and fear spread through her, crawling like icy water through her veins. Involuntarily, she clutched the edge of her blanket, her knuckles turning white with tension. The fabric felt rough under her fingertips, scratching against her palms like a silent warning.

“Come on,” Aiko urged, her calm voice contrasting with the harshness of her appearance. “We need to hurry.” At that moment, she opened her eyes, fixing Alice with a look that brooked no argument. Alice saw a sharpness in them she hadn’t noticed yesterday—the sharpness of a woman who had learned to survive.

Alice nodded weakly and swung her legs over the edge of the bed. The cold concrete bit into her bare feet, another small shock that brought her fully back to reality. The chill crept up through her toes, making her flinch. There was no room for hesitation or resistance. She stood and stretched carefully, feeling her golden-brown hair fall over her shoulders and brush against her skin.

“Remember,” Aiko said, glancing over her shoulder as she brushed back her violet-black strands. “Be compliant. That’s how you get through it easier.” Her voice carried an experience Alice couldn’t place—a mixture of resignation and hard-won survival instinct. Her words hung heavy in the air between them, like an unspoken warning.

Alice murmured a quiet “Yes” and noticed the expression in Aiko’s eyes—a mixture of determination and resignation, the bearing of a woman who had learned to survive in this system without completely losing her dignity. But there was something else, something darker, lurking in the depths of her brown eyes.

The heavy cell door opened with a sharp metallic clang that echoed off the bare walls. The hinges squealed, cutting through the morning silence like a knife. A guard entered, broad-shouldered, his face expressionless. His gaze was cold and dismissive; he examined the two women with indifference, as if they were nothing more than inventory to be checked. His heavy boots thudded against the concrete.

“Inspection!” he barked, his voice harsh as sandpaper. “Number 0067 and Number 0122, in position!” The numbers rang through the cell like a dispatch from another world—a world where people became numbers.

Aiko Nakamura moved fluidly to the middle of the room. She raised her hands and clasped them behind her head, revealing the tattoos on her arms—the dragon on her back seemed to come alive under the thin prison fabric, its scales pulsing with each breath. Then she spread her legs slightly. In this position, her pregnant belly was clearly visible beneath the thin clothing, as were her heavy, full breasts straining against the fabric.

Alice followed her example hesitantly. She watched Aiko’s movements and tried to imitate them, but her uncertainty showed in every gesture. Her hands trembled slightly as she raised them behind her head, and her legs felt heavy as she spread them apart. Her curvy silhouette stood out clearly under the thin fabric, her narrow waist forming a dramatic contrast to her wide hips and full bust. The fabric clung to her skin, damp from the cold sweat of a fearful night.

The guard examined the two women with a critical eye. His face remained expressionless as he circled them like a predator stalking its prey. His eyes lingered longer than necessary on certain parts of their bodies. Alice felt his gaze burning into her, felt him scanning every curve, every contour of her body. Discomfort spread through her, crawling like a cold hand over her back. Her skin prickled under his gaze, as if he were physically touching her.

“Stay still,” the guard commanded sharply as Alice unconsciously stepped to the side. She froze immediately, her heart hammering in her chest like a wild bird beating against its cage. The sweat on her forehead turned cold, trickling slowly down her temples.

Aiko kept her gaze fixed firmly on the floor, her breathing calm and controlled. Despite the obvious humiliation, she seemed composed, unaffected by the situation. Her posture radiated a quiet determination that impressed Alice. She stood like a warrior who knew that some battles were won not through fighting but through endurance. Her fingers appeared relaxed, though Alice noticed the white knuckles—a telltale sign of the tension Aiko knew how to hide so well.

“Ready!” the guard bellowed toward the door, his voice echoing off the bare walls. Seconds later, two orderlies in white coats appeared in the doorway and stepped inside. Their movements were synchronized, mechanical, as if they had performed this routine thousands of times. They moved to stand before Aiko and with practiced hands unzipped her prison clothing. The sound was loud in the silence—a hissing tear that made Alice flinch. The fabric fell aside, exposing her rounded belly and heavy breasts, traced by the fine lines of her tattoos.

Alice couldn’t look away, even though she knew she should. The scene before her was both degrading and fascinating in its clinical brutality. Aiko stood motionless, her eyes fixed on a point on the wall, while the orderlies went through their routine procedures as if servicing a machine rather than examining a human body. The fluorescent lights cast harsh shadows across Aiko’s exposed skin, making her tattoos look like living creatures.

One of the orderlies pulled a stethoscope from his pocket and pressed it against Aiko’s belly. The cold metal made her flinch slightly, a brief crack in her stoic mask. Her nipples hardened instantly in the cool air, becoming dark peaks against her pale breasts. But she held her position, her breathing calm and controlled, as if she’d mentally distanced herself from the situation. The other orderly jotted something on a clipboard while measuring and examining Aiko’s breasts, his fingers gliding over her skin with impersonal professionalism, leaving red marks where he pressed.

“Everything’s in order,” the first orderly murmured, putting away the stethoscope. His tone was indifferent, as if he’d just checked a machine. His voice was flat, emotionless, like the hum of an air conditioner.

The second orderly pinched one of Aiko’s nipples between his thumb and forefinger. His grip was firm, almost rough, and Alice saw Aiko’s jaw clench. A thin stream of whitish liquid spurted onto the cell floor, forming a small puddle on the gray concrete. The sweet smell of breast milk mingled with the disinfectant odor of the cell. Alice held her breath as she watched, unable to look away. Her own nipples reacted involuntarily, hardening beneath the thin fabric of her clothing. Aiko didn’t flinch, remained completely still, even though the moment was a deep humiliation, a violation of her privacy that she endured with stoic dignity.

The orderly examined the fluid from Aiko’s breast and nodded with satisfaction. “Milk flow seems stable,” he said curtly, jotting something on his clipboard, his words as emotionless as his expression. “She goes to milking daily, starting today!” The word ‘milking’ hung in the air like a slap, reducing Aiko to the level of livestock.

Now it was Alice’s turn. Her throat tightened as the orderlies turned toward her. Their eyes were cold, impersonal, regarding her like an object to be examined. Just as with her cellmate, one of the orderlies reached for the zipper of her prison clothing. His fingers were cold against her skin as he pushed the fabric aside. The garment opened slowly, revealing inch by inch of her flawless skin. Cool air brushed over her exposed flesh and made her shiver slightly, her nipples hardening involuntarily into small, sensitive peaks. Alice felt defenseless, displayed before those strange eyes like an exhibit in a museum. Her breathing quickened involuntarily, becoming shallow and rapid. The sweat on her skin turned cold, making her shiver despite the warm air in the cell.

The first orderly reached for his stethoscope, the metal gleaming coldly in the neon light. Alice flinched as the cold instrument touched her warm skin, a shock that ran through her entire body. His fingers pressed the stethoscope firmly against her chest, directly over her racing heart. She could feel his breath on her skin, warm and moist, as he listened. The seconds stretched endlessly, each heartbeat a thunderclap in the silence.

The orderly pushed her clothing aside, revealing her full breasts with their rosy tips and her taut belly. Shame washed over her, hot and burning, as she felt their scrutinizing eyes on her body. The air in the cell suddenly seemed colder, making her nipples contract while her skin prickled with vulnerability. She tried to stay calm like Aiko, her green eyes fixed on a point on the wall, as if she could detach herself from her body and this situation through sheer willpower.

“Breathe in and out deeply,” the orderly said in a monotone, placing the stethoscope on Alice’s chest directly over her pounding heart. The cold metal made her flinch briefly, and an involuntary tremor ran through her body like an electric shock. The metal slowly warmed against her skin, but the touch remained foreign, invasive. She forced herself to stay still, knowing that any resistance would only make things worse. Her muscles cramped with tension as she tried to control her breathing.

The other orderly recorded the results on his clipboard, his pen scratching across the paper like fingernails on a chalkboard. His face remained expressionless, his movements almost mechanical, as if he’d been trained to view the women not as people but as objects. His eyes traveled over Alice’s body like items on a checklist, emotionless and cold. “Heartbeat normal,” the orderly with the stethoscope murmured, withdrawing the instrument and leaving a moist imprint on her skin.

Alice wanted to close her eyes, just get through the moment, retreat to a place inside herself where no one could reach her. But she knew that any deviation from the required posture could have consequences. The second orderly leaned forward and began carefully examining her breasts, weighing them in his hands. His fingers pressed into the soft flesh, feeling for abnormalities, while Alice imagined she was somewhere else—in her old apartment, in a warm bed, anywhere but here. His touch was professional, but to Alice it felt invasive and degrading, an intrusion into her most intimate space.

“Breast tissue firm, no abnormalities,” he murmured, jotting something on his clipboard. His voice was as casual as if he were commenting on the weather, not examining her body like a piece of livestock.

Then the orderly dropped to one knee and spread her labia apart, his fingers cool and impersonal. Alice’s breath caught, her jaw clenching as she tried to mentally detach from her body. A finger slipped inside her and carefully probed her depths, a clinical gesture that nevertheless violated her intimacy. The heat of her shame burned on her cheeks, hot and humiliating. Alice gritted her teeth, fighting the urge to squirm or resist, fighting the feeling of vulnerability that threatened to overwhelm her.

The orderly worked methodically, his movements precise and routine, as if he’d performed this procedure a hundred times before. His other hand pressed heavy on her belly, holding her steady while he continued his examination. “Vaginal condition normal, no injuries or abnormalities,” he murmured, withdrawing his finger and wiping it on a cloth he pulled from his pocket. The sound of the fabric against his skin made Alice flinch internally. Then he rose slowly, his expression unchanged and neutral, as if he’d just taken her temperature.

Alice held her position, hands still laced behind her head, her body taut as a bowstring. Her shoulders ached from the unnatural posture, and sweat gathered in her armpits despite the cool air. She felt shame burning on her cheeks, a hot pulse spreading across her face like fever. But she could do nothing to change the situation—could only endure and wait until the humiliation passed. Aiko had told her to be compliant, and she was trying to follow that advice, even though every fiber of her being fought against it.

The medics stepped back and gave their clipboards one last look, comparing notes in brief, murmured exchanges. Their voices blurred into meaningless noise in Alice's ears as she tried to scrape together what was left of her dignity. “Number 0122 is new, but her parameters allow her to be assigned to Shade today,” he said, nodding to the guard—a decision made over Alice's head as if she weren't even there. The name “Shade” sent a cold shiver down her spine. She didn't recognize it, but the tone in which it was spoken didn't bode well.

The guard glanced briefly at Alice, then at Aiko, his eyes cold and appraising—like a butcher sizing up his meat. “Get dressed,” he commanded sharply, the words cutting through the room like a whip crack and jolting Alice from her paralysis.

Aiko reached for her clothes and began to dress calmly, her movements controlled and dignified despite the humiliating situation. Her hands didn't tremble, her face stayed expressionless—she was a master at hiding her emotions. Alice followed her lead, zipping up her prison jumpsuit while trying to steady her trembling hands. The fabric felt rough against her still-sensitive skin, a constant reminder of her new reality in this cold, impersonal system. Her fingers fumbled with the zipper, and she desperately hoped no one noticed her shaking.

* * *

Alice was led through the corridors of the detention facility, with Lira Rehfield walking behind her. Both women were flanked by two officers and brought into a room that smelled freshly cleaned. The acrid scent of disinfectant hung in the air and burned Alice's nostrils. Strange pieces of furniture stood in two rows. They reminded Alice of a pommel horse from gym class back in school. The upholstery, once a vibrant red, had faded between the two handles, as if countless hands and bodies had drained the color over the years. Alice wondered what they were for, while an eerie sense of foreboding tightened her stomach.

The bare concrete walls reflected the harsh neon light, bathing every corner in merciless brightness. No shadows offered refuge or comfort. The floor beneath their bare feet was cold and smooth, like ice that sucked all the warmth from their bodies. Alice felt her toes curl involuntarily, searching for purchase on the slippery surface.

Lira stopped beside Alice. Her eyes were frightened, and she seemed to be fighting back tears. The petite redhead trembled visibly, her narrow shoulders quivering beneath the thin prison uniform. The gray fabric clung to her sweat-soaked skin, outlining the contours of her delicate body like a second skin.

“What... what is this?” Lira whispered, her voice trembling with fear, barely louder than a breath. Her hazel eyes darted frantically around the room, searching for answers no one wanted to give.

Alice tried to stay calm, though her heart was racing, hammering against her ribcage. Her pulse throbbed so hard in her ears that it drowned out the quiet hum of the neon tubes. “No idea,” she murmured back, looking around. The bare walls offered no comfort, only cold neon light illuminating every corner of the sterile room. The officers stayed silent, watching the two women with expressionless faces, their eyes hard as polished steel.

One of the officers stepped forward and nodded toward the strange pieces of furniture. His movements were mechanical, routine, as if he'd performed this procedure hundreds of times. His leather boots squeaked softly on the smooth floor, a sound that cut through the silence like a knife. “You will each go to one of these benches,” he said curtly, his voice devoid of emotion.

Alice and Lira exchanged a brief glance. The uncertainty was palpable, hanging between them like an invisible veil. Lira's hazel eyes widened with fear, while Alice tried to hide her own terror. Resistance wasn't an option—they both knew that. The room itself seemed to crush them; the air grew thicker, heavier, as if she were breathing through syrup. Slowly, Alice stepped forward and stood in front of one of the benches, feeling the cold metal of the legs through the thin fabric of her clothes.

It was a moment that sucked the air from the room. Alice felt her stomach clench as she stared at the furniture. The worn upholstery was rough under her palms, scratchy like sandpaper against her sensitive skin. The officer pressed impatiently, his voice cutting like a freshly sharpened blade.

“Get on with it,” he demanded with a cool indifference that was more frightening than any anger.

Alice hesitated for a moment, her thoughts racing like startled birds in a cage too small to hold them. What would happen next? Lira stood beside her, visibly struggling with her fear, her fiery red hair falling into her face and partially hiding her tear-stained eyes. The uncertainty of the moment was overwhelming, pressing down on Alice's chest like a crushing weight. Her breasts strained against the thin fabric, her nipples hardening in the cold air.

“Strip!” the officer commanded. His voice echoed through the room, bouncing off the bare walls and amplifying the brutality of the command.

Lira swallowed hard, her hands trembling like leaves in an autumn wind. Alice felt ashamed of her own uncertainty and forced herself to move. Slowly, she began to remove her clothes. Her fingers were clammy and clumsy, struggling with every button and zipper. The fabric clung to her sweat-damp skin, peeling away only reluctantly. The cool air brushed over her naked skin, raising goosebumps and hardening her nipples.

Lira did the same, visibly struggling with her fear. Her delicate hands tugged at her clothes, gradually revealing her pale, freckle-covered skin. Her eyes glistened with tears, and her face held a mixture of desperation and anger that distorted her otherwise gentle features. The freckles on her skin shimmered like golden dots in the harsh light.

Alice could barely form a coherent thought. The room seemed to spin around her, the walls closing in, the ceiling pressing lower. She tried to think of something else—freedom outside, life before this facility—but reality crashed over her with brutal force, a wave sweeping everything away. Her full breasts trembled with each ragged breath, her pink nipples stiff from cold and fear.

The guard watched every movement with an expressionless face, his arms crossed over his broad chest. His eyes slid over their naked bodies like cold fingers, probing every inch. The impersonal coldness of his demeanor intensified the helplessness coiling in Alice’s gut, made it bloom like something toxic.

“Lean forward,” the second guard commanded, his voice as emotionless as his colleague’s.

Alice bent forward, her full breasts pressing against the upholstery. She felt the rough texture of the padding against her sensitive skin, smelled the stale sweat of past victims still clinging to the material despite the disinfectant. The smell was sickly sweet and nauseating, mixing with the acrid disinfectant into a revolting cocktail. Her nipples pressed into the coarse material, sending shockwaves through her body.

Lira hesitated a moment longer before finally doing the same. Her movements were stiff and uncertain, as if every fiber of her being protested this submission. Her petite body trembled with tension, her narrow shoulders twitching with each breath. Her fiery red hair fell like a curtain over her face, hiding her tears.

“Good girls,” one of the guards murmured, almost reluctantly satisfied, before crossing to a door on the far side of the room. He opened it and stepped aside like a master of ceremonies announcing the main attraction. The door handle clicked softly—a harmless sound that now seemed like a death sentence.

Through the door stepped a monster of a man. He was completely naked, his dark skin gleaming under the harsh light like polished bronze. His massive muscles rippled with every movement—an impressive and terrifying display of raw strength and dominance. He was huge, towering over Alice and Lira by more than a head, his shoulders as broad as a doorframe. Between his legs hung an enormous cock, thick as a forearm and so long that Alice swallowed involuntarily.

Alice’s breath caught. The man moved with a dangerous fluidity that reminded her of a predator circling its prey. His cold, penetrating eyes examined the two women without emotion—only a hint of contempt lurking in their dark depths. The smell of sweat and musk rolled off him, an animal scent that filled the sterile room with primitive masculinity.

Lira trembled visibly and tried to look away, her eyes darting frantically around the room, searching for an escape route that didn’t exist. But the man had fixed on her, his gaze boring into her like a white-hot blade. His face was hard and brutal, as if carved from stone. The guards stood silently to the side, observing the scene with stoic indifference, as if this were an everyday ritual.

“Yaris ‘Titan’ Morgen,” the guard announced, as if no explanation were needed—as if the name alone were threat enough.

Yaris’s lips twisted into a thin, cold smile that held no warmth. He approached the two women slowly, his steps echoing heavily on the floor like thunder before a storm. Alice felt her knees go weak and fought to keep her balance, her heart pounding so wildly she feared it might leap from her chest. His enormous cock swung with each step—a hypnotic and terrifying reminder of what was to come.

A second man followed him. Slightly smaller than “Titan” but no less frightening, with a lurking presence that filled the room with underlying tension. “And this is Malik ‘Shade’ Morgen.”

The man moved with a predatory elegance that immediately reminded Alice of a big cat circling its prey, ready to pounce. His dark eyes sparkled with a disturbing joy that sent a cold shiver down her spine—like ice water poured over her naked skin. He was lean but wiry, his movements fluid and controlled, every gesture calculated and precise. He too was naked, his cock already half-hard and impressively thick.

Alice couldn’t look away from him, hypnotized by the danger he radiated. Malik circled the two women slowly, as if appraising them, studying every inch of their bodies with the clinical precision of a predator. His lips twisted into a thin, cruel smile that held no warmth—only sadistic anticipation that froze the blood in Alice’s veins. His fingers traced through the air just above her skin, not quite touching, but close enough that she felt his heat.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, his voice like the hiss of a snake coiling around its prey, ready to strike.

Lira trembled harder, her entire petite frame shaking with fear, and Alice felt her own breath catch. The atmosphere in the room was oppressive, as if the walls themselves were watching them, as if the air had grown too thick to breathe. The scent of the two men mingled with the disinfectant, creating a heady mixture of sterility and animal lust.

“These are two of our breeding bulls who will mount you today. Be compliant and don’t resist!”

The guard’s words reverberated in Alice’s and Lira’s heads, a cruel echo that left no room for hope. Alice felt her body tense as she tried to suppress the fear rising within her like a tidal wave. Her thighs trembled, and she couldn’t prevent a telltale wetness from gathering between her legs—not from desire, but from pure, animal fear. Beside her, the young woman gasped audibly for air, her face pale as freshly fallen snow, her eyes wide with naked panic.

Yaris “Titan” Morgen stopped in front of the red-haired Lira. Her petite body looked almost comically small compared to his massive frame—like a fragile toy in the hands of a giant. His dark eyes fixed on her with an intensity that penetrated every fiber of her being, like a scalpel slicing through skin. Lira trembled under his gaze, her hands clutching the edge of the padding, knuckles white with tension.

Yaris reached out and placed a hand on Lira’s back. The touch was firm and decisive, leaving no room for resistance—like a brand on her delicate skin. His palm was enormous, covering almost her entire lower back, his fingers spreading across her ribs. She gasped softly but couldn’t pull away, trapped between his hand and the unforgiving bench. His grip tightened, pressing her further down, forcing her into a submissive position, her back arched like a drawn bow. The warmth of his hand burned into her skin, and Alice could see Lira’s muscles tense under the touch.

Alice watched the scene out of the corner of her eye, unable to look away, trapped in a nightmare from which there was no waking. Her heart beat faster as she recognized the inevitability of the moment, like an animal in a trap hearing the hunter approach. The air in the room seemed to grow thicker, heavy with tension and the sickly-sweet smell of fear and sweat. Malik, standing beside her, seemed to savor the tension, absorbing it like a fine perfume. His malicious smile deepened as he watched Yaris, a silent accomplice in this cruel game. His eyes gleamed with perverse anticipation, like a predator waiting for the perfect moment to strike.

“You will obey,” Yaris murmured in a deep voice. His words carried the weight of a command that brooked no contradiction, a force of nature that could not be opposed. They hung heavy in the air, penetrating every corner of the room like a poisonous fog.

Lira swallowed hard and nodded weakly, unable to speak, her voice trapped in her dry throat. The fear in her eyes mirrored the brutal reality she faced—a silent plea for mercy that went unanswered. Her lips trembled as if trying to form words that would never come.

Yaris’s other hand moved to her hair, grabbing a handful. The fiery red strands glowed between his dark fingers like blood. He pulled gently, forcing her head back so she had to look at him, her delicate features contorted with pain and fear. Their eyes met, and a cold shiver ran down Lira’s spine, visible in the trembling that coursed through her body. His fingers gripped her hair possessively, as if he were already claiming every part of her.

Malik stepped closer to Alice, his eyes flashing with sadistic joy like dark jewels. “I’m going to enjoy pumping a bastard into your belly,” he whispered in her ear, his hot breath washing over her sensitive skin like poison. Alice felt a cold shiver run through her body, from her neck to her toes, and bit her lip until she tasted blood to suppress a whimper of fear. The metallic taste on her tongue mixed with the bitter fear rising in her mouth.

The black breeding bull stepped slowly behind her, his presence like a threatening storm at her back. His massive hands hovered briefly over her back before he let his fingers glide lightly over her skin—a false tenderness that only announced the coming brutality. Alice felt his touch like fire on her skin, every nerve fiber in her body screaming alarm. The heat of his palms radiated through her pores, burning into her memory like a brand. Then, without warning, his hand came down hard on her ass, the force of the blow echoing through the room like a whip crack.

Alice flinched as pain shot through her body like lightning, hot and burning. A gasping sound escaped her, half surprise, half pain, as she struggled to maintain her position, her fingers clamped around the handles of the bench. The cold metal cut into her palms—a welcome pain that anchored her in reality.

“Oh, don’t be so squeamish, white whore!” Yaris’s voice was rough and full of contempt, each word like a slap in the face. It echoed off the walls, amplifying the humiliation that already hung in the air like a heavy cloak.

His grip on her hips tightened, forcing her to bend further forward, his fingers digging into her soft flesh and leaving red marks on her pale skin. Alice felt the coldness of the metal frame under her chest and the firm pressure of his hand on her back, inescapable as fate itself. Her nipples touched the ice-cold metal and hardened immediately—another sign of her helplessness.

Malik stepped closer to Lira, watching with a thin smile on his lips, his eyes gleaming with dark desire. “I’m going to break you so badly...” His words were quiet, almost hissing—a promise of pain and humiliation that hung in the air like an evil spell. He licked his lips as if already tasting her suffering.

Lira trembled uncontrollably, her delicate figure shaking like a leaf in a storm. She couldn’t look away from Yaris, hypnotized by the danger he embodied. Her hands gripped the handles of the padding tighter, as if she could hold on to keep from falling into the abyss opening before her. Her knuckles were already white with strain, the skin stretched taut over the bones.

Yaris’s hand wandered back to Alice’s ass and massaged it roughly, his fingers kneading her soft flesh without any gentleness. His grip showed no mercy, only raw dominance and possessiveness. Alice gritted her teeth and tried to suppress the rising panic burning in her throat like acid. Every muscle in her body tensed before the inevitable, like an animal hearing the trap snap shut. His fingers spread across her skin, encompassing her completely, as if he were already taking possession of her.

“Spread your legs, you white piece of trash!” The command came with merciless harshness, his voice cutting through the air like a whip. The words bounced off the walls and seemed to echo endlessly in her ears.

Yaris pulled his hand back and gave Alice another firm slap on the ass. The force made her skin burn and glow red. Pain shot through her body, and a muffled scream escaped her lips, half stifled by her own fear. Trembling, she obeyed, spreading her legs wider, feeling exposed and vulnerable, her most intimate parts laid bare to the cold gaze of the men. The cool air washed over her exposed skin, intensifying the feeling of complete defenselessness.

“That’s better,” he murmured with satisfaction, moving into position behind her. His massive figure cast a shadow over her trembling body. His presence was overwhelming, filling the space behind her completely like a dark wall.

Alice felt the breeding bull's breath on her neck, hot and heavy, like a predator's before the strike. His labored breathing merged with the stifling air, enveloping her like a suffocating blanket. Every moment stretched endlessly in the oppressive silence, torture without end. She could feel his heartbeat against her back, a brutal rhythm that mirrored her own panic.

The silence was broken only by a wet snort, a revolting sound that made Alice flinch, before something warm and slimy hit her pussy lips and oozed down them, thick and nauseating. The moment stretched out, and Alice felt humiliation and disgust churning deep inside her, threatening to suffocate her. The warm liquid dripped slowly down her inner thighs, leaving a sticky trail of degradation.

Yaris's cold smile deepened as he watched Alice's body tense, cruel satisfaction gleaming in his dark eyes. His hand gripped her hip firmly, fingers digging into her soft flesh, while he roughly smeared the slimy secretion over her sensitive skin—another humiliation she had to endure. The pressure of his touch left no room for resistance. His fingers explored her with clinical brutality, and then one slipped inside her, invading her most intimate place without any regard for her dignity. Alice gasped as the thick finger stretched her, her muscles clenching around the intruder.

Next to Alice, Lira screamed—a piercing sound full of agony, as if she'd been impaled—the cry echoing through the room and reverberating off the walls. A fleeting glance revealed what had happened and froze Alice's blood in her veins. Yaris "Titan" Morgen's huge cock had driven deep into the petite woman, a brutal contrast between his massive member and her delicate body. The black breeding bull gave her no time to adjust, taking her without mercy, each thrust another assault on her already tormented body. The sound of flesh on flesh filled the room, a rhythmic slapping that drowned out Lira's desperate screams.

Lira's face contorted with pain and despair, her eyes wide, tears streaming down her cheeks like silver ribbons, while Yaris's powerful hands gripped her hips, forcing her into position for his savage thrusts. His movements were merciless, each one sending waves of agony through her body, making her petite form tremble under the force of his assault. Her screams echoed through the room, a heartbreaking testament to her suffering, yet no one seemed to feel pity—the officers watched with the same emotionless coldness as before. Saliva dripped from her open mouth onto the cushion beneath her.

Alice tried to block out the sounds, to close her mind to the horror unfolding beside her, but it was impossible—like a nightmare from which there was no waking. Every scream from Lira bored deep into her soul, intensifying her own fear, making her tremble inside at what awaited her. Malik stood close, watching the scene with a diabolical smile, his eyes gleaming with perverse joy at the young woman's suffering. His hand was already stroking his erect cock, ready for his turn.

“He's enjoying this,” Alice thought, struggling to maintain control over her trembling limbs, over the storm of emotions raging inside her. Her thoughts raced, searching for a way out, an escape that didn't exist.

Yaris continued thrusting into Lira, his massive body pressing against her petite frame, without regard for her tears or the screams leaving her mouth, as if she were nothing more than an object for his satisfaction. His dark eyes sparkled with sadistic joy, a cold fire that seemed to burn from within. Every movement of his hips was an expression of raw power and dominance, brutal proof of his superiority. Sweat dripped from his body onto Lira's back, mixing with her tears.

“Time for you to get your turn…” Malik growled, positioning his cock at Alice's pussy, the tip of his hard member pressing against her sensitive lips, a harbinger of the pain to come. His hips bucked forward, parting her pussy lips, driving into her with brutal determination that brooked no resistance. Alice clenched her teeth, fighting to ignore the pain shooting through her body like lightning, threatening to burn every fiber of her being. His cock felt like a glowing stake impaling her, stretching her mercilessly as he thrust deeper.

Next to her, Lira screamed again, a heartbreaking sound full of agony and despair, as Yaris rammed his massive cock into her deeper than before, as if he wanted to tear her apart from the inside. Her screams echoed through the room, mixing with the panting breaths of the two men—a cruel symphony of suffering and lust. Malik didn't let it distract him, his dark eyes fixed on Alice with sadistic joy that made her blood freeze. His hands gripped her hips, holding her firmly as he began to move inside her, each thrust another assault on her dignity and body.

“Do you hear that?” he whispered in her ear, his hot breath brushing over her sensitive skin like poisonous fog as he continued thrusting into her, his hard cock filling her in a way that was both painful and inescapable. “Those will soon be your screams too.”

Alice fought against the rising panic that crept up inside her like a poisonous snake. The pain was overwhelming, each thrust a new assault on her body and dignity, yet she forced herself to remain calm, not to break under the onslaught of sensations. Malik moved with brutal precision, each thrust a mixture of agony and humiliation, an expression of his power over her. His fingers dug deeper into the soft flesh of her hips, searching for bone beneath the skin, as if he wanted to possess her from the inside out.

“Feels good, doesn't it?” Malik murmured, tightening his grip on her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh, leaving bruises on her pale skin. His movements became faster and harder, as if he wanted to break every fiber of her being, to reach her innermost self and touch her soul. The metallic taste of blood spread through her mouth where she had bitten her tongue to keep from screaming.

Alice could barely breathe. The pressure inside her was unbearable, each thrust sending a new wave of pain through her body. Sweat ran down her forehead, mixing with the salty tears she couldn't hold back. Next to her, she saw Lira in a state of complete despair and pain, her petite body seeming to break under Yaris's brutal assaults, her eyes empty, as if her mind had retreated to escape the horror. The reality of their situation was crushing and kept slipping away from her, like a nightmare that only deepened with every attempt to wake.

Malik thrust deeper into her, his movements turning unpredictable and violent, like a storm sweeping over her. The scent of his skin, heavy and musky, filled her nose, mingling with the coppery taste of her own fear. “Scream for me!” he commanded, his voice dripping with sadistic pleasure, his eyes gleaming with dark desire.

Alice could no longer resist, the wall of her control crumbling under the onslaught of sensations. A gasp escaped her lips, half pain, half disbelieving moan, as Malik took her even harder, his cock driving deep inside her, touching places that had never been touched. The pain mingled with a dark arousal she barely understood, a betrayal by her own body that filled her with shame. Her nipples had hardened despite everything, despite the humiliation, and she hated herself for it.

Malik laughed softly, a dark, menacing sound, his grip on her hips tightening even further, his fingers digging into her skin hard enough to leave marks that would last for days. “Yes, that’s good... let it all out.” His voice was a hoarse whisper that coiled around her thoughts like a noose.

The words seeped into her thoughts like poison, creeping into the cracks of her crumbling resistance. She felt powerless and exposed under his control, trapped in a vortex of pain and unwanted lust. The brutal reality of her situation was overwhelming, crushing in its inevitability. Her body responded against her will, wetness gathering between her legs, a betrayal that shattered her from within.

Yaris kept up his rhythm, thrusting mercilessly into Lira, his massive body completely dominating her petite frame. Her screams had grown quieter, muffled by exhaustion and resignation, yet they still echoed through the room, leaving no doubt about her suffering. Each thrust was an expression of his dominance and power over her, a brutal testament to his superiority. The sound of their colliding bodies was like wet hands slapping together, rhythmic and merciless.

The minutes dragged like hours for Alice and Lira while the two men found sadistic pleasure in their suffering, each moment an eternity of torment and humiliation. The room filled with gasping breaths, screams, and the sound of flesh slapping against flesh, a cruel symphony of submission. The air hung heavy and stifling, saturated with the smell of sweat, fear, and forced lust.

Malik “Shade” Morgen had the biggest cock Alice had ever felt inside her, a brutal presence that left no room for other sensations. Each thrust filled her completely, driving deep into her womb, an intruder touching her innermost depths. The pain was intense, overwhelming, each movement a fresh assault on her already tormented body, yet he didn’t let up, his pace only quickening, as if fueled by her agony. She felt her muscles clenching around him, an involuntary reflex that only pulled him deeper inside her.

Beside her, Lira gasped for breath, her face contorted with agony, her usually delicate features twisted into a mask of suffering. Drool ran from the corner of her mouth, mingling with the tears on her cheeks. Yaris’s massive body pressed mercilessly against her, each thrust making her petite frame tremble under the force of his assault. Her eyes streamed with pain and despair, her gaze empty, as if her mind had retreated to escape the horror.

Malik tightened his grip on Alice’s hips, forcing her to bend further down, his body completely dominating hers. His movements were brutal and relentless, each thrust an expression of his power over her. The heat of his body burned against her back, his sweat dripping onto her skin like hot tears. “Does that feel good?” he whispered in her ear, his voice dripping with sadistic pleasure, a dark promise of more pain and humiliation.

Alice could barely breathe, each breath a struggle against the sensations flooding her body. The mixture of pain and the feeling of complete fullness paralyzed her thoughts, leaving no room for anything else. Her heart pounded so loudly in her chest that she was sure everyone could hear it. Malik thrust again, even deeper, his dark eyes glittering with sadistic satisfaction as he watched her reaction, every twitch of her body, every suppressed moan.

“That’s good,” he murmured, increasing the tempo of his thrusts, his body slamming rhythmically against hers, a brutal beat that filled the room. Each thrust drove into her womb like a blow, an invasion of her innermost being. The pain mingled with a dark arousal that Alice could barely comprehend, a betrayal by her own body that filled her with shame. She bit her lips until she tasted blood, to keep from screaming—or worse, to keep from moaning.

After a few more thrusts, each harder and deeper than the last, he reached his peak. With a loud roar, Shade emptied himself deep into her unprotected womb, his hot seed flooding her insides, marking her in the most intimate way. Alice felt the scalding flood inside her and could only gasp and throw her head back, her body trembling under the onslaught of sensations. The warmth spread through her like liquid fire, filling every corner of her core. Her legs trembled like aspen leaves, her hands clutching the handles as if they were her only anchor in a storm threatening to devour her.

Malik slowly withdrew, his cock sliding out of her, leaving a feeling of emptiness and a trickle of his seed running down her thighs. The sticky fluid was warm against her skin, physical proof of his dominance over her. A satisfied grin spread across his face, cruel satisfaction gleaming in his dark eyes. He looked down at Alice, who lay beneath him exhausted and humiliated, her body marked by his brutality. “You better get pregnant, you stupid white whore,” he laughed wickedly and stepped aside, surveying his work like an artist admiring his painting.

Beside them, Yaris continued his brutal thrusts, tireless in his dominance. Lira screamed again, a weak, broken sound, as he drove deeper into her, his massive cock seeming to split her petite body apart. His powerful hands held her hips firmly, his fingers digging into her soft flesh, while his body pressed against her with unbroken force, a colossus crushing a fragile bird. Her face was a mask of pain, pale and tear-streaked, her eyes empty, as if her mind had retreated to escape the horror. Blood ran from her mouth where she had bitten her tongue.

Alice lay gasping for breath, her body still trembling from the intense experience, every muscle aching, every fiber of her being shattered. The taste of iron and salt coated her tongue, her lips split and swollen. The sounds of Yaris and Lira’s entwined bodies echoed through the room, refusing to release her—a cruel reminder of the brutality she had just endured. Every sound drilled into her thoughts, amplifying the helplessness, the utter vulnerability.

Shade watched the spectacle before him with sadistic pleasure, his eyes gleaming with dark satisfaction. “You’ll get used to it,” he said coldly, reaching for a cloth to wipe himself off—a casual gesture that only deepened her humiliation. His movements were slow, almost ceremonial, as if savoring the moment of his power over her.

Yaris didn’t let up, his pace quickening, his massive body driving against Lira’s delicate frame with merciless force. Lira writhed beneath him, her screams growing weaker, strangled in her parched throat, her strength fading under the brutal assault. But Yaris’s gaze remained unchanged—hard and determined, without a trace of mercy or restraint in his dark eyes. Sweat dripped from his massive body onto her pale skin, mingling with her tears.

“Finish up,” one of the officers commanded impatiently, his voice slicing through the air like a knife.

Yaris thrust one final time with a force that made Lira’s delicate body shudder, then came inside her with a deep roar—an animal sound of satisfaction. His cum poured into her like a hot flood, filling her to the brim. Her body twitched under the violent pressure of his release, a final rebellion against the brutality, then she collapsed in exhaustion, like a puppet whose strings had been cut. Her breath came in short, ragged bursts, as if she were fighting to stay conscious.

The two men stepped back, their faces radiating satisfaction and triumph, as if they had conquered a particularly difficult task. Yaris stretched his massive body, muscles rippling beneath his dark skin, while Malik stroked Alice’s body one last time—a possessive gesture that completed her humiliation. His fingers were still slick with her juices, and he looked at her with a mixture of possessive pride and contempt.

Alice could barely stand. Her legs were weak and trembling, as if made of rubber. Malik’s cum still dripped from her, a sticky reminder of what had happened. She cast a fleeting glance at Lira, whose face was pale, eyes empty and marked by the torments she had endured. A mixture of blood and cum also seeped from Lira, leaving dark stains on the floor. A silent exchange of compassion and shared suffering passed between the two women—a bond forged through their common ordeal, stronger than any words could express. In this moment of silence between the storms, they both knew they would never be the same again.


Chapter 4

Alice and Lira sat in silence beside each other in the prison dining hall, their faces frozen in shock. The light in the barren room was cold and merciless, deepening the desolation that surrounded them both. Their food sat untouched, the sight alone enough to turn their stomachs. The events in the breeding room had left scars that wouldn't fade easily. The smell of disinfectant and cheap food hung heavy in the air, mingling with an atmosphere of despair. The metallic clatter of utensils and trays echoed through the room, mocking their inability to eat.

Lira wiped her face with trembling hands, but the tears wouldn't stop. Her red hair fell in messy strands around her face, etched with pain and humiliation. Every breath was heavy, every thought overshadowed by what had just happened. The fine freckles on her porcelain skin seemed paler than usual, as if the experience itself had drained the color from her. Her slender fingers clenched around the edge of the plastic plate, knuckles white.

Aiko Nakamura sat beside them, her heavily pregnant figure a stark contrast to her combative presence. Her tattoos shimmered faintly in the pale light as she regarded the two women with a mixture of compassion and defiance. The dragon motif on her back seemed to come alive when she moved, a symbol of her unbending strength against all odds. The thin prison shirt stretched over her swollen breasts, the contours of her pregnancy unmistakable.

“You have to eat,” Aiko said quietly, her voice firm but not unkind. “If you don’t, they’ll force you.” Her hand drifted unconsciously to the nose ring in her right nostril, a gesture she often made when worried. The violet and blue streaks in her black hair sparkled under the artificial light.

Alice slowly raised her head and looked at Aiko. Her green eyes were empty, lost—like two emeralds that had lost their luster. Golden-brown hair hung limply in her face, a sad shadow of her usually vibrant appearance. “How can we just go on after all this?” Her voice sounded hollow, as if every emotion had been drained from her. The dramatic curves of her body, once a symbol of her strength, now felt like a burden.

Aiko sighed deeply and rested a hand on her round belly. The lotus flower tattoo above her navel had stretched with the pregnancy, its original form distorted. “They don’t care about you at all. They only want your bodies—as long as you’re here, they just see temporary hucows.” She cast a hungry glance at the other women’s plates. The sight of the untouched food made her stomach growl; pregnancy had intensified her appetite, and the special diet for “milk cows” was never enough. Her H-cup breasts already ached from the onset of milk production.

Aiko sighed again and pointed to her round belly, clearly outlined under the thin prison shirt. “They send you to the breeding bulls until you’re pregnant and producing milk, whether you want to or not.” Her dark eyes hardened, and the violet streaks in her black hair seemed to glow more intensely. The navel piercing with its delicate pendant glittered faintly, a remnant of her individuality.

Lira stared at her, the words slowly sinking in. Her whole body trembled, the memories of the breeding room still fresh and painful. Her narrow shoulders sagged even further, as if she could barely bear the weight of this reality. The minimalist birdcage tattoo on her wrist seemed to burn—the small escaping bird a cruel mockery of her captivity.

“It’s the reality in here. They won’t stop until they get what they want.” Aiko’s eyes flashed briefly—a glimpse of the old fire that burned within her. “But we can’t make life here even harder by giving up on ourselves.” She leaned forward, and the cherry blossom branch tattoo along her waist became visible as the shirt stretched. The dermal anchor gems on her collarbones sparkled like tiny stars in the darkness.

Alice swallowed hard and looked over at Lira. The uncertainty in her eyes was mirrored in Lira’s. Both were trapped in a hell of pain and humiliation, with seemingly no way out. Alice’s dramatically narrow waist and full bust, which usually drew so much attention, now seemed like a curse—traits that only made her more vulnerable in this system. Her 38-inch bust and 25-inch waist were no longer signs of her beauty, but tools of her oppression.

“How do you do it?” Alice finally asked, breaking the silence. “How can you keep going?” Her hands gripped the edge of the table, knuckles white. Her full lips, once so seductive, trembled with suppressed sobs.

Aiko leaned back, a bitter smile playing on her lips. “I have no choice. This isn’t my first pregnancy, you know? Eventually you just learn to keep going.” She stroked her belly gently, as if to calm herself. The tiger tattoo on her right thigh peeked out from under the hem of the prison shirt—a symbol of her fighting spirit that even here hadn’t been completely broken.

Lira wiped the tears from her face again and took a deep breath. Her hazel eyes searched desperately for an anchor in this storm of horror. “I don’t know if I’m as strong as you.” Her voice was barely more than a whisper, fragile as glass.

“You don’t have to be strong,” Aiko replied gently. “You just have to keep living. One day at a time.” She leaned forward and took Lira’s hand in hers. Her fingers, warm and firm, closed around Lira’s trembling hand like an anchor in a raging sea.

Aiko’s words hung heavy in the air, like an invisible weight pressing on the shoulders of all three women. Alice and Lira stared at her, both unable to put their thoughts into words. The muffled noise of other inmates filtered into the room, a constant reminder of the world they were trapped in. The scraping of chairs on concrete, the clatter of dishes—all sounds of a life that continued even though theirs seemed to stand still.

“I’m a lesbian, but nobody here cares. They sent me to the breeding bulls anyway.” Aiko’s voice was hard, yet wounded. The revelation added another layer of cruelty to what they were all experiencing. Her H-cup breasts rose heavily under the prison shirt as she took a deep breath to control her emotions. The weight of her pregnancy wasn’t just physical—she carried the weight of a rape that had trampled her very identity.

Alice's eyes widened in horror. “But... that's...” she stammered, unable to finish the sentence. Her full lips trembled as she searched for words to capture the injustice. The realization that even sexual orientation meant nothing here made her blood run cold.

Aiko nodded slowly, her dark eyes hardened by memory. “They don't care what we want or feel.” The cherry blossom branch tattoo winding along her waist and hips seemed to fade in the dim light—like hope itself. “They don't see us as human. Just incubators.”

Lira drew her knees to her chest, hugging them tight, as if she could shield herself from the brutal reality. Her hazel gaze turned inward, lost in a labyrinth of fear and despair. Her porcelain skin seemed to grow translucent, as though she were fading before their eyes.

“Eventually you learn to disconnect. To separate body from soul.” Aiko's words were quiet but cut through the silence like a blade. She touched her nose ring—a grounding gesture. “It's like... stepping outside your own body and watching it happen to someone else.”

The words hit Alice and Lira like a slap to the face. The thought of detaching so completely from your own reality just to survive was terrifying—and yet inevitable. Alice's D-cup breasts rose and fell faster, her breathing quickening. Panic crept up her throat like a venomous snake.

“That doesn't mean it's easy,” Aiko added, stroking her belly. The tiger tattoo on her right thigh peeked out from under the hem of her prison shirt—a symbol of her fighting spirit that hadn't been completely broken, even here. “The way I see it, as long as I'm pregnant, I'm safe from the breeding bulls, and the daily milking isn't so bad. It's just the special food that takes some getting used to.” A shadow crossed her face, a brief glimpse of vulnerability behind her hard facade.

“What kind of food?” Lira whispered, her voice barely audible. The fear in her eyes deepened.

Aiko hesitated, her fingers fidgeting nervously with her belly button piercing. “Hormones. Medications. Whatever it takes to boost milk production.” Her voice turned bitter. “They literally treat us like cows. Optimizing our bodies for maximum yield.” The lotus flower tattoo above her navel seemed to pulse as she spoke—a symbol of beauty twisted into something obscene in this hell.

* * *

It was six o'clock when a guard entered Aiko and Alice's cell again, accompanied by two orderlies. Both women immediately assumed their positions. Aiko stood straight and calm, her posture betraying nothing, while Alice still carried a trace of nervousness in her movements. Her fingertips trembled slightly as she tried to mask her fear.

The orderlies stepped forward and began their procedure with the mechanical efficiency of men who had performed these motions hundreds of times. One of them, a young man with an angular face and a hard-set expression, approached Alice. His eyes showed neither compassion nor disgust—only professional detachment. He pulled out a syringe, the cold metal glinting menacingly in the dim light. Without a word, he turned her around and gestured for her to bend forward.

Alice obeyed reluctantly, her hands gripping the edge of the narrow bed until her knuckles went white. Her heart pounded wildly, tension coiling through every fiber of her body. Her golden-brown hair fell across her face as she lowered her head. The thin prison shirt stretched over her curves, fabric clinging to her sweaty skin.

Aiko watched with a mixture of indifference and silent solidarity. Her dark eyes narrowed as the orderly drew closer to Alice. She knew exactly what Alice was going through—had lived through similar moments herself. The helplessness. The humiliation. The feeling of being reduced to nothing but a body. Her tattooed fingers clenched involuntarily into fists, knuckles going white beneath the inked skin.

The orderly positioned the needle and pushed it in with precision, the metal tip piercing Alice's delicate skin with a soft, wet sound. She flinched, a quiet gasp escaping her lips and echoing through the sterile room. The liquid flowed into her muscle, cool and burning at once. The pain was brief but intense—a sharp sting that melted into a dull heat pulsing through her buttock.

The guard stood apart, watching the procedure with cold detachment. His uniform stretched across broad shoulders, the baton and handcuffs on his belt jingling softly with each movement. For him, this was just another routine task in an endless chain of duties. His eyes drifted over Alice's bent form, lingering a moment too long on the curve of her hips before he looked away.

Once the injection was done, the orderly withdrew the needle with a practiced flick and dabbed the site with an antiseptic cloth. The cold, sharp burn of the disinfectant made Alice flinch again. She straightened slowly, feeling the dull ache lingering in her buttock and a slow tingling spreading through her body like poison in her veins.

Moments later, they were alone again, the metallic click of the lock echoing through the cell like a verdict. Alice lay on her uncomfortable bed, staring at the ceiling. The harsh neon light flickered mercilessly, making the bare walls look even more desolate. Fine cracks spread like spiderwebs across the yellowed plaster. The smell of disinfectant and cold sweat hung heavy in the air, mingled with the metallic aftertaste of fear.

Aiko sat on her bed, her tattooed hands resting on her pregnant belly, which swelled visibly beneath the gray prison shirt. The cherry blossom branches along her waist seemed to come alive in the dim light, pulsing with each breath. “May I ask why you're here?” Her voice was calm, almost melodic against the oppressive silence.

Alice sighed deeply and turned to her cellmate. Her green eyes met Aiko's dark ones, and for a moment she felt naked under that penetrating gaze. “I made a mistake...” The words hung heavy in the air between them, bitter as the taste of regret.

Aiko tilted her head slightly, her dark eyes sharp as a predator's. The nose ring gleamed in the neon light like a tiny star against the shadows of her face. “What mistake?” Her voice was neither judgmental nor compassionate—just curious, with a sharpness lurking beneath the surface.

Alice hesitated, searching for the right words. Her full lips opened and closed several times before she finally spoke. The injection site on her buttock still throbbed, a constant reminder of her vulnerability. “I thought I could outsmart the system,” she began quietly, her voice trembling like a leaf in the wind.

Aiko raised an eyebrow, her gaze sharp and attentive. The violet streaks in her black hair glowed like amethyst in the artificial light. She stayed silent, waiting for Alice to continue, her posture betraying nothing but patient curiosity. Her fingers unconsciously traced the lotus flower above her navel—a nervous habit she’d never quite broken.

“I paid someone to keep my name out of the lottery. For a few years I was left alone, but the whole thing got exposed.” Alice’s words hung in the air, heavy as lead. Her hands clenched the thin blanket, the rough fabric scratching her skin. Shame burned in her cheeks like acid.

Aiko leaned back and studied her with a penetrating gaze that seemed to reach into Alice’s soul. “And now you’re here.” It was a statement, not a question. Her voice carried an undertone of dark recognition—she understood the desperation that led to such choices.

Alice lowered her head, feeling shame rise like a hot wave that crept up her throat and set her face burning. Her golden-brown hair fell like a curtain across her face, hiding the tears that stung her eyes. “I was so scared back then… I had to try. The alternative would have been…” She fell silent, unable to finish the thought. The words “Hucow Farm” hung unspoken between them like a curse.

A brief silence followed, broken only by the quiet hum of the fluorescent tubes and the distant jingle of keys in the corridor. Somewhere a woman screamed, the sound swallowed by the concrete walls. Aiko rested a hand on her pregnant belly, which swelled visibly beneath the fabric, and studied Alice thoughtfully. The tattoos on her arms seemed to come alive in the dim light, the tiger on her thigh staring with golden eyes into the darkness. “Could have worked…”

Alice looked up in surprise. The hardness in Aiko’s voice had given way to an unexpected warmth. It wasn’t comfort, but it felt like understanding—a rare thing within these cold walls. She felt something loosen in her chest, a tension she hadn’t even noticed.

“What about you?” Alice finally asked, curious about her cellmate’s story. Her eyes traveled over Aiko’s tattooed body, the provocative piercings, the unmistakable rebellious attitude despite the pregnancy. Even here, in this sterile cage, the Asian woman radiated a wild energy that couldn’t be broken.

Aiko sighed and leaned back against the cold wall. The dragon tattoo on her back seemed to shift beneath the thin fabric, as if the mythical creature lived and breathed under her skin. “I ended up here for theft and resisting arrest.” Her voice was calm, almost indifferent, but something wild flickered briefly in her eyes—a flame that hadn’t yet gone out.

Aiko lowered her gaze, the words coming slowly. “I’m a Hucow descendant… I couldn’t find a job, and somehow I had to make ends meet.” A hint of bitterness edged her voice, sharp as the smell of disinfectant that hung in the cell. Her fingers played with her navel piercing, the delicate pendant catching the light.

Aiko brushed a violet strand of hair from her face and sighed deeply. The movement made the helix piercing on her ear flash like a tiny star. “It was never easy,” she continued, her dark eyes staring into space as if seeing images from another time. Images of empty refrigerators, unpaid bills, closed doors. “No education, no prospects… The system set us up to fail from the start.” Her words echoed off the bare walls, hard and relentless as truth itself.


Chapter 5

Alice woke abruptly as a burning sensation between her legs tore her from sleep. Her breathing was fast and shallow, and she felt the heat spreading like liquid fire through her lower abdomen, slowly consuming her entire body. A large, dark stain stood out clearly on her thin gray prison clothing, the fabric clinging uncomfortably to her skin. Panic rose within her, a painful throbbing in her chest, as her first thought was that she’d lost control during the night and wet the bed.

With trembling, uncertain fingers, she reached down to check and felt the sticky warmth of her own wetness between her thighs. She sighed with relief when she realized it wasn’t urine. But the realization brought no comfort—quite the opposite. This excessive, almost unnatural wetness had to be from the injection she’d been given yesterday. The memory of the needle piercing her arm made her shudder. The metallic taste of fear gathered on her tongue.

Alice sat up and looked around the sparse cell with blurred vision. Aiko was still sleeping on the opposite bunk—or at least pretending to—her black hair with violet streaks spread across the pillow. The silence of the cell felt oppressive, almost tangible, and the gray light of early morning cast long, ghostly shadows on the bare, worn concrete walls. The smell of cold concrete and stale air filled her nostrils, mixed with the sweet, musky scent of her own arousal.

Hesitantly, she placed a hand on her throbbing vulva and felt the unnatural wetness that had long since soaked through the thin fabric of her underwear. The fluid practically dripped out of her, an uncontrollable stream, and her pussy pulsed with a painful, urgent desire she couldn’t suppress. Her labia were swollen, hot and sensitive under her fingertips. The thought of yesterday’s injection and what it was doing to her body filled her with a toxic mixture of fear and disgust. What have they done to me? she thought desperately, as her clit began to throb at the slightest touch.

The hormones raced through her blood like poison, transforming her body into something foreign, uncontrollable. Every movement rubbed the soaked fabric against her sensitive skin, making her flinch involuntarily. She pressed her thighs together, but that only made it worse—the friction sent waves of unwanted pleasure through her lower body.

Just as Alice was trying to sort through her confused, chaotic thoughts, the shrill, piercing morning alarm sounded through the cold corridors of the prison. The deafening signal echoed off the walls, jolting Aiko awake. The tattooed woman sat up with a tired, irritated expression, her pregnant silhouette clearly visible under the prison clothing. Her dark eyes opened slowly, like a predatory cat waking from sleep.

Aiko shot Alice a brief but knowing glance, noticing the large wet stain on her clothing. Her dark eyes narrowed with understanding, and a cynical smile played at the corners of her mouth. “The injection!” she called out over the piercing alarm, her voice rough from sleep. “Apparently they’ve determined you’re fertile right now...” Her words carried a mixture of compassion and resigned bitterness. “Welcome to hell, sweetie.”

Alice nodded silently, lowering her gaze in shame, while the wetness between her legs refused to let up. She pulled her knees to her chest, as if she could hide from what was happening to her. Her cheeks burned with shame, yet her body continued to react with an intensity that frightened her. The heat pulsed between her thighs, relentless and demanding.

“Attention all inmates!” a mechanical, emotionless voice boomed through the speakers. “Prepare for morning inspections!” The words echoed through the cell like a death sentence. Alice felt her stomach clench. The inspections meant hands on her body, fingers that would check her reaction. In her current state, every touch would be torture.

* * *

Alice found herself once again in the breeding room of the prison facility. Today it was noticeably fuller, an amphitheater of humiliation. The stuffy air hung heavy like a shroud over the room, filled with heavy breathing and moaning cries that echoed off the bare concrete walls and mixed into a cruel symphony. The smell of sweat, fear, and forced lust lay like an invisible film on her skin, creeping into her pores and making every breath a reminder of her captivity.

Four women were being roughly taken by breeding bulls, their bodies nothing more than vessels for state-sanctioned reproduction. Alice recognized Yaris “Titan” Morgen among them, a mountain of a man currently fucking a blonde woman whose face she couldn’t make out. His massive hands, large as bear traps, held her hips in an unyielding grip while his enormous cock drove into her relentlessly. The dull slapping of his pelvis against her flesh echoed rhythmically through the room like a primitive drumbeat, setting the pace for the macabre spectacle. The woman beneath him whimpered with each thrust, her fingers desperately clawing at the red fabric of the breeding block, her knuckles white with strain.

Lira Rehfield was being rammed by a breeding bull with long blond hair, his muscular body glistening with sweat in the harsh light of the neon tubes, every contour of his muscles clearly defined. Her petite body trembled under each of his brutal thrusts, her slender frame seeming almost fragile against his massive form. Her face was contorted with pain and shame, hazel eyes wide, yet she didn’t resist. Her fiery red hair stuck to her sweat-soaked face, a flaming monument to her submission, as she endured the procedure—her pale skin in stark contrast to his sun-tanned hands. Alice could see Lira’s slender fingers digging into her own palms, leaving small crescents of pain and silent despair.

Alice took her place at one of the breeding blocks, her movements mechanical, as if she had lost all control over her own body—like a marionette whose strings were pulled by invisible hands. With trembling fingers, she undressed, folding her clothes neatly—a last, desperate gesture of dignity in this undignified situation. The cold draft brushed over her naked skin like icy fingers, making her shudder involuntarily. Then she lay down, pressing her upper body against the faded red fabric of the block. The coldness of the material made her flinch, goosebumps spreading across her naked back, her nipples hardening against the cold fabric. The rough material scratched against her sensitive skin, a constant reminder of her humiliation.

One of the guards opened the heavy metal door with a piercing squeal, the sound slicing through the room like a knife, and the breeding bull Malik "Shade" Morgen appeared once again. His malicious grin, baring his perfect white teeth, made Alice shudder. His eyes, dark as obsidian, glinted with cold sadism as he approached her, each fluid step like a predator circling its prey, every movement calculated and laced with barely contained violence. Alice could feel his presence before he even touched her—a dark aura of power and control that seemed to compress the air around him.

“Well, you white whore, ready for a black baby?” he asked, his voice dripping with mockery, each word like a poisoned dagger driving into her flesh.

Malik grabbed her roughly by the shoulders, his long fingers digging deep into her flesh, and pressed her upper body harder against the breeding block. His grip was painful, his nails boring into her porcelain skin and leaving crescent-shaped marks, small seals of his dominance. The heat of his hands burned against her cool skin, a contrast that made her flinch. With a quick jerk, he spread her legs wider apart, forcing her into an even more vulnerable position, and knelt behind her, his dark skin in stark contrast to her paleness, like ebony on ivory. She felt the warmth of his body behind her, a threatening presence that crushed any thought of escape.

“Today I'm going to ride you properly,” he whispered into her ear, his voice a threat, his hot breath brushing her neck like a poisonous wind that made her skin crawl. His lips nearly touched her earlobe, an intimate gesture that made her recoil in disgust.

Alice closed her eyes and tried to think of something else—anything to escape the impending torture. She imagined a peaceful place far away from here, a beach perhaps, with gentle waves and warm sand beneath her feet, but reality refused to be pushed aside, crashing back with brutal force. Malik's hands wandered over her hips, possessive and demanding, tearing her from her daydreams.

“Ha, your pussy's gushing like a waterfall today! Can hardly wait to get fucked by a black breeding bull!” His words lashed at her like a whip, intensifying her shame, each syllable another blow against her already battered dignity. Alice bit the inside of her cheek, tasted metallic blood on her tongue—a small pain to drown out the greater one.

Malik reached for his stiff cock—an impressive size that Alice could see from the corner of her eye, dark and menacing—and positioned it at her entrance. She felt the hot tip against her wetness, an unwelcome harbinger of what was to come. Without warning, he thrust into her, hard and merciless, his flesh parting hers with brutal efficiency, filling her completely. Alice bit her lip until she tasted blood to keep from screaming, her body tensing under the sudden invasion, every muscle clenching in defense. The pain was sharp and piercing, cutting through her like a white-hot blade.

“Someone's pussy is particularly greedy today! You white sluts are all the same—you love black cock once you've had one!” His words echoed in her head as he found his rhythm, each thrust deeper and harder than the last, a relentless invasion of her body. The sound of their bodies colliding mingled with the other sounds in the room, forming a perverse symphony of submission.

Malik grabbed Alice roughly by her golden-brown hair and pressed her harder onto the buck while he thrust forcefully into her. His grip was like an iron clamp, and the sharpness of his movements made her scalp burn, individual strands tearing painfully from their roots. The injection she'd been given yesterday continued working through her system, a chemical fire flowing through her veins, slowly but surely undermining her will. A warm tingling spread through her lower belly, and the coldness of the breeding block seemed to fade, as if her body were being heated from within—a blast furnace of forced lust.

Today the sex was noticeably more pleasant than yesterday—a frightening realization Alice tried to suppress, but which stubbornly forced its way into her consciousness. The brutal hardness of his thrusts felt less painful, as if an invisible hand were dampening the pain and transforming it into something else, something forbidden and terrible. Something like lust began rising in her, reluctant yet unstoppable—her own body betraying her mind. Her body responded to Malik's assault with a warmth she could barely suppress; her hips moved involuntarily toward him, seeking more contact, more friction, more of everything. The realization that she was feeling pleasure filled her with a shame that cut deeper than any physical pain.

“Do you feel that?” Malik's voice was a dark whisper in her ear, intimate and threatening at once, his breath hot against her sensitive skin. “Your body can hardly wait for me to shoot a bastard into you.” His free hand wandered over her side, stroking her ribs with a perverse tenderness that made her shudder.

His words fell on deaf ears, but the drug's effect grew ever more pronounced—a fog enveloping her senses, dissolving her inhibitions like morning dew in the sun. Alice felt her muscles relax and her breathing deepen, her ribcage rising and falling in a hypnotic rhythm, her full breasts rubbing against the rough fabric of the breeding block. Every movement sent small waves of sensation through her body, a confusing mixture of pain and unwanted lust. Her body seemed to cooperate against her will, absorbing Malik's movements and responding as if he were a welcome intruder rather than an instrument of her oppression—a traitor in her own flesh.

Malik tightened his grip in her hair, pulling her head slightly back, her neck arching in an elegant bow, tendons standing out like the strings of a taut instrument, and forced her to meet his rhythmic thrusts. Her full lips parted slightly, and a soft gasp escaped her—a sound that surprised her and filled her with shame. She couldn't control what her body was doing, could only watch as it submitted to his control.

“Yes, that's good,” he murmured with satisfaction, his voice a deep rumble she could feel down to her bones, vibrating through her entire body. His other hand slid over her hip, leaving burning traces on her skin, marking her as his property.

Alice tried to distract herself, to focus on something else—the cracked ceiling with its moisture stains that looked like abstract art, or the sounds of the other women around her, whose fates were so similar to her own—but it was futile. The mixture of pain and unexpected lust overwhelmed her, leaving no room for rational thought, only pure sensation. Each thrust drove her deeper into a vortex of confusion and forced arousal, until she no longer knew where her body ended and his control over her began.

Malik drove into her harder still, his breath growing ragged, an animalistic panting that heated the air between them like forge fire. The injection had made her body more receptive, sensitized every nerve ending to the extreme, and against her will Alice felt a pulsing desire deep within her—a hunger she couldn’t control, devouring her from the inside. It was a desperate feeling of powerlessness and at the same time an involuntary reaction to the chemical influence taking over her body like a parasite. The drug had stripped away her natural defenses, left every nerve vibrating like an exposed wire, turned every touch into an electric shock.

His hand slid from her hair to her narrow waist, then to her hip, gripping her firmly, his fingers digging into the soft flesh, leaving impressions that would still be visible hours later. The grip was possessive, territorial, as if he were burning his claim into her skin. “Get ready, slut!” he whispered again with a dark intensity that sent a shiver down her spine—a mixture of fear and forbidden anticipation. His voice was like molten metal, hot and corrosive, burning itself into her consciousness.

Alice could only endure as her body continued to react to Malik’s relentless assault, each thrust leaving an echo inside her that triggered both pain and a forbidden lust eating through her veins like poison. Her fingers clawed at the cold metal of the breeding block, seeking purchase in a world spinning around her like a carousel of flesh and desire.

His thrusts grew hastier, more demanding, losing their calculated precision to become a wild storm of flesh and lust, a hurricane threatening to consume her. It was obvious he was racing toward his climax, his body tensing like a spring stretched to the breaking point, every muscle defined beneath his gleaming dark skin. Sweat beaded on his forehead and dripped onto her back, each drop a hot stamp of his exertion. Malik’s grip on her hips tightened, his fingernails digging deep into her soft skin, leaving red crescents as proof of his possession, markings of his territory. His heavy breathing echoed through the room, mixing with the sounds of the other couples—an obscene orchestra of human degradation, a cacophonous symphony of flesh and lust.

“Ready for my load, slut?” His voice was rough and strained, barely more than an animalistic growl rising from deep in his chest. The words came through clenched teeth, each syllable a warning of the storm to come.

The large, muscular body of the black breeding bull pressed harder against Alice’s back, his weight pushing her deeper into the breeding block, forcing the air from her lungs. His skin was slick with sweat, sticking to hers like a second skin, fusing them into a single panting mass. His movements grew more irregular but more powerful, like a storm reaching its peak, a thunderstorm on the verge of breaking. Each thrust drove his massive cock deep inside her, all the way, as if he wanted to reach her womb, as if he wanted to plant himself directly into her innermost being. Alice felt his body tense, the muscles in his arms turning to steel beneath his smooth dark skin. His veins stood out like ropes beneath the surface, a network of pulsing power.

“I’m going to pump you so full you’re guaranteed to get pregnant,” he growled through clenched teeth, each word both a promise and a threat, an oath he intended to fulfill. The thought of his seed inside her, of the life that could result from it, sent a new wave of desperation washing through Alice.

The drug in her system made Alice feel each of his thrusts intensely, as if her nerve endings were exposed, every sensation amplified to the point of being unbearable. Her body reacted involuntarily to his brutal movements, her inner muscles contracting around his shaft, massaging him, as if she had lost control, as if her body were a willing tool in his hands. The chemical manipulation had made her a perfect vessel, ready and receptive to everything he wanted to give her. Malik’s breathing grew even heavier, almost animalistic, a sound more wolf than human, a growl from a more primitive time.

Two or three more seconds, then he was there. Malik’s body tensed like a bow, his breath caught, and a guttural sound escaped his throat—a primal cry of satisfaction that echoed through the room. Alice could feel the pulsing sensation of his cock deep inside her, the hot flood of his seed shooting into her like a burning stream, a lava flow that scorched everything in its path. The heat spread inside her like liquid fire, filling every corner of her with his essence. Her muscles twitched involuntarily with each surge he pumped into her, her body taking what he gave without her being able to prevent it, a passive vessel for his seed. She felt his cock pulsing inside her, emptying itself, filling her with his seed, as if she were nothing more than an incubator for his offspring.

The world around Alice seemed to stand still in that moment, broken only by the panting breath of the man behind her and the muffled sounds of the other couples in the room—a surreal tableau of flesh and lust, a painting in the colors of shame and degradation. The air was thick with sweat and the scents of human mating, a biting cocktail of bodily fluids and broken dreams.

Finally Malik released her, his hand sliding from her hip, his grip loosening, leaving red impressions as a reminder of his presence, like brands on her skin. His fingers had dug deep impressions into her flesh, small craters of possession that would still hurt days later. He withdrew from her, leaving behind an uncomfortable feeling of emptiness, as if a part of her had gone with him, and stepped back to admire his work, like an artist contemplating his latest masterpiece, satisfied with the result of his labor. Alice felt the mixture of shame and relief as reality returned, the fog of the drug slowly clearing, leaving her with the cold truth of what had happened. Her legs trembled slightly and her body felt strangely empty without him; an echo of his presence lingered, a phantom of his invasion. His seed slowly ran out of her, a warm, sticky trail of degradation flowing down her inner thighs.

A guard with an expressionless face stepped forward, his features a mask of indifference, and gestured briefly for her to get up and dress, as if what had just happened was nothing more than a routine procedure, a banal administrative act. His eyes were empty, emotionless, as if he had seen this scene a thousand times and had long since become numb to human suffering. Alice nodded silently and stood up slowly, her legs still unsteady, like those of a newborn foal. Her knees almost gave way under the weight of her exhaustion and shame. She gathered her clothes and dressed hastily, glad to leave this place as quickly as possible, even though she knew she would return tomorrow—an endless cycle of degradation. The fabric of her clothing felt rough against her oversensitive skin, every fiber a reminder of what she had endured.

Her gaze drifted back to Lira, whose petite body still trembled under the thrusts of the blond breeding bull. His lean, muscular body glistened with sweat, each movement a demonstration of his strength and endurance as he continued his work with methodical precision, like a watchmaker assembling an intricate mechanism. The red-haired woman looked so small beneath him, so fragile, as if one wrong thrust could shatter her. Alice felt genuine pity for the red-haired woman, whose delicate figure seemed so lost beneath the man's massive body.

Lira's face was a mask of pain and involuntary pleasure, her eyes closed as if trying to dream herself somewhere else. She hadn't had it easy these past two days. First that monster “Titan” with his inhumanly large cock that had nearly torn her apart, and now this blond bull who seemed to have endless stamina and showed no signs of finishing anytime soon—a tireless piston in a human machine. His movements were rhythmic, mechanical, as if he were a machine programmed to take and give without regard for the fragile creature beneath him.


Chapter 6

The weeks that followed passed much like the ones before. Alice and Lira were sent to be bred every day. Over time, it became somewhat easier, and a kind of routine set in—a cruel normalcy that felt almost numbing in its consistency.

Every morning began the same way: the shrill blare of the wake-up alarm cutting through the darkness like a knife, followed by the groping, possessive hands of the guards during morning inspection. The men ran their fingers over the women's curves, checking breasts and thighs with clinical indifference. Alice felt her nipples tighten under the guards' cold fingers, an involuntary reflex that filled her with shame every time.

The metal shackles cut into her wrists as she forced herself to hold still. The women tried to preserve their dignity while submitting to inspection, eyes fixed rigidly on the ceiling, jaws clenched. Alice's gaze, emerald green and unyielding, kept meeting Lira's hazel eyes, and both recognized the silent understanding that had developed between them—a wordless solidarity that meant more than any spoken comfort.

The breeding room was always the same: cold metal furniture creaking under their weight, the acrid smell of disinfectant and sweat, the relentless, mechanical thrusts of the breeding bulls, whose faces blurred into a single anonymous mask of lust. Alice had learned to shut off her thoughts, to focus on the rhythm and let the chemistry in her body take over. The drug pulsing through her veins made it more bearable, almost surreal.

The pain became dull waves of sensation that rolled over her and ebbed away, like tides on a deserted beach. Her ample breasts bounced in rhythm with the thrusts, the heavy globes of flesh trembling with each movement, taut and swollen from constant use. Her golden-brown hair stuck to her sweat-drenched forehead, salty drops running down her temples and mixing with the tears she could no longer hold back.

The breeding bull's massive body pressed her into the metal table, his hands digging into her hips, leaving dark fingerprints on her pale skin. Alice bit her lower lip, tasted blood, as his enormous cock drove deep into her. Her thighs trembled around his waist, muscles cramping with each brutal thrust. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the sterile room, underscored by his grunts of satisfaction.

Lira, with her petite body and fiery hair, did her best to follow Alice's lead. She bit her lips until small drops of blood beaded, holding on, her slender fingers clamped desperately around the edges of the metal table. Her small breasts bounced with each hard thrust from the man above her, pink nipples stiff from cold and unwanted arousal. Her pale skin, threaded with fine veins, seemed to grow even paler, almost translucent, yet her eyes held a spark of determination that refused to die. She moaned softly as the breeding bull pushed deeper into her, her tight opening stretching painfully around his thick shaft.

After each session, the women helped each other to their feet, their movements slow and careful, as if their bodies might break at any moment. The sticky mixture of semen and their own juices ran down between their thighs, dripping onto the cold floor and leaving glistening trails of their humiliation. They gathered their clothing from the hooks on the wall, crumpled scraps of fabric that smelled of institutional laundry, and dressed in silence. The coarse fabric chafed their sore spots, each movement a reminder of what they had just endured. There was nothing more to say; their bodies spoke for them—in bruises, in reddened skin, in the slight trembling of their hands.

During breaks in the dining hall, they sat together at one of the sparse tables and tried to eat as much as they could. The food was bland and functional, but it was nourishment, and their bodies needed the energy. Alice chewed mechanically at the tasteless mush while her thoughts drifted. The nausea she'd been feeling in the mornings lately made eating a torment, but she forced herself. Her breasts strained painfully under the thin fabric of her prison jumpsuit—they'd grown heavier in recent weeks.

Aiko, with her rebellious tattoos and growing belly, often joined them and spoke in hushed tones. Her piercing dark eyes fixed on the guards with undisguised contempt as she whispered stories of humiliations survived, of small victories in a system designed to break them. “The pigs want to see us break,” she murmured, stroking her rounded belly. “But we're stronger than they think.” These stories gave Alice and Lira a strange kind of comfort—the certainty that survival was possible, even when the spirit was shattered and the body used up.

The monotonous days passed in an endless loop of inspections, breedings, and breaks. The lights in the corridor always flickered in the same pattern, casting dancing shadows on the bare walls that seemed like ghosts of their lost freedom. The guards' voices merged into a single threatening hum, interrupted only by the clinking of keys on their belts and the echo of their heavy boots on concrete. Each day so closely resembled the one before that they barely knew what day of the week it was.

Only the slow changes in their bodies—the increasing sensitivity of Alice's full breasts, which now ached at the slightest touch, the slight rounding of Lira's previously flat belly, now visible beneath her jumpsuit—indicated that time was passing, inexorably and indifferently. Their periods had been absent for weeks, silent testament to the success of this perverse system.

* * *

It was the middle of the night when Aiko's labor began. A soft moan escaped her lips as she writhed on the hard mattress, her tattooed body seized with pain. The thin prison blanket slipped from her arched belly as another contraction coursed through her—an invisible vise wrapping around her insides and slowly tightening. Alice woke, alarmed by the sounds beside her, moonlight falling through the barred window and casting ghostly shadows on the damp cell wall.

“Aiko?” she whispered, sitting up, her golden-brown hair falling in a disheveled mess around her face. The metallic taste of fear settled on her tongue.

Aiko's face was contorted with pain, beads of sweat glistening on her forehead like tiny diamonds in the dim light. The violet streaks in her black hair stuck to her skin, dark and damp. “The contractions...” she managed, clutching her belly, her knuckles white while her nose ring shimmered in the faint light. Another cramp coursed through her, and she clenched her teeth until her jaw ached.

Alice jumped out of bed, thoughts racing, her voluptuous figure clearly outlined beneath the thin nightgown. The cold linoleum under her bare feet made her flinch. “I'll get help,” she said, hurrying to the cell door. She pounded on the cold metal until her palms hurt and turned red, calling out for the guards, her voice echoing through the silent corridor like a desperate cry for help in a tomb.

The minutes stretched like taffy, each second marked by Aiko's stifled moans echoing through the damp, cold air of the cell. The smell of sweat and fear mingled with the ever-present stench of prison disinfectant. Finally, a surly guard appeared with a flashlight, its harsh beam blinding Alice and making her squint. “What's going on?” he growled, his breath reeking of stale coffee and cigarettes—a repulsive cloud that made Alice gag.

“Aiko's in labor! She needs a doctor!” Alice's voice was shrill with panic, her green eyes wide and pleading. Her breasts ached under the thin fabric, her milk letting down instinctively in response to the stress.

The guard grimaced, distrust and reluctance plain in his tired eyes, as if she were just another bothersome disruption to his routine. He keyed his radio, the crackle of static cutting through the tense silence like a knife. After several agonizing moments, two nurses in sterile white uniforms appeared, followed by a gray-haired doctor carrying a worn leather bag. They entered the cell with professional composure, the sharp smell of antiseptic mingling with the musty cell odor to create a surreal atmosphere of medical sterility amid the decay.

“Let me take a look,” the doctor said, kneeling beside Aiko. His hands were cool and dry as he carefully palpated her belly, his fingers gliding over the lotus flower tattoo at her navel. Aiko flinched at the touch as another pain shot through her like lightning. The doctor nodded to the nurses, his face serious and focused. “It's starting. We need to move her immediately.”

Aiko breathed heavily, clinging to one of the nurses' hands, her knuckles white with strain. Her usually rebellious demeanor had crumbled under the pain. Her dark eyes, normally sharp and piercing, were now clouded and wet. “It hurts so much...” A sob escaped her, raw and unfiltered.

“That's normal,” the nurse said soothingly, stroking Aiko's hand—a rare moment of human warmth in the cold prison environment. “We're taking you to the delivery room now. Everything will be fine.”

Together, they lifted Aiko onto a squeaking metal stretcher, the rusty sound echoing through the cell. They wheeled her through the dark corridors of the prison, their footsteps bouncing off the bare concrete walls. The dim neon lights flickered overhead, bathing everything in a ghostly, unsteady glow. The echo of their steps faded as the heavy security door clanged shut behind them—a final, metallic sound that left Alice alone.

Alice had to stay behind in the cell, alone with her worry and the sudden, crushing silence. The air seemed to grow thicker, heavy and stifling. Her full breasts ached under the nightgown, her milk letting down in response to the emotional stress, beginning to drip. She pressed her arms against her chest, feeling the moisture seep through the thin fabric. The hours crawled by like thick syrup, with no news of Aiko. Sleep eluded her for the rest of the night. The flickering ceiling lamp cast dancing shadows on the walls—her only companion as she sat on the hard bed, staring at the bare, graffiti-covered walls: silent witnesses to countless prisoners' fates, immortalized in crude letters and desperate symbols.

When the morning alarm sounded, shrill and merciless as a siren's screech, everything proceeded as usual. Alice rose heavily, her limbs stiff from sitting so long and from the night's tension. She slipped into her coarse, washed-out uniform, which strained over her curves and chafed at the sensitive spots. The fabric was rough against her skin, a constant reminder of her captivity. The routine ground on like relentless clockwork, indifferent to the inner turmoil she was experiencing—a cruel contrast to the life-changing events of that night, which hung over everything like a bad dream.

* * *

Alice felt restless as she stood in line for breakfast. The noise of the other inmates droned in her ears—a chaotic orchestra of clattering cutlery, rough voices, and shoes scraping on concrete. The sharp clang of aluminum on aluminum cut through the air like knife blades as the women jostled their trays. But her thoughts circled only around Aiko. The uncertainty gnawed at her like a hungry animal. How had the birth gone? Was the baby alive? Was Aiko okay? The prison staff's persistent silence only made her more nervous with each passing minute.

The smell of rancid grease and overcooked oatmeal hit her nostrils, mingling with the acrid disinfectant that soaked the floors. Alice felt her stomach clench—not from hunger, but from the raw fear spreading like acid through her guts.

As the trays were being handed out, Alice balled her trembling hands into fists and finally gathered the courage to approach one of the guards. The woman had a face like chiseled granite, deep furrows between her eyebrows, and a voice that sounded like she'd been gargling gravel for years. Her uniform strained over a sturdy torso, and the key ring on her belt clinked with every movement like a warning.

“Excuse me, can you tell me how Aiko Nakamura is doing?” Alice's golden-brown hair fell across her face as she ducked her head slightly. Her voice trembled despite her efforts to sound calm.

The guard scrutinized her with a look colder than the prison walls in winter, then snorted contemptuously through her narrow nostrils. Her eyes narrowed to slits, as if Alice were a bothersome insect. “No idea. Stop asking questions.”

Alice felt a heavy lump forming in her throat. Her heartbeat quickened, pounding against her ribs like a caged bird. Heat rose to her cheeks as her palms grew sweaty. She didn't want to give up, couldn't give up. “Please, I'm worried about her. She's my cellmate.”

The guard shoved the tray into her hands with such force that some of the watery porridge sloshed onto Alice's wrist. The sticky mass was lukewarm and smelled like cardboard. “Shut up and eat your breakfast. There's no special treatment for friends here.” The words dripped from her lips like poison.

With trembling hands, knuckles white with tension, Alice took the tray and sat down at one of the metal tables. The cold metal bit through the thin fabric of her uniform, making her flinch. The smell of lukewarm oatmeal wafted up, carrying that unmistakable hint of institutional routine. Her stomach cramped. Not a single bite would get past the knot in her throat. Her ample chest rose and fell with heavy breaths as her thoughts circled around Aiko like caged birds.

Around her, the other women chewed mechanically, their faces blank as masks. The rhythmic smacking and swallowing filled the room with a nauseating soundtrack of resignation. Alice stared at her porridge, which had already formed a thin skin, and felt her stomach turn.

Later that day, during yard time under a gray sky that hung over them like a prison blanket, Alice tried her luck again. Wind whipped through the high walls, carrying the smell of rust and damp concrete. She approached another guard with cautious steps—a younger man with freckles and eyes not yet hardened by prison routine.

“Excuse me,” she began, her voice barely above a whisper amid the harsh sounds of the yard. “Do you know anything about Aiko Nakamura? She went into labor last night and was taken away.”

The guard frowned, his gaze sweeping nervously over the yard as if checking whether any colleagues were watching this forbidden exchange. His hand twitched near the baton on his belt, and Alice could see sweat beading on his forehead despite the cool air. “I haven't heard anything,” he murmured, his voice barely above a whisper. “But I can ask around. No promises.”

Alice nodded gratefully, a tiny spark of hope flickering in her chest like a match struck in total darkness. She stepped back into the crowd of inmates milling around the yard or whispering in small groups, their bodies wrapped in identical gray uniforms that hid their individual curves—except for Alice, whose dramatic hourglass figure transformed even the shapeless prison overalls into something tailored. Minutes stretched into hours, seconds crawling like exhausted insects across the concrete, but the guard never returned.

Her breasts strained under the coarse fabric, heavy and full, a constant reminder of her physical burden. Every step brought the weight, the pull in her back, as she wandered among the other women like a ghost.

That evening, when the corridor lights had dimmed and shadows stretched longer, she asked about Aiko again—this time approaching a nurse with tired eyes and a stained uniform during the medical check. The woman reeked of cheap perfume and cigarettes, a combination that made Alice gag.

“Excuse me,” Alice said, her voice small and hesitant. “Can you tell me how Aiko Nakamura is doing? She had her baby.”

The nurse shook her head without looking up, scribbling something on her worn clipboard. Her lips pressed into a thin line, the wrinkles around her eyes deepening with fatigue and indifference. “No information for you,” she replied curtly, her voice dry as sandpaper. “Next.”

Head bowed and heart heavy, Alice returned to her now-empty cell. Helplessness overwhelmed her like a suffocating blanket. The silence where her cellmate should have been weighed heavier on her shoulders than any physical burden as she sat on her hard cot and stared at the cold, indifferent walls, covered with scratches and traces of past despair.

The mattress creaked under her weight, and the musty smell of unwashed bedding filled her nostrils. Aiko's bed across from her was neatly made, the blanket pulled tight, as if no one had ever slept there. Alice's eyes burned, but the tears wouldn't come—as if the prison had dried up even her ability to cry.

Without answers, without certainty, without the familiar sound of her cellmate's breathing, the night felt endless—a black hole threatening to swallow all hope.


Chapter 7

Three days had passed since Alice last saw Aiko. Three endless days where every hour stretched into an eternity. She'd received no information about her condition. The guards stayed stone-silent, their faces masks of cold indifference. Lira hadn't learned anything new either, despite careful inquiries among the other inmates. Rumors buzzed through the cells like poisonous wasps—some claimed Aiko was in solitary confinement, others whispered of worse.

So both women could do nothing but carry on with their daily routine. The uncertainty gnawed at them like a hungry parasite, especially Alice, who worried about her friend. At night she lay awake staring at the damp concrete walls while Aiko's laughter echoed in her memories. But in the sterile brutality of prison life, there was no room for sentimentality—weakness here was treated like a disease that had to be eradicated.

Alice stood in the breeding room, legs spread, bent forward, feeling the familiar cold of the metal block against her palms. The smell of disinfectant and male sweat hung heavy in the stuffy air. Her breasts, heavy with milk, hung down and pressed against the cold steel. Each breath made her sway slightly, the tension in her thighs already burning. Then “Titan” approached her. The young woman trembled at the sight of him, her heartbeat pounding so loud in her ears she thought he must hear it. Until now she’d been spared him—a small mercy in this nightmare. That would change today. A cold shiver ran down her spine as his massive figure loomed closer, and goosebumps rose across her skin.

Yaris “Titan” Morgen dominated the room with his sheer presence like a predator marking its territory. His steps echoed on the concrete floor, each footfall a promise of coming brutality. His dark eyes fixed on Alice as if she were prey he’d already killed—cold, calculating, dehumanizing. He stepped closer, his massive body casting a shadow over her that threatened to swallow her whole. Alice could feel the heat of his skin before he even touched her. The air around him seemed to vibrate, charged with violence and relentless dominance. The smell of leather and male aggression filled her nostrils.

“Are you ready?” His voice boomed through the room like a thunderclap, deep and threatening. The words ricocheted off the bare walls, echoing endlessly.

Alice felt her knees go weak, as if the blood were draining from her legs. Her throat tightened. “Yes,” she whispered, barely audible, her voice almost failing her. The word came out like a breath, fragile and fearful.

“Louder!” Yaris’s hand shot forward like a snake, roughly grabbing her chin, forcing her to look him in the eyes. His fingers dug into her soft skin, leaving red marks instantly. Pain shot through her jaw, and she felt her teeth pressing against her tongue.

“Yes!” Alice called out louder now, fear making her voice tremble like a leaf in a storm. A satisfied grunt came from Yaris, an animal sound from deep in his chest, before he released her. His fingerprints still burned on her skin like brands.

Yaris’s grin spread across his face like a dark cloud, baring his teeth in a perverse parody of joy. He stepped behind Alice, his movements fluid as a predator’s. His hand stroked possessively along her hips, the touch rough and demanding, before gripping them firmly. “My brother says your pussy is one of the best in the prison. Can’t wait to try it myself!” His words were raw, brutal, constricting Alice’s throat like an invisible noose.

Alice felt his hot breath on her neck, moist and heavy, reeking of cigarettes and something sickeningly sweet. Her body froze with fear, every cell screaming for escape. Every muscle was tense, as if it would tear at any moment under the strain. She couldn’t move, couldn’t even breathe properly. Her lungs felt filled with lead. His presence behind her was crushing, like a predator about to strike. The warmth of his massive body seeped through her skin, making her sweat and freeze at once.

Yaris laughed softly, a menacing sound that echoed through the room like the growl of a hungry animal. “Trembling won’t help you,” he growled, pressing her even tighter against him. His huge body dominated her completely, his hands encircling her waist effortlessly, as if she were a doll. Alice felt every inch of him pressed against her back, the sheer mass threatening to crush her.

“Please…” The word escaped Alice’s lips in a barely audible whisper, quiet as the rustling of dry leaves. But she knew there would be no mercy. In his eyes, she was just flesh, an object for his satisfaction. Her tears began to flow, leaving salty trails on her cheeks.

“Don’t worry,” Yaris said mockingly, bending closer, his weight pressing on her back. “When I’m done with you, you’ll be so stretched out that the other bulls won’t be a problem for you anymore!” His hot breath brushed against her ear, making her shudder. His lips almost touched her skin, and she could feel the moisture of his tongue.

His hands slid over her back, fingers spreading possessively along her spine before gripping her shoulders firmly. With a violent pull, he drew her even further forward, forcing her to bend deeper still. The position was humiliating and painful, her spine arching at an unnatural angle. But Yaris didn’t care. He positioned her like a doll, without regard for her comfort or dignity. Her heavy breasts now hung free, milk dripping slowly onto the cold floor.

“Stay still,” he commanded, his voice icy, letting his hands slide down her body. Alice felt his rough fingers, exploring and possessive, moving over her skin like a buyer examining goods. She felt the calluses on his hands, the roughness of his skin against her softness. His fingers left red traces on her pale skin.

Alice's trembling intensified as Yaris readied himself. Her teeth chattered uncontrollably. She knew exactly what was coming. She'd seen what he'd done to the other women—how brutal and ruthless he'd been. Their screams still echoed in her memory. Her fear gave way to a paralyzing helplessness that spread through her veins like ice. She was at his mercy, with no way out, no hope. Her hands clenched around the edges of the metal block.

Yaris's grip on her hips turned iron-hard, his fingers digging so deep into her flesh they would leave bruises. As he positioned himself, Alice felt the heat and size of him against her buttocks. “I hope for your sake,” he whispered in her ear, his breath hot and damp, “that you live up to my brother's description.” His fingers pressed even deeper into her skin, already leaving dark marks like brands of ownership.

With a violent, merciless thrust, Yaris entered her. Alice screamed in pain and humiliation, the sound tearing from her throat like the howl of a wounded animal. It felt as though her body was being torn in two, ripped apart from the inside.

Yaris was indeed a giant, larger and thicker than any breeding bull Alice had experienced before. His enormous cock drove deep into her, and the pain was unbearable—a burning, tearing sensation that shot through her entire lower abdomen. It felt like being fisted, like her body was being split open. No room for adjustment or preparation—he took her without consideration, without mercy. Her insides cramped, her breath caught, and black spots danced before her eyes.

His hips moved with the precision of a jackhammer, mechanical and relentless. Each thrust was hard, unyielding, and powerful, stealing her breath. Alice could only gasp, her screams drowned out by the thundering noise of their bodies colliding. The rhythmic slapping of flesh on flesh echoed through the room like a perverse drumbeat, mixed with his satisfied grunts and her strained cries of pain.

With one hand he gripped her neck firmly, his fingers encircling her throat like a vise, forcing her head down. The other pressed her back relentlessly onto the metal block beneath her, the cold surface cutting into her skin. He suppressed her every movement, eliminated every possibility of escape. She was completely at his mercy, a toy in his massive hands. Her arms trembled under the weight of her upper body.

Alice's face contorted with pain and humiliation, her features twisted in agony. She clenched her teeth, desperately trying to hold back the tears, but her body no longer obeyed her. It was pointless. The tears streamed down her cheeks, mixing with the sweat on her skin and dripping onto the cold floor. Her golden-brown hair stuck to her damp face, loose strands hanging in her eyes.

“Feels good,” Yaris grunted behind her, his voice rough and full of contempt. His words dripped with scorn. “You're a horny little slut.” Each word struck like a whip, hitting her soul and leaving deep wounds.

Alice couldn't respond. Her breath came in ragged gasps, her body trembling under the brutal assault like a leaf in a hurricane. Every fiber of her being screamed in agony. Her hands clawed at the fabric beneath her, knuckles white. The pain between her legs was so intense she thought she would pass out.

Yaris's grip on her neck tightened as he increased his pace, his fingers pressing against her windpipe. “I can understand why my brother is so obsessed with knocking you up,” he growled in her ear, laughing mockingly. The sound was cold and cruel. His grip constricted further, making breathing even harder, and she gasped for air like a drowning person.

Alice had no control over her body anymore, no way to fight the inevitable. She was just an object in the hands of this monster, reduced to her most basic function. Her consciousness began to fade, the world around her blurring into a fog of pain and humiliation. The sounds grew muffled, as if she were sinking underwater.

“Just like that,” Yaris murmured with satisfaction, ramming himself even deeper into her, his movements becoming more brutal, more animalistic. “This is your place—a piece of fuck meat for my pleasure.” His words echoed in her head, burning themselves into her memory like brands. With each thrust she felt another piece of her dignity die, felt herself becoming more and more what he called her.

Alice silently thanked the daily injection that made the sex more bearable the longer it lasted, despite everything. The initial pain slowly gave way to a dull numbness as the drug began to work. Her senses dulled, the horror of the moment dissolving in a fog of lust and exhaustion. The chemicals flooded her body, numbing the pain while intensifying every sensation.

Yaris, relentless as a storm, exploited every second of her increasing weakness. His thrusts remained powerful and merciless, but Alice's body reacted less violently. The drug allowed her to suppress the pain and focus instead on the unwanted pleasure rising within her. A treacherous warmth began to spread through her lower abdomen.

Her breathing grew heavier, mixed with soft moans that escaped her throat. The pain faded, replaced by reluctant arousal. Yaris's touch felt less brutal now, more like a force that dominated and controlled her body. Her mind rebelled against the sensations, but her body betrayed her.

Yaris noticed the change in her and laughed softly. “See? It's not so bad,” he said roughly, picking up his pace again. His hands wandered over her body, exploring every curve, every inch of her skin.

Alice felt her body responding to him, even though she hated it. She could no longer control the flood of sensations; the drug made her receptive to every touch, every thrust. Her head sank forward, her breath quickening. Her breasts swayed in rhythm with his thrusts, her skin glistening with sweat.

“That's good,” Yaris grunted with satisfaction, gripping even tighter. “You belong to me.” His words were like a brand, burning into her consciousness.

Alice’s eyes squeezed shut, tears streaming down her cheeks. A battle raged inside her between despair and the rising desire the drug stirred up. Her body no longer obeyed her will. Her muscles tensed involuntarily, her inner walls clenching around his massive shaft.

Yaris’s movements became faster and harder. The room filled with his ragged breathing and the sound of their bodies colliding. Alice’s own sounds mixed into the symphony—muffled and full of shame. Her moans grew louder, betraying her.

In one final act of resistance, Alice tried to distract herself, to think of something else. But the drug’s fog wouldn’t let a single clear thought through. She was trapped in a whirlpool of pain and pleasure. Her body now moved in sync with his, as if it had developed a will of its own.

Finally, she felt Yaris’s grip loosen, his breathing heavier and more ragged. He was getting close. His movements became erratic, more urgent.

Alice clung to the one feeling of relief—that it would soon be over. But part of her, the part controlled by the drug, yearned for more, wanted to reach the peak.

By now, the breeding room had almost completely emptied. Besides Titan and Alice, only two other couples remained. Rhythmic moaning and the sounds of skin on skin filled the room as Yaris continued thrusting tirelessly into Alice. His grip on her hips was relentless, as if determined to possess her completely. The smell of sweat and sex hung heavy in the air.

Alice tried to look away from the other couples, but the scene around her was inescapable. One couple beside them—a muscular woman and a burly man who was just as brutal as Yaris. The woman beneath him had turned her head to the side, her eyes empty, seeming trapped in a world of pain and resignation. Her hands clawed at the surface beneath her, knuckles white.

The other couple was hardly better off. The man had his partner in a position similar to Alice’s, and her stifled screams echoed through the room. It was a picture of complete submission, reflecting the grim reality of their situation. The woman, a petite brunette, had given up fighting and let the humiliation wash over her.

Yaris leaned over Alice, his breath hot and heavy on her neck. “Ready for today’s load?” he asked, mockery dripping from his voice. His teeth grazed her earlobe, another sign of his dominance.

Alice could only nod, unable to speak. Her throat was dry with fear and exhaustion. She felt like a doll in his hands, her every movement dictated by him. Her lips were cracked, her mouth parched.

“Good,” Yaris growled with satisfaction, increasing the tempo one last time before hitting his peak. His muscles tensed, his body going hard as steel.

His massive body tensed, every muscle seeming to harden as he rammed into Alice. His hands dug deeper into her hips, and a deep, primitive grunt escaped his throat. The world around them seemed to blur as he exploded deep inside her with one final, brutal thrust. His seed shot into her in hot spurts, filling her completely.

Alice felt the hot flood inside her and couldn’t help but whimper softly. Her body trembled uncontrollably, exhausted and overwhelmed by the sensations. Yaris held her for another moment before slowly pulling back and releasing her. His breathing was heavy and ragged. A thin trickle of his essence ran down her leg.

“That was good,” he murmured with satisfaction, slapping her roughly on the back the way you’d praise an animal.

Alice remained bent over for another moment, unable to move. Her entire body ached, and the mixture of disgust and reluctant relief left her dazed. Her legs trembled, threatening to give out beneath her. Her head spun as she tried to process the reality of what had just happened.


Chapter 8

Alice noticed it first in her breasts. An unfamiliar tension, a pulling sensation that spread through her chest and crept into her daily life like a quiet warning. Her nipples had become so sensitive that every touch made her flinch. Even the rough prison shirt brushing against her skin sent painful waves through her body. This was new. Unfamiliar. Disturbing.

Her breasts felt heavier, as if growing fuller with each passing day. The familiar weight of her D-cup was gone, replaced by a taut fullness that stretched her skin to the breaking point. When she moved, she felt the unfamiliar weight tugging at her body, changing her posture. The golden-brown strands of her hair stuck to her neck with sweat as she tried to find a position that eased the constant pressure.

At night she tossed and turned on her hard cot, unable to find restful sleep. The thin pillow offered no comfort, and the mattress seemed to grow harder with each passing day. Her breasts ached with every movement, as if invisible hands were squeezing them. Mornings brought waves of nausea, a creeping sickness that choked her and killed her appetite. The smell of the prison breakfast—bland oatmeal and lukewarm coffee—made bile rise in her throat. Her stomach felt bloated, heavy and foreign, as if someone had placed a stone deep in her gut.

The metal mirror in her cell showed her the daily changes. Her once-perfect hourglass figure was beginning to transform. The narrow twenty-five-inch waist that had created such a dramatic contrast with her full hips was starting to disappear. Her hands glided over the familiar curves, feeling the change beneath her fingertips. The physical symptoms intensified each day, as if her body wanted to remind her constantly of what was happening inside.

During one of the regular examinations in the sparse infirmary, her suspicion was confirmed. The doctor, a gaunt man with an emotionless expression and deep wrinkles around his eyes, glanced at the data on his tablet and gave a brief nod. His thin fingers tapped mechanically on the screen while the cold fluorescent light gleamed off his bald head. The smell of disinfectant burned in her nose, mixing with the metallic taste of fear on her tongue.

“You’re pregnant,” he said curtly, without even looking up. No emotion in his voice, not a trace of compassion. The words fell like stones into the sterile room. The hum of the fluorescent tubes above them suddenly became deafening.

Alice felt a cold shiver run down her spine, pooling at the back of her neck before creeping into every fiber of her body. Her fingers gripped the edge of the examination table, the cold metal cutting into her palms. The world seemed to spin, her green eyes losing focus for a moment. “And now?”

“Your medical monitoring will be stepped up,” he said indifferently, making notes on his tablet. The sound of his tapping fingers echoed through the room like drops on stone. “You’ll receive additional vitamins and regular checkups. Weekly blood tests. Monthly ultrasounds.” His voice was monotonous, as if he were reading off a shopping list.

Conversations with the staff remained clinical and distant. The female guards occasionally shot her pitying glances, but no one acknowledged the inner torment Alice was going through. Their eyes slid over her as if she were just another object in this system of concrete and steel, just another body fulfilling a function.

In the days that followed, the feeling of helplessness grew overwhelming. Alice felt trapped in a body she could no longer control. Every glance in the scratched metal mirror of her cell showed her the growing signs of pregnancy—the rounding curve of her belly, the swollen breasts that grew heavier and ached when she walked. Her golden-brown hair lost its shine, and dark shadows formed under her once-bright green eyes.

The prison shirt stretched tighter across her chest each day. What had once fallen loosely over her curves now clung to her skin like a second skin. She could feel the fabric rubbing against her swollen nipples, turning every movement into a small torture. At night she lay awake, feeling her body change, feeling new curves form that she didn’t want.

Inside, Alice fought against the idea of involuntarily bringing a new life into this bleak environment. The thought tore apart her sense of self, made every second of her existence unbearable. The gray walls of her cell seemed to close in, crushing her. Claustrophobia crept up her throat, slowly choking her. She couldn’t grasp that her body had been turned into a tool, that something so personal and intimate had become clinical routine, just another item on the checklist of daily prison life.

The cold detachment of the medical monitoring only intensified this feeling. The weekly examinations were torture—cold instruments and indifferent glances. The metal of the speculum burned like ice against her skin while unfamiliar hands probed her body as if it were the property of the state. No warm hand on her shoulder, no comforting word—only cold metal and cool glances, the scratching of pens on paper and the monotonous hum of the air conditioning.

Alice sat in her cell, staring at the bare wall and feeling the life growing inside her. A life she didn’t want, that had been forced upon her. A life in a body she barely recognized anymore. Her once-narrow waist, which had curved so gracefully into her full hips, was gradually disappearing beneath the growing roundness. Her hands wandered over the changed landscape of her body, feeling the unfamiliar terrain of swellings and new curves.

Her thoughts wandered to Aiko. How had she felt when she found out about her first pregnancy? Had it been even harder for her because she was a lesbian? Alice imagined Aiko’s tattooed skin stretching over a growing belly, the cherry blossom motifs on her hips expanding to make room for the unwanted life. The dragon tattoo on her back must have distorted as her body grew.

Aiko had always seemed so strong and unshakable. Her defiant gaze, her rebellious attitude, the way she held her head—all of it spoke of an indomitable will. The violet and blue streaks in her black hair had seemed like war paint, a visible sign of her resistance against the system. But behind this facade there must have been moments of despair. Alice remembered the conversations she’d had with Aiko before she disappeared. The directness with which Aiko had spoken about her situation, the unyielding look in her dark eyes—all of it revealed an inner strength that Alice admired and now missed terribly.

But what lay hidden beneath that surface? Had Aiko been torn up inside when she found out she was pregnant? Had she felt just as helpless and powerless as Alice did now? Had she lain awake at night, hand on her belly, wondering how she could ever love this child? The questions tormented Alice as she tried to put herself in Aiko's place, picturing the other woman's dramatic curves and rebellious aura. She imagined how Aiko's H-cup breasts had strained against the prison shirt, how her nipple piercings had rubbed against the rough fabric.

She thought back to when Aiko had told her about her first pregnancy. They'd been sitting in the prison library, surrounded by the smell of old books and the dim glow of fluorescent lights. The musty scent of paper and dust had filled their nostrils as they talked, hidden among the tall shelves. Aiko's words had been brief, almost emotionless, but Alice could sense the pain behind them. “It's not easy,” Aiko had said, glancing down at her rounded belly showing beneath the orange prison shirt. “But you get used to it. The body keeps going, even when the mind doesn't want to.”

Alice closed her eyes and tried to imagine what it must have been like for Aiko. The realization that her body would carry a life she didn't want—a life born from something forced on her. How had Aiko managed to hold onto her identity while her body changed? How had she reconciled being a lesbian with being pregnant? Her navel piercing with its delicate pendant must have stretched as her belly grew, the skin around the jewelry pulled taut as a drum.

Alice opened her eyes and looked down at her own belly. The curve wasn't visible yet, but she knew it was only a matter of time. Her fingers traced the slight swell, feeling the warmth of her skin through the thin fabric. How would she deal with this? How could she bear this burden? The thoughts spun in her head like an endless carousel, dizzying, inescapable. Her green eyes filled with tears, and she blinked them away.

“Aiko,” Alice whispered into the silence of her cell, her voice barely more than a breath in the crushing loneliness. The words left her lips like a prayer, lost in the cold air. “How did you do it? How did you keep your pride?”

No answer came. Only the cool silence of the prison enveloped her, broken by the distant clang of metal doors and the occasional shouts of guards. The echo of her own words rang in her ears, a lonely sound in the emptiness. Alice placed a hand on her belly and felt the slight curve beneath her fingers. An uninvited guest in her body, one that would change her life forever. The warmth of her palm seeped through the fabric, and she wondered if the life inside her could feel this touch.


Chapter 9

Alice settled into a new routine—the regular, mechanical milking of her breasts. Every morning and evening, she was led into a bare room, its sterile atmosphere making her shiver each time. Fluorescent tubes on the ceiling cast harsh white light against the bare concrete walls, leaving her skin looking pale and sickly. The smell of disinfectant stung her nose, mingled with the sweet-metallic scent of her own milk that already seemed to cling to the very pores of the walls.

The cold metal fittings of the milking machine, clamped to her swollen breasts, felt like another mark of her dehumanization. The metal was so cold it burned against her skin before slowly warming. The suction cups enclosed her engorged nipples like greedy mouths, the silicone sticky and moist from cleaning fluid. Her pregnancy was still in its early stages, but they had already begun preparing her voluptuous body for this task—her once-normal breasts had swollen to a frightening cup size from hormones and treatments. The skin stretched taut over the swollen flesh, crisscrossed with bluish veins that pulsed like maps of her humiliation beneath the translucent surface.

The process was mechanical and emotionless. The machine hummed to itself, a monotonous drone that burrowed into her bones and vibrated there like a bad dream. The rhythmic sucking motions pulled at her sensitive nipples with cold precision, a relentless beat threatening to drown out her heartbeat. Alice sat on a hard chair, its metal edge cutting into her thighs, her gaze fixed on the gray floor. Her golden-brown hair fell like a protective curtain over her face, though it couldn't hide the burning shame that reddened her cheeks.

The minutes dragged on endlessly, each second a small death of her dignity. With every passing moment, she felt emptier, more distant from her own body, as if her soul were being sucked out through the transparent tubes. Sometimes she flinched when the machine pulled especially hard and an unexpected gush of warm milk flowed from her overstimulated breasts. The sound—a soft splashing in the sterile containers—made her shrivel inside. I'm a cow, she thought, and the thought burned into her consciousness like acid. A damn milk cow.

The procedure left deep marks on her psyche. Each time the machine went through its cycle and the transparent container slowly filled with her creamy-white milk, Alice felt another stab of humiliation. The sight of her own milk collecting in the cold glass containers made her stomach turn. Her body was no longer her own; it belonged to the system now, which used it like a machine, like a cow being milked. The physical tightness of the metal clamps on her sensitive breasts, pressing deep into the soft flesh and leaving red marks, was nothing compared to the emotional weight she carried. Her nipples were sore and swollen, the skin around her areolas reddened and irritated from the constant manipulation.

Outwardly, Alice seemed to accept this new reality. She followed instructions without resistance, bared her heavy breasts without hesitation, and submitted to the procedure like a docile puppet. Her movements had become mechanical, rehearsed like a perverse dance of submission. Her green eyes, once lively and expressive, now looked dull and apathetic, like green glass that had lost its fire. But inside, a silent battle raged. Thoughts of her past and dreams of freedom began to recede further and further as the days repeated themselves, like footprints in sand washed away by the tide.

As the machine continued its work and the steady sucking filled the room, Alice's thoughts sometimes drifted to moments from her past. The laughing faces of her friends, warm sunlight on her skin, the sense of being in control of her own life—all of it felt so distant and unreal now, like a fading dream. The warmth of a summer breeze on her skin, the taste of freedom on her tongue, the way she had once thrown her head back and laughed—everything blurred into hazy memories that dissolved further with each passing day. Each day she felt the warm heaviness of her milk-filled breasts, it became harder to remember who she had once been. Who was I?, she sometimes asked herself, but the answer disappeared into the monotonous hum of the machine.

The milking machine hummed on, steady and relentless, the sound of the pumping mechanics mixing with the soft dripping of milk. Drop after drop collected in the containers, each one further evidence of her degradation. The warm liquid steamed faintly in the cool air of the sterile room. And so Alice sat there, her narrow waist in sharp contrast to her oversized breasts, trapped between the mechanical routine of her new daily life and the quiet rebellion of her inner self—a rebellion that seemed to grow weaker with each drop of milk extracted from her body. Her hands lay motionless in her lap, fingers cramped, as if trying to hold onto the last remnants of her humanity.

* * *

At lunch, Alice and Lira sat next to each other at one of the narrow tables in the dining hall. The room was filled with a dull murmur, the other inmates eating in silence or speaking in hushed tones. The guards watched everything from the corners of the room, their eyes cold and vigilant, like predators waiting for a misstep. The neon light above hummed monotonously, bathing everything in a pale, clinical white that made the women's skin look bleached and sickly.

Alice pushed her fork around the bland food and looked at Lira, whose face showed a mixture of exhaustion and resignation. Fiery red curls fell into her face as she mechanically took one bite after another. Her delicate fingers clutched the utensils with a tension that betrayed her inner restlessness. The metal had grown warm under her grip, and Alice could see her knuckles standing out white beneath the pale skin.

“How was it today?” Alice asked quietly, the words barely more than a whisper. Her golden-brown hair was woven into a simple braid that fell over her shoulder, emphasizing the dramatic curves of her body—curves that couldn't be hidden even under the gray institutional clothing. The uniform strained over her swollen breasts, the fabric fighting against the unnatural proportions of her altered body.

Lira shrugged, her hazel eyes flicking briefly to the guards before dropping back to her plate. “Same as always. Nothing's changed,” she murmured, the bitterness in her voice unmistakable. A slight tremor ran through her slender body as she set down her fork and closed her eyes for a moment. The metallic taste of the cheap utensils still seemed to linger on her tongue.

Alice nodded slowly. She knew exactly what that meant. Every day, Lira was taken to the breeding room to be mounted by the bulls. Yet despite everything, she still wasn’t pregnant. Whether that was a blessing or a curse, neither woman could say. Fate seemed to play by its own rules in this cruel game. Alice felt her stomach clench at the thought of Lira’s daily torment—a cold knot of compassion and helplessness.

“Sometimes I wonder if it would be better... if it finally happened,” Lira said suddenly, her voice brittle as thin ice. Her pale skin looked almost translucent in the cold light of the dining hall, the bluish veins at her temples clearly visible. She rubbed her arms as if she were cold, even though the stuffy air was oppressively warm.

Alice looked up and saw tears shimmering in Lira’s eyes, small crystals of despair gathering in the corners. “Maybe then it would finally stop,” she added, hastily wiping away a tear as if even this small weakness was a transgression. The salty taste lingered on her fingertip, bitter proof of her desperation.

Alice placed a hand on Lira’s slender arm, squeezing gently. The warmth of her touch contrasted with the coldness surrounding them. Beneath her fingers, she felt Lira’s muscles tense, then slowly relax. “Maybe,” she whispered back, “but maybe not.” The uncertainty hung heavy between them, an invisible burden pressing down on their shoulders.

Alice lowered her gaze, took a deep breath, and began to speak. The air tasted of disinfectant and the greasy smell of kitchen food. Her green eyes darkened as she formed the words. “Being hooked up to the milking machine every day feels like endless humiliation,” she said, her voice quiet and heavy as lead. “It’s like I’m losing my humanity piece by piece, like sand slipping through my fingers.”

Lira watched her attentively, her eyes full of compassion, a silent refuge amid the harshness of their surroundings. The freckles on her cheeks seemed to fade in the pale light. Alice continued, choosing her words carefully, as if one wrong word could shatter something inside her. “The sound of the machine, the rhythmic hissing and sucking, is unbearable. It drills into my head, day after day. Sometimes I hear it at night when I’m trying to sleep. It’s not just the physical pain—it’s the feeling of total helplessness. Sometimes I think I can’t take it anymore, that something inside me is being torn apart.”

Alice pushed her tray aside and reached for her water bottle. The plastic was warm and sticky from the humid air. Her hands trembled slightly as she unscrewed the cap. “But the worst part is when the machine tries to extract milk and nothing comes,” she continued. “Dry milking is torture. My nipples burn and ache for hours afterward, like they’re being pierced with red-hot needles. The skin gets rough and raw, and every touch—even the fabric of my uniform—feels like fire. It’s a constant reminder that my body doesn’t belong to me anymore. It’s just a tool.”

Lira nodded with understanding and placed a hand on Alice’s shoulder. Her delicate fingers tensed as if trying to absorb some of her friend’s pain. The warmth of her palm seeped through the thin fabric of Alice’s uniform. “How are you coping with the physical changes?” she asked gently, her voice a fragile thread in the silence between them.

Alice closed her eyes for a moment, as if she needed to gather her thoughts, to look deep inside herself for the answer. Behind her closed lids, the neon light danced in reddish patterns. “It’s strange,” she began hesitantly. “My body is changing so fast, like it’s slipping away from me. My breasts have gotten huge—heavy as lead and constantly aching. They feel tight and swollen, like they have a life of their own. Sometimes I wake up at night because the weight is so unfamiliar I can’t sleep on my stomach anymore. The skin stretches uncomfortably, and the stretch marks spread like little rivers across my skin—reminders of how foreign my own body has become.”

She opened her eyes and looked directly at Lira, her gaze intense and penetrating. The green of her eyes seemed to have darkened, as if the pain itself had changed their color. “Sometimes I feel like a vessel, a tool with no will or purpose,” she said quietly, each word an admission that cost her strength. “Like I’m nothing more than a container for milk. A farm animal. The guards look at me like I’m not even human anymore—just merchandise. But then I remind myself that I’m still Alice—even when it’s hard to believe, when my reflection looks like a stranger and my body changes shape every day.”

The two women sat in silence while the words hung in the air, heavy and meaningful. For a moment, the dining hall faded into insignificance against the pain and despair Alice had just revealed. The clatter of cutlery and the muffled voices of the other inmates became distant background noise. Somewhere, a faucet dripped in a steady, hypnotic rhythm.

“We have to stay strong,” Lira finally whispered, squeezing Alice’s hand tighter, her delicate fingers intertwining with Alice’s. Their palms were damp with tension, but the touch was warm and comforting. This simple gesture held more comfort than a thousand words ever could. The rough skin of her fingertips told its own story of hard work and deprivation.

Alice nodded slowly, the tears in her eyes replaced by a determined look—a spark of resistance in the darkness of her situation. She felt something tighten in her chest, a small flame of hope that refused to die. “Yes,” she answered quietly, her voice steadier now. “We have to. As long as we don’t give up, they haven’t won. As long as we can still feel, as long as we can still cry, we’re still human.”


Chapter 10

Alice sat in the cold, sterile room where she was milked. The monotonous hissing and sucking of the milking machine filled the room like a mechanical heartbeat. She had grown accustomed to the regular, rhythmic sensation her enormous breasts endured every six hours, though it never became any less humiliating. The transparent suction cups gripped her swollen nipples tightly, while her golden-brown hair fell partially across her face. The sweat on her forehead had long since dried, leaving salty traces on her flawless skin. But today, everything would be different.

The air smelled of disinfectant and the sweet, warm scent of her own milk collecting in the tubes. Her bare feet touched the ice-cold tile floor, and she felt her toes curl from the cold. The metal harness pressed against her narrow waist, while her wide hips rested firmly in the padded chair.

Suddenly she felt an unfamiliar pulling deep in her chest, as if something inside her was breaking open. A burning pain spread like liquid fire through her breasts while the machine continued its rhythmic, merciless work. Her nipples felt like they were on fire, red and hypersensitive against the relentless suction of the plastic cups. The pain grew more intense, pulsing through her entire upper body until it was almost unbearable. A stifled scream escaped her full lips, echoing off the bare walls.

Her fingers dug into the armrests of the chair, her knuckles white with tension. The leather creaked under her grip. Sweat beaded between her shoulder blades, collecting in the hollow of her spine. Her heart hammered so loudly against her ribs that she was certain the attendants must be able to hear it.

Then it happened. Warm liquid suddenly shot from her breasts—not in the usual steady flow, but in powerful spurts that filled the milking machine's containers within seconds. Alice stared in disbelief at the transparent tubes now filling with her creamy-white milk, faster than ever before. The shock of the sudden let-down mixed with a deep sense of humiliation that made her stomach cramp. Her full I-cups trembled with each new spurt, the weight of her breasts pulling at her shoulders and making her back ache.

The milk was warm, almost hot, and she could taste its sweet flavor in the air. The sound of the rapid flow was different—more urgent, almost greedy, as if the machine was demanding more from her than she had ever given. Her legs trembled uncontrollably, and she pressed her thighs together to hide the telltale shaking.

The staff around her barely reacted to the event, as if it were routine. An attendant in a white coat cast only a fleeting glance at the rapidly filling containers and noted something on his clipboard before turning back to other tasks, his footsteps echoing on the linoleum floor. The pen scratched across the paper, a harsh, impersonal sound. To them, Alice was just another number in the system, a source of milk—Production Unit 0122, as it said on her wristband. The plastic band cut slightly into her wrist, a constant reminder of her new identity.

She heard the muffled murmur of the attendants, their voices sounding like white noise in her ears. “Production increase of thirty percent,” one of them said casually, as if discussing the weather. The words hit her like blows, each syllable another nail in the coffin of her humanity.

Alice fought against the tears that burned in her green eyes and moistened her long lashes. The physical pain gradually subsided, but the humiliation burrowed deeper into her consciousness. She couldn't believe that her once-familiar body with its dramatic hourglass figure now belonged completely to this machinery, that it was now nothing more than a means of production, a biological factory.

Her lips were dry and cracked, and she licked them nervously, tasting the salt of her own tears. The taste reminded her of who she had once been—a woman with a name, with dreams, with a future. Now she was just a body that produced milk, her breasts heavy and full like overripe fruit waiting to be picked.

She felt completely dehumanized, as if the last remnant of her identity was being siphoned off by the sucking tubes. The reality of her physical transformation hit her with full force—her already ample breasts had swollen into gigantic, milk-filled spheres that constantly dripped and ached. Every drop of milk pressed out of her was further proof of her lost autonomy, another piece of herself taken from her.

The cold crept into her bones, making her shiver despite the warmth radiating from her swollen breasts. She could hear the hum of the ventilation fans above her, mixing with the rhythmic suction of the machine into a hypnotic melody. Her breathing grew shallower, and she felt her ribs pressing against the harness with each breath.

As the machine continued working and extracting her milk, Alice stared into the void, her gaze fixed on a spot on the opposite wall. Her thoughts were a tangle of pain and despair, interrupted by occasional waves of intense sensation when a new surge of milk shot through her breasts. In that moment, she recognized how deeply she was trapped in this system—a system that ignored her suffering and reduced her to nothing more than a resource, a living container.

The spot on the wall was brown and irregular, probably caused by moisture. She imagined how it had formed, how the water had slowly seeped through the wall, layer by layer, until it left this ugly blemish. Just like herself—slowly changed, disfigured, until nothing remained of her original self.

The minutes passed agonizingly slowly, marked by the steady dripping of milk into the nearly full containers, and with each hiss of the machine, it became clearer: She was no longer Alice, the free woman she had once been, with dreams and ambitions. She was now a true temporary hucow, reduced to her biological function, her identity drowned in liters of white liquid.

The ticking of a wall clock somewhere in the room counted down the seconds, each beat an echo of her pounding heart. Her wrists ached from the tension, and she felt small muscle cramps spreading through her arms. The air was stuffy and warm despite the cold emanating from the walls, and she longed for a breeze, for anything that would remind her that there was a world beyond this sterile prison.

* * *

When Alice returned to her cell, she noticed the change immediately. Aiko Nakamura, her cellmate, sat on the bed. Aiko looked exhausted, her usually rebellious appearance pale and worn. Dark shadows under her eyes spoke to whatever ordeals she must have endured. The tattoos on her skin, normally so vibrant, seemed faded, as if the system had drained the color from them too. The dragon on her back looked sunken, the cherry blossom branches at her waist wilted.

“Aiko...” Alice whispered, uncertain how to react. Her hands clenched involuntarily in the rough fabric of her prison clothes. The air in the cell reeked of disinfectant and carried the metallic tang of despair.

Aiko raised her head slowly, her eyes as penetrating as always, but this time there was a heaviness in them that made Alice shudder. The violet and blue streaks in her black hair hung limp, as if even her rebellion had surrendered. “Hey,” was all she said, attempting a weak smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. Her voice came out hoarse, as if she hadn’t spoken in days.

Alice sat carefully on the edge of her own bed. The metal creaked under her weight, a familiar sound in the oppressive silence. The cold frame seeped through the thin fabric of her uniform, making her shiver. “How are you?”

“As you can imagine, not great.” Aiko leaned against the wall behind her bed and sighed deeply. The cold concrete seemed to absorb her warmth, as if the prison wanted to drain the last of her energy. Her fingers played nervously with the dermal anchor on her collarbone, an unconscious reflex that gave away her inner turmoil.

“This time was really hard.” Aiko ran her hand over her flat stomach, her fingers gliding gently across the skin as if searching for something no longer there. Alice noticed how Aiko’s hand trembled—a weakness she had never seen in her rebellious cellmate before. Aiko breathed deeply, as if trying to forget the past months. Her eyes sought Alice’s gaze, serious and knowing. “I see you’re pregnant.”

Alice nodded, placing a protective hand on her rounded belly without thinking. The movement was instinctive, maternal. Beneath her fingers, she felt the life pulsing within her, warm and vulnerable. “Five months along, but that can wait! How did it go for you?”

Aiko shrugged, as if trying to shake off the burden. The metal of her piercings glinted dully in the cell’s weak light. Her nose ring caught the pale glow and cast small shadows on her sunken cheeks. “It was hell,” she began, briefly closing her eyes to gather her words. The silence stretched between them like a taut wire.

Aiko let her gaze rest on Alice, her dark eyes examining her cellmate’s pregnant body with a mixture of compassion and resignation. A shiver of foreboding ran down Alice’s spine. “After the baby was born, they only let me keep it for a few days,” she began, her voice hollow, as if she were trying to suppress her feelings. “I wasn’t even allowed to hold it properly. They took it away from me, and I never saw it again.” Her fingers clawed into the thin mattress until her knuckles went white. The ink of her tattoos seemed to blur under the taut skin.

Alice looked at Aiko, the pain in her eyes a mirror of her own. The thought of such a separation made her stomach clench. Her own baby moved at that moment, as if sensing the threat in the air. “That’s terrible,” Alice whispered, placing a hand on Aiko’s arm and feeling the tattoos beneath her fingertips. The skin felt cold, as if all life had drained from it.

Aiko nodded silently before continuing. A hint of bitterness played at the corners of her mouth. The metallic taste of memory seemed to numb her tongue. “Then the next nightmare began. Three times a day we have to report for milking. It’s so monotonous, always the same routine.” She swallowed hard, as if each word were a burden. “You sit there, the machines suck you dry, and you feel like a lifeless shell. It’s degrading and painful, but after a while you don’t feel anything anymore.” Her hand drifted to her full breast without thinking, as if she could still feel the cold grip of the machines. Her navel piercing glittered faintly beneath the rough fabric of her uniform.

Alice could hardly believe what she was hearing. The thought of Aiko—so strong, so independent—reduced to such a state was heartbreaking. The room suddenly seemed narrower, the walls closer. The air grew thicker, heavier, as if it were stealing their oxygen. The faint hum of the fluorescent tube above them swelled into a penetrating drone in her ears.

“And the mother ward...” Aiko sighed deeply, her gaze lost in the distance, as if she could see through the concrete walls. Her eyes took on a glassy look, as if she were slipping into another world. “It’s even worse there than here. Everything is so gray and monotonous. The other women are like ghosts; every day is the same, without hope or change.” A single tear rolled down her cheek, catching the pale light of the cell. “The dreariness pulls you down and you feel lost. You fight against it, but eventually you just give up.” The fire that usually blazed in Aiko’s eyes seemed to have dwindled to a weak flame.

Alice felt powerless against her cellmate’s words. She could hardly imagine how anyone could survive under such conditions. Her golden-brown hair fell into her face as she lowered her head. The sweet smell of her own fear rose in her nostrils, mixing with the sterile stench of the cell.

“There’s no joy there,” Aiko said quietly, her voice broken. The piercings in her ears glittered in the light as she shook her head. Her movements seemed mechanical, as if she had forgotten how to react like a human being. “No color, no laughter—just the endless milking and the empty faces of the other mothers. The guards treat you like livestock, not like a person.” Her voice broke on the last words, and Alice saw Aiko’s jaw tense, as if she were fighting back a scream.

Alice could only nod, her thoughts racing with horror and pity for Aiko and all the other women in the mother ward. The reality of her situation grew clearer with each passing moment, like a heavy stone pressing on her chest, stealing her breath. Her baby moved restlessly in her belly, as if sensing its mother’s despair.

“I don’t know how much longer I can take this,” Aiko added, looking directly into Alice’s eyes. In that moment, she wasn’t the rebellious, fearless woman Alice had met, but just an exhausted soul at the end of her rope. The tiger tattoo on her thigh seemed to blur beneath the thin fabric, as if even the wild animal within her had surrendered.

Alice wanted to say something comforting, but the words wouldn’t come. Instead, she squeezed Aiko’s hand tighter, trying to summon her own strength in this hopeless place. The warmth of her touch seemed to cut through the prison’s cold for a moment. Beneath her fingers, she felt Aiko’s pulse—weak but steady, a defiant sign of life.

The silence between them was heavy, filled with unspoken pain and the quiet solidarity of two women facing an inhuman system. Outside, keys clinked—a guard making his rounds, a constant reminder of the walls surrounding them. The sound echoed through the corridors like the ticking of a clock counting down their remaining time. Alice felt her hand tighten instinctively around her belly, as if she could protect her unborn child from the fate Aiko had endured.


Chapter 11

The daily milking had settled into a relentless rhythm. Alice felt like part of the machinery, her body systematically exploited with no regard for her feelings. Every morning she sat in the barren milking chamber, surrounded by cold steel and the monotonous hum of the equipment. The metallic arms of the machine wrapped around her swollen breasts like mechanical snakes, while the cold suction cups pulled at her sensitive nipples with merciless precision, as if she were nothing more than a lifeless shell, a container for the precious liquid being drained from her.

The rhythmic pulsing of the pumps droned in her ears like a heartbeat of metal and rubber. The suction tugged at her flesh with an intensity that hovered between pain and perverse relief. Her nipples had long since gone numb, but the deep, pulling ache in her breasts persisted—a constant companion reminding her that her body no longer belonged to her. The sweet smell of her own milk mingled with the sharp bite of disinfectant and the metallic taste of fear on her tongue.

Her milk production increased daily, an unmistakable sign of her unstoppable transformation. Her once firm, modest breasts had swelled into gigantic, heavy globes that hung painfully from her chest and strained with every movement. They had reached a size Alice would never have thought possible, measuring roughly 120 centimeters around or more. The tension was unbearable, the delicate skin stretched to its limits, now marked by distinct stretch marks spreading like silvery spider webs along the sides and underneath. Her nipples had darkened and remained permanently swollen, hypersensitive to the slightest touch.

The weight of her breasts pulled at her spine, dragging her shoulders forward and forcing her into a hunched posture that physically embodied her submission. Every breath was a struggle against the burden of her own flesh. At night she tossed restlessly on the thin mattress, unable to find a position where her breasts didn’t torment her. The skin stretched so taut it threatened to tear with every movement, and a constant throbbing reminded her of the fluid ceaselessly accumulating inside her.

Her belly rounded noticeably beneath the thin fabric of her institutional clothing. The child inside her grew and made its presence increasingly felt—sometimes through gentle movements, other times through forceful kicks against her ribs. The curve of her belly emphasized her fertility in a way that deeply humiliated Alice, especially under the lustful gazes of the guards who tracked her changes with unconcealed interest. Her body was no longer her own; it belonged to the system and served only one purpose—producing milk and carrying a child that would presumably be taken from her the moment it was born.

The child’s movements were like small fists hammering against her from within, as if already rebelling against its captivity. Sometimes she involuntarily placed a hand on her belly and felt the small form writhing beneath her palm. In these moments, a confusing mixture of maternal tenderness and bottomless despair washed over her. She knew she loved this being growing inside her, yet at the same time she hated it for what it had made her—a brood mare in human form.

Her formerly delicate 63-centimeter waist now seemed like a relic compared to her expansive 93-centimeter hips. The hourglass shape of her body was even more pronounced, but instead of grace, it now conveyed only heaviness. Her golden-brown hair had lost its former luster and hung dull and lifeless over her shoulders. Her legs struggled to carry the additional weight; her calves were gently defined, but she felt every movement as a strain. Her once proud posture had given way to a hunched exhaustion that mirrored her inner defeat.

Her skin had taken on a pale, yellowish undertone—the result of poor nutrition and lack of sunlight. Dark circles under her eyes bore witness to sleepless nights when the pain in her breasts kept her awake. Her lips were cracked and dry, her fingernails brittle and discolored. Even her voice had changed—what had once sounded clear and resolute had become a hoarse whisper, as if the words had been torn from her throat.

When Malik “Shade” Morgen entered the milking chamber and fixed her with his cold, penetrating gaze, Alice felt her stomach clench. His thin lips twisted into that cruel smile she feared so much—the expression of a man who took pleasure in the suffering of others.

His footsteps echoed on the concrete floor, each one like a hammer blow against her nerves. She could smell him—a mixture of cheap aftershave and the metallic scent of violence. His eyes wandered slowly over her changed body, lingering greedily on her swollen breasts and rounded belly. His gaze held a possessiveness that made her shudder to her core.

“Just look how magnificent you’ve become,” he murmured in that cutting voice that seeped like poison into her ears. His fingers stroked the cold metal of the milking machine as if caressing a beloved pet.

Alice was no longer the woman who had entered the prison. The transformation was complete—it had changed her inside and out. Her green eyes, once full of life and determination, now held only a dull resignation, broken by occasional sparks of resistance she refused to let them take completely.

But even these last sparks threatened to go out. She felt her soul slowly breaking, piece by piece, day by day. Sometimes she wondered if it wouldn’t be easier to give up completely—to surrender to the machinery and accept what she had become. But then the child stirred inside her, and a wild, desperate love surged through her, giving her the strength to endure one more day.

* * *

Alice sat before a bowl of gray, viscous gruel that looked more like industrial waste than food. The acrid stench hit her nostrils, crawling through her sinuses and triggering a wave of nausea that clenched her stomach. Golden-brown strands of hair fell into her face as she stared in disbelief at the mass that was supposed to pass for her meal. Aiko’s warnings hadn’t come close to capturing the cruel reality of prison food—the reality was a nightmare that exceeded her worst fears.

A broad-shouldered guard stood like a monolith beside her, his angular face frozen into a mask of severity and indifference. His eyes, cold and lifeless as polished granite, fixed on her without relent. The black uniform buttons on his chest gleamed dully in the harsh neon light, and the heavy leather belt with its metal implements creaked with his every slight movement.

“Eat,” he commanded, his voice cutting through the air like a steel knife. The metallic spoon in his hand gleamed menacingly under the cafeteria's harsh lights. Alice stared at the utensil thrust toward her and slowly shook her head, her body rigid with tension. The cold from the metal chair seeped through her thin prison clothes, making her shiver.

“I can't do this,” she whispered, her voice brittle and thin as tissue paper, barely more than a desperate breath in the stifling prison air. The sickly-sweet rot of the gruel mingled with the sharp disinfectant stench that clung to every corner of the cafeteria.

This moment of hesitation—no longer than a heartbeat—was all the guards needed. As if rehearsed, two of them grabbed her, their movements precise and mechanical, like a well-oiled machine. Alice's scream echoed off the bare walls, swallowed by the indifferent hum of the fluorescent lights. Rough, calloused hands seized her slender arms with merciless force, yanked her from her chair, and threw her with brutal efficiency onto the hard metal table. Her pregnant body, with its dramatic hourglass figure and gently rounded belly, slammed against the ice-cold surface. The impact drove the air from her lungs and crushed her full breasts painfully against the table.

The metal was so cold it felt like it was burning her skin. Her nipples hardened instantly from the shock of the cold, and goosebumps erupted across her body, spreading from her shoulders down to her ankles.

“Hold still, damn it!” barked one of the guards, his thick fingers digging into her shoulders like vise grips, hard enough to leave bruises. Alice gasped desperately for air. Her body bucked instinctively against the violence, but the raw strength of the men made any resistance futile. The guard's sweat dripped onto her back—hot, salty drops that spread across her skin in a disgusting trail.

A third guard, his face pocked with acne scars, grabbed her golden-brown hair, wrapped the silky strands around his fist, and yanked her head back with a brutal jerk. His fingernails scraped across her scalp, leaving burning trails. Her green eyes went wide with pain and terror as her scalp screamed and her neck strained to its limit.

“No! Please don't!” she screamed, her voice cracking with desperation, echoing helplessly through the room. The other prisoners watched in silence, their gazes lowered out of fear or indifference. Some turned their heads away; others stared with a mixture of pity and morbid fascination.

“You should have thought about that earlier, princess,” the man growled, forcing her head further back until her throat was completely exposed. His breath reeked of cheap tobacco and coffee, and she could feel the coarse stubble on his chin as he leaned over her. Hot tears spilled from her eyes and ran down her temples as the merciless cold of the metal table seeped through her thin prison clothes, raising goosebumps across her skin.

Then she caught sight of the tube in a fourth guard's hands—a thin, flexible pipe of transparent plastic that coiled around his fingers like a lifeless snake. The material was worn, yellowed with stains that betrayed countless prior uses. Her heartbeat quickened to a panicked drumming as he approached with methodical calm. His eyes, hidden behind rimless glasses, showed no emotion whatsoever.

“Please... I'll eat... I promise...” she pleaded, her voice strangled, but her words went unheard in the clinical atmosphere of the room. The guard with the glasses regarded her like an insect under a microscope—cool, distant, scientifically interested in her torment.

The guard grabbed her lower jaw with one hand, his fingers pressing painfully into her cheeks, forcing her mouth violently open. His skin was rough and smelled of soap and sweat. The tube slid in without hesitation, gliding over her tongue and scraping against her palate before pushing deeper into her throat. The plastic tasted bitter and chemical, mixed with a metallic aftertaste that turned her stomach. Alice gagged immediately. Her body rebelled against the intrusion, her throat clenching in desperate defense.

“Quiet, damn it!” thundered one of the men, pressing her head against the tabletop with brutal force. The metal was so cold it felt like it was freezing to her forehead. The tube traveled inexorably onward, sliding into her esophagus until it finally lodged deep enough to fulfill its cruel purpose. She felt every centimeter of the path the tube traveled through her body—a repulsive violation of her most intimate boundaries.

The nausea came in violent, pulsing waves that shook her entire body. Her chest rose and fell in panicked, shallow breaths. One guard pinned her wrists above her head with an iron grip while another held her slender legs down, his fingers digging into the soft skin of her thighs. She could feel their rough palms like sandpaper against her skin.

Alice's desperation swelled beyond measure, a black hole swallowing every last hope. The complete powerlessness of her situation pressed down on her soul like a crushing weight. The repulsive taste of plastic in her throat mingled with the salt of her own tears pooling at the corners of her mouth. Her tongue had gone numb from the pressure of the tube, and she could barely swallow.

Her tear-blurred eyes searched desperately for a way out, a spark of compassion, and finally found Aiko standing at the other end of the room. The tattooed woman with the striking dragon motif on her back and violet-blue streaks in her hair watched the scene with a complex expression—a mixture of deep pity and resigned acceptance. A bitter truth reflected in her dark eyes, one they both now shared: within these cold prison walls, mercy did not exist. Only the brutal law of strength. Aiko's hands clenched into fists, but she remained motionless, trapped in her own powerlessness.

The tube in her throat was an unspeakable torment that intensified with every passing moment, pushing toward the unbearable. Every breath through her nose was a battle against the gag reflex. The pressure on her chest and the constant contractions of her throat made it nearly impossible to form a clear thought. Her eyes burned from the endless tears, and the fire in her throat spread like poison into her lungs. The cold of the plastic contrasted cruelly with the heat of her tortured body, leaving her trembling uncontrollably. Her swollen breasts, heavy with pregnancy, pressed painfully against the edge of the table.

Then the real torture began.

A guard with meaty hands forced a thick, gray substance through the tube, and Alice felt the vile mass slowly, inexorably filling her stomach. The consistency was like cold paste—viscous and revolting—and she could feel every disgusting drop sliding through the tube. Her body bucked again, she gagged violently against the tube, but the men pinned her with brutal efficiency, their fingers leaving red marks on her pale skin.

“Swallow it, or we’ll make it worse,” growled one of the guards, his voice as hard and merciless as the prison walls themselves. His breath, reeking of cigarettes and coffee, washed over her ear. She could feel the stubble of his unshaven chin against her cheek as he leaned closer.

Alice had no choice. Her body gave in to primitive survival instinct and swallowed automatically, though every movement of her esophagus felt like sandpaper scraping raw flesh. The viscous substance filled her stomach with a revolting heaviness like liquid lead, merging with her despair into one all-consuming torment. Her pregnant belly swelled further as the mass spread inside her.

Every labored breath through her nose was a struggle as the gray mass kept being forced through the tube. The obscene gurgling of the flowing gruel mingled with her own strangled breathing into a cruel symphony of humiliation. Her muscles cramped under the relentless pressure, trembling with exhaustion, yet the guards showed no sign of fatigue or mercy. Sweat streamed down her body and pooled in the hollows of the cold metal table.

“More,” the head guard commanded with clinical indifference, giving his colleague a curt hand signal to force more of the disgusting gruel through. His voice was flat, as if he were overseeing a routine procedure.

Alice’s eyes, once a vibrant green, now clouded with pain and horror, rolled back in agony. Her entire body—all those dramatic curves and that narrow waist—screamed silently for release, but there was no escape from this nightmare. The sterile cold of the room made a cruel contrast to the feverish heat of her tortured body, trapped beneath her tormentors’ hands. Her skin was flushed and sweaty, her nipples hard from the cold and pain.

After an eternity—though in reality perhaps only minutes—the stream of gruel finally subsided. The tube, however, remained in place, a constant threat. The guards watched her with the detached attention of predators, their eyes cold and alert for any sign of resistance. One of them wiped his hands on a dirty towel, bored.

Finally, when her stomach was filled to bursting, one of the guards yanked the tube out with a quick, brutal jerk. Alice gagged violently, her body curling as it desperately tried to expel the foreign object. She gasped for air like a drowning woman finally breaking the surface. Her throat burned like fire, as if acid had eaten it raw, and her stomach felt like a stone weight threatening to tear her apart from the inside. Saliva and tears mingled on her face in a salty mess.

“That’ll teach you a lesson,” one of the men said in an icy voice, releasing her sore arms where dark bruises were already forming. “Next time it’ll be even worse.” His boots clacked on the concrete as he turned away from her.

Alice lay motionless on the table, her body too exhausted and traumatized to move or even speak. Hot tears streamed freely down her reddened cheeks as she desperately tried to calm her racing breath and process the horror of what had just happened. Her entire body ached—from her fingertips where the guards had gripped her, to her toes, cramped from tension. In that moment, the brutal reality of her new existence hit her fully—she was no longer Alice with a future full of possibilities, but merely a number in a system designed to suffocate every spark of humanity.

The other prisoners slowly looked away, returning to their own bowls as if nothing had happened. Only the soft clinking of spoons against metal and the hum of the fluorescent lights broke the oppressive silence that settled over the cafeteria like a shroud.


Chapter 12

Alice sat on the hard bed in her cell, one hand resting gently on her now heavily rounded belly. The curve strained beneath the thin fabric of her institutional clothing, a constant weight that burdened her spine and tilted her hips forward. Each day brought her closer to her due date, and the physical changes were impossible to ignore—her breasts continued to swell, full and heavy, the skin stretched taut over the sensitive flesh. Her golden-brown hair hung limp in her face, damp with sweat and clinging to her cheeks as she tried to find a more comfortable position. Her body ached in places she never thought could hurt—her tailbone throbbed against the hard mattress, her movements growing more cumbersome and awkward, each step a reminder of the life turning and stretching inside her. But she knew she had to endure—for herself and for the child whose kicks hammered against her ribs like little fists.

The heavy metal door of her cell opened with a rusty squeal that cut to the bone. Aiko returned, her face exhausted and empty, her usually vibrant eyes dull as burnt-out coals. Her shoulders slumped, the colorful tattoos on her skin looking strangely pale, as if someone had sucked the life out of them. The guards had taken her to the breeding room again, and her return was always a sign of torments endured that no one could or would put into words. The smell of sweat and something else, something bitter, clung to her like an invisible veil.

Aiko sank wordlessly onto her bed, the mattress squeaking under her weight like a tortured animal. She closed her eyes and breathed deep, her full breasts rising and falling beneath the coarse fabric of her shirt, which was torn and stained in various places. Her hands trembled almost imperceptibly as she clenched them into fists and opened them again—a mechanical ritual to regain control over her own body. Alice watched her for a moment, feeling the weight of the silence between them, uncertain whether she should say something, whether words could even mean anything in this hell of concrete and despair.

“Aiko...” Alice began quietly, her voice barely louder than the hum of the fluorescent tubes overhead, that constant buzz like insects droning.

Aiko opened her eyes a crack and looked over at her, her gaze crossing the distance between them like a dull knife that tore more than it cut. There was something broken in her dark eyes, something that had once been wild and untamable but now only flickered weakly.

“What?” she asked, her tired voice stripped of all its edges, all the sharpness that had once been her weapon against the world.

“Are you okay?” Alice asked cautiously, though she already knew the answer. A stupid question in a world where nothing was okay, where "okay" was a luxury none of them could afford.

Aiko shrugged, a gesture that would once have been full of defiance but now seemed merely mechanical, like a reflex without meaning. “As okay as it gets in this shithole.” Her voice was flat, emotionless, as if she were talking about the weather. She closed her eyes again and turned toward the wall, her body a fortress of flesh and bone that let no one in, not even the light.

Alice wanted to say more, wanted to reach for Aiko’s hand, to assure her she wasn’t alone, but the words stuck in her throat like a dry lump of sand and ash. She understood Aiko’s exhaustion all too well; her own situation—her heavy belly and the constant kicks of the child inside her—left little room for comfort or compassion beyond empty phrases. The baby moved again, a sharp jab against her bladder that made her flinch.

Alice couldn’t even begin to imagine what Aiko was going through as a lesbian. The thought of being forced to have sex with breeding bulls must have been torture for her, something that went beyond the physical and cut deep into her identity like a rusty knife. Aiko’s usually proud and combative nature, her rebellious spirit that showed in her tattoos and piercings—the dragon on her back, the cherry blossoms on her hips—seemed to break in these moments like thin ice under too much weight.

Alice could see the pain and humiliation in Aiko’s eyes, in the fine lines around her mouth that had etched themselves into her face like scars, in the way she clenched her hands into fists, knuckles white with tension, even as she desperately tried to hide it behind a wall of indifference. But the wall was crumbling, piece by piece, and Alice could see the cracks through which suffering seeped like blood through bandages.

* * *

Lira sat with Alice and Aiko at one of the long, bare tables in the cafeteria. The air was heavy with the smell of the food the women hastily shoveled down—a mixture of overcooked vegetables and cheap meat substitute that no one wanted to leave on their tongue longer than necessary. The monotonous hum of conversations filled the room like the buzzing of a defective neon light, but their corner was unusually quiet, an island of calm in the chaos of the prison cafeteria.

Lira nervously played with her spoon, letting it spin between her slender fingers while her fiery red hair fell like a protective curtain over her pale face. The metal had grown warm from her hands, slick with sweat from her palms. Her hazel eyes darted over the faces of her two cellmates, searching for an anchor in the storm raging inside her. Finally, she broke the silence, her voice barely more than a whisper amid the clatter of trays.

“I’m being transferred,” she said so quietly that Alice and Aiko had to lean forward to hear her. The words crawled from her throat like small, wounded animals.

Alice looked up, her large green eyes widening in surprise. The spoon in her hand froze halfway to her mouth, a drop of the watery soup falling back into her bowl. “What? Where?” Her golden-brown hair fell over her shoulders as she tilted her head, the silky strands catching the harsh neon light of the cafeteria.

“In two days,” Lira explained, staring at her plate as if she could find answers there. Her fingers gripped the spoon so tightly that her knuckles went white, the skin stretching over the thin bones like parchment. “They said I’m unsuitable for the temporary hucow program.”

Aiko snorted, her voice laced with cynicism and resignation. Her dark eyes narrowed as she unconsciously rested a hand on her pregnant belly, feeling the gentle pulse of life beneath her palm. The violet streaks in her black hair shimmered like dark jewels. “What’s that supposed to mean? Too flat? Too shy? Or did they finally realize you’ve got more brains than all the guards put together?”

Lira shrugged—a small, hopeless gesture. Her narrow shoulders trembled slightly beneath the rough prison clothing, too large for her petite frame. “They didn’t really explain. Just that I’m being transferred to another prison.” Her voice broke slightly, as if each word scraped against something lodged in her throat. The salty taste of tears gathered on the tip of her tongue.

Alice felt a strange mix of relief and regret settle like a weight on her chest. Her ample breasts rose and fell beneath the tight prison clothing, the fabric straining over her curves. She had grown accustomed to Lira’s quiet presence, her gentle manner, the way she sometimes hummed softly to herself at night when she thought no one was listening. The thought of losing her was unsettling—like a sudden drop in temperature. Yet at the same time, she wished her friend could escape this nightmare that wrapped around them all like a spider’s web of concrete and steel.

“Maybe it’s for the best,” Alice finally said, trying to hide her uncertainty behind a weak smile. Her full lips trembled slightly, and she licked them, tasting the salt of her own fear. “Maybe the other prison is... less terrible.”

Aiko looked directly at Lira, her eyes hard yet full of unspoken concern. The tattoos on her arms seemed to pulse in the dim cafeteria light, the dragon scales on her forearm shifting with each breath. Her fingers unconsciously traced the cherry blossom branches at her waist—a nervous habit she’d developed during the long nights of captivity. “Take care of yourself,” she said with a seriousness that brooked no argument. “And don’t forget who you are. Don’t let them break you like they’ve done to so many others.”

Lira nodded weakly, her hazel eyes glistening with unshed tears that clung like dew to her lashes. The red freckles on her cheeks stood out sharply against her pale skin, like small brands of despair. “Thank you,” she whispered, the word barely more than a breath mingling with the warm steam from the soup.

Alice looked over at Aiko, whose rebellious spirit hadn’t been broken even by pregnancy. The metal ball of her belly button piercing gleamed through the thin fabric of her top—a small act of resistance against the uniformity of prison life. Despite her own torments and the burden she literally carried, Aiko still found the strength to encourage others. It was a brief moment of solidarity amid their shared misery, like a ray of light through a crack in an otherwise impenetrable wall.

Time seemed to stand still as the three women were lost in thought, each trapped in her own private hell. The sounds of the cafeteria became muffled, as if the world around them briefly held its breath, granting them this moment of connection. Alice felt her milk begin to flow, a warm moisture slowly spreading through the fabric of her bra—a physical response to the emotional intensity of the moment.

Then Lira lifted her head and forced a weak smile that didn’t reach her eyes. Her thin lips twisted into a sad grimace that expressed more pain than joy. “I’m going to miss you both,” she said, her voice brittle as thin ice. The words hung in the air like smoke, visible yet fleeting.

“We’ll miss you too,” Alice replied softly, feeling something tighten in her chest. Her throat constricted as if an invisible hand were squeezing it. The warmth of her milk continued to seep through the fabric—intimate proof of her vulnerability.

“If I can write to you, I will...” The small red-haired woman’s voice failed. Her eyes desperately searched her friends’ faces for something to hold onto, like a drowning person reaching for a life preserver. Her slender fingers trembled so violently that she dropped her spoon. The metal clattered against the plastic plate like a death knell. Aiko only nodded, her expression firm and resolute, the violet streaks in her black hair falling over her shoulder like a dark waterfall.

Alice reached for Lira’s hand and squeezed it gently, feeling how cold and trembling her fingers were. The skin was rough and dry, marked by harsh prison soap and constant stress. “We’ll wait for your letters,” she whispered, trying to make her smile as reassuring as possible, even though it felt like her face might shatter at any moment. The words felt hollow, an empty promise, but it was all she could offer in this world of concrete and steel.

Lira swallowed hard, her delicate throat moving visibly, and forced herself to nod. Her narrow lips quivered slightly as she squeezed Alice’s hand back, her fingernails unconsciously digging into Alice’s palm. The pain was sharp and real—an anchor in the flood of emotions. “I hope it gets better,” she finally murmured, a wish that sounded almost ridiculous given the reality of prison life. Her voice was barely more than a breath, mixed with the metallic aftertaste of fear.

Aiko placed a hand on Lira’s narrow shoulder, her tattooed fingers forming a stark contrast against Lira’s pale skin. The warmth of her palm seeped through the thin fabric—a promise of humanity in this inhuman place. She leaned closer, her baby bump pressing gently against the table, and Alice caught the faint scent of Aiko’s natural perfume mixed with the institutional smell of disinfectant. “No matter what happens, you’re stronger than you think,” she said with a conviction that masked her own insecurities like a fresh coat of paint over cracks in a wall.

Time in the cafeteria passed more slowly than usual, as if someone had tampered with the clock. Each second felt like a precious moment of farewell, like grains of sand trickling through an hourglass. Alice watched the light fall through the barred windows and cast shadows on Lira’s face, making her features appear even more delicate. The women knew their connection would soon be severed—another loss in an endless chain of losses—yet they tried bravely to accept the inevitable, like a verdict that allowed no appeal.

Finally, Lira slowly rose from her seat, her tray barely touched. The soup had long since gone cold, a thin skin forming on the surface. “I have to go back to my cell,” she said quietly, glancing at the guards at the end of the room, whose indifferent expressions promised nothing good. Her steps were uncertain, as if the floor beneath her feet were swaying.

Alice stood as well, her full figure towering over the table, and hugged Lira tightly, feeling how fragile she was beneath the rough prison clothing. Lira’s ribs jutted through the thin fabric, a testament to the meager rations and constant stress. “Take care of yourself,” she whispered in her ear, her warm breath brushing Lira’s cheek, mixing with the salt of tears that now flowed freely. Her breasts pressed against Lira’s narrow chest, and she felt more milk seeping through the fabric, a physical expression of her emotional pain.

Aiko stepped forward and hugged Lira too, briefly but firmly, her belly forming a natural barrier between them. The warmth of the unborn life radiated through the fabric, a promise of hope in this hopeless place. “Don’t forget us,” she murmured in Lira’s ear, her voice rough with held-back emotion.

Lira nodded in silence, tears glittering freely on her cheeks like shattered diamonds, then turned away, her steps slow and heavy like those of a much older woman. Her red hair glowed like a flame against the gray monotony of the cafeteria, a final splash of color before she disappeared into the mass of prisoners. Alice and Aiko watched until she vanished through the door, a small red flame swallowed by the gray of the prison corridor.

The silence between Alice and Aiko hung heavy as lead and just as toxic. Both women sat back down at the table and stared at their half-empty plates, their appetites long gone. The cold soup stared back at them like a murky mirror of their own hopelessness. The reality of their lives in this desolate place weighed on their shoulders harder than ever, a burden that seemed to grow heavier with each passing day. Alice felt her milk still flowing, a silent protest from her body against the cruelty of their situation, while Aiko placed her hand protectively over her belly, as if she could shield her unborn child from the darkness of this world.


Chapter 13

Alice walked slowly down the corridor, her thoughts sluggish and numbed by the monotonous milking routine. The heavy steel doors she passed cast long shadows across the cold floor. Each step seemed more laborious than the last, her movements heavy and exhausted. The dull echo of her bare feet on concrete reverberated through the sterile corridor, deepening her sense of isolation. The metallic taste of exhaustion coated her tongue, and her swollen breasts ached with every movement.

She had just left the milking room, and her body felt drained and weak. Her full breasts, now slack and tender, ached from the intense procedure, and her mind was dazed from the ongoing humiliation. The milk stains on her thin gown reminded her of the five liters they had extracted from her today. Her nipples still burned from the merciless suction pumps that had drained her dry. She could barely form a clear thought when a sharp pain suddenly shot through her swollen belly—a pain unlike anything she had ever known.

With a strangled gasp, Alice stopped and clutched her lower abdomen. A warm, wet sensation spread quickly between her thighs, and before she knew it, her water broke with an audible rush. The warm amniotic fluid streamed down her bare legs, forming a glistening puddle on the cold concrete that spread rapidly, reflecting the pale light of the ceiling lamps. The sweet, metallic smell mingled with the sterile disinfectant of the facility.

Panic seized her like iron claws. Her large green eyes widened in shock as she desperately searched for support, her golden-brown hair plastered to her forehead with sweat. “Help!” she called out, her voice trembling, toward the guard who leaned lazily against the wall. He looked up and took in the scene before him. His indifferent expression turned serious as he grasped the situation. Alice felt her knees begin to tremble, the warm amniotic fluid clinging to her inner thighs.

“My water broke,” Alice gasped as another wave of pain coursed through her body. Her narrow waist contrasted grotesquely with her swollen belly and enormous, milk-filled breasts. “Please...” The words barely escaped her lips as her fingers clawed convulsively at the soaked fabric of her gown.

The guard grabbed his radio and called for backup, his voice suddenly businesslike and efficient. “We have a woman in labor in corridor B7,” he reported curtly. “Immediate intervention required. Condition critical.” The crackle of the radio cut through the sterile air like a knife.

Alice felt her legs give way beneath her, the strength draining from her body. The guard caught her roughly under the armpits and helped her down to the floor, careful not to touch the amniotic fluid. Her breathing quickened to short, frantic bursts as contractions set in with brutal intensity, making her groan. The cold concrete pressed against her bare thighs while warm moisture continued to flow from her.

Two nurses in white coats hurried over, accompanied by an older doctor with gray hair and a stern expression. “We’re taking her to the delivery room,” the doctor said calmly but firmly, casting a brief glance between her legs. “Lift her carefully. We don’t have much time.” His gloves rustled as he pulled them over his fingers.

Alice was lifted by the strong nurses and placed on a metal stretcher. Her voluptuous body trembled with pain and fear, and her breath came in short, panicked bursts. The stretcher was hurried through the endless, clinically white corridors while the muffled screams of other inmates echoed in the distance, bouncing off the bare walls. The rhythmic squeaking of the wheels mingled with the pounding of her heart as more contractions rolled through her body like waves of agony.

In the delivery room, Alice was carefully laid on the hard birthing bed, and her legs were lifted into the cold metal stirrups. The ice-cold metal bit into her skin as her swollen thighs were spread and secured. The doctor and nurses prepared everything for the birth with mechanical efficiency—instruments clattered, monitors beeped, gloves snapped on. “Breathe in deep, then out,” the doctor instructed, his voice betraying routine. “Everything will be fine. The body knows what to do.”

Alice desperately tried to follow the instructions, but the pain was overwhelming, nearly robbing her of consciousness. Her full lips twisted into a silent scream as sweat streamed down her pale face. Her gaze blurred with tears as she stared at the harsh, merciless light above her, illuminating every inch of her exposed body. Her enormous breasts, still heavy from the recent milking session, heaved with each frantic breath.

The birth had begun, and with it a new dimension of pain and fear that Alice had to endure in this sterile, unfeeling environment. A burning pressure pulsed between her legs, growing stronger with each contraction as her body prepared to release the life that had grown inside her for so long.

* * *

Alice pushed, as the doctor had demanded. Every breath became a struggle, every scream a silent outcry of her inner pain. Her fingers clawed into the sheets, knuckles white with exertion. Sweat streamed down her golden-brown forehead as her voluptuous body shuddered with the contractions. The sterile neon light above her flickered imperceptibly, casting harsh shadows across her strained features.

“Keep going, 0122,” the doctor encouraged, his voice professionally distant. “You’re doing well. Take another deep breath and then push.”

The contractions rolled over her body like merciless waves, each stronger and more ruthless than the last. Her milk-heavy breasts, which had now reached an overwhelming I-cup, trembled with every spasmodic twitch of her lower abdomen. The skin stretched painfully over the swollen tissue, and she felt warm drops of milk seeping from her dark, swollen nipples, trickling down her ribs. The world around her blurred into a fog of pain and exertion. The voices of the nurses became a dull hum in her head, meaningless words that bounced off her like raindrops on glass.

Alice felt lonelier than ever in her twenty-three years of life. The coldness of the sterile room seeped through her damp skin, as though mirroring the inner emptiness that flooded through her. The smell of disinfectant stung her nose, mingling with the sweet scent of her own milk and the metallic taste of blood on her tongue. No one was there to hold her hand or speak comforting words to her. No lover, no friend, no family—she was completely alone in this moment of extreme need, surrounded only by medical personnel who viewed her pain with clinical detachment.

“One more time, 0122,” the doctor said calmly but insistently, his hands poised between her spread legs. “Take a deep breath and push.”

She closed her expressive green eyes, gathered her last reserves of strength, and pushed again. A blood-curdling scream escaped her full lips as her body trembled under the strain of childbirth. Her ample chest rose and fell rapidly, her nipples dark and swollen from hormonal changes. More drops of milk beaded on her skin, leaving glistening trails across her belly.

“Very good,” the doctor praised, continuing his work with focused intensity, his brow furrowed. “I can already see the head.”

The doctor’s words barely reached her. Her thoughts were like a churning sea of pain and desperation. She just wanted it to be over, to wake from this nightmare. The cold metal of the bed rails pressed into her palms as she clung to them like a lifeline.

Alice breathed heavily and rapidly, her heart racing from exertion and fear. The nurses murmured soothing words, but they didn’t really reach her. Her world had shrunk to nothing but pain and a desperate longing for relief. Her once-perfect body with its dramatic hourglass silhouette had changed, stretched, become foreign. The narrow 25-inch waist that had defined her was now bloated, the skin taut and crisscrossed with fine stretch marks.

“Push hard one more time,” the doctor urged, his eyes fixed on the birth canal. “You’re almost there.”

Alice took a deep breath, her lungs filling with the cold, sterile air of the room. The taste of iron coated her tongue, mixed with the salty bitterness of her own tears. She focused on the point where the pain was most intense and pushed with all her remaining strength. Another scream tore from her lips, eyes squeezed tightly shut, while her hands nearly ripped the sheet apart. The sound of tearing fabric mixed with her gasping.

The nurses bent over her, their hands gentle but firm on Alice’s trembling shoulders. “That’s it, 0122,” one of them murmured, her face a mask of professional sympathy. “Just a little more.” The woman’s touch was cool through the latex gloves—impersonal, yet the only human contact Alice had in that moment.

Alice felt a sudden sliding, a rush of relief and release, as if a part of her was being torn away. Warm fluid gushed between her legs, and the pressure that had tormented her for so long gave way like a bursting dam. A pitiful cry filled the room, thin and angry. The doctor lifted the newborn high, his face a mixture of concentration and relief, blood and amniotic fluid glistening on his gloves.

“It’s a girl,” he announced, passing the child to a nurse. She immediately began cleaning and examining the newborn, her movements efficient and practiced. The baby was small but strong, her lungs working perfectly, as the piercing cries proved.

Alice felt tears of exhaustion and pain roll down her flushed cheeks. Her body was drained, every muscle trembling from exertion. The narrow waist that had once distinguished her was still marked by pregnancy, her belly stretched and soft. Her heavy breasts ached with milk, which now ran in a steady trickle down her sides, soaking the sheet beneath her. She wanted to open her eyes, catch a glimpse of her child, but fatigue overwhelmed her like a heavy blanket.

“Everything’s fine,” the doctor reassured her as he completed a few final tasks, removing the afterbirth. The sound was wet and unpleasant, accompanied by another gush of warm fluid. “The worst is over.”

One of the nurses stepped to Alice’s bedside and gently wiped the sweat from her forehead, a small gesture of humanity in the clinical environment. The damp cloth was cool against her burning skin. “You did it,” she said quietly, with a hint of genuine compassion in her voice. “You were very brave.”

Alice nodded weakly, her lips forming a tired smile that showed only a shadow of her usually radiant beauty. The pain slowly subsided, replaced by a dull numbness spreading through her lower abdomen. The voices around her blurred into a soothing background hum as her body cried out for rest after the extreme exertion. Her skin tingled from exhaustion, as if electricity were running through her.

The newborn was wrapped in a sterile blanket and brought to Alice’s side. The baby’s tiny hand twitched slightly, searching for touch, for warmth, for her mother. One of the nurses helped Alice carefully take the child in her trembling arms, supporting her elbows. The weight was surprisingly real, warm and solid against her chest.

Looking into her newborn’s small eyes sparked a glimmer of warmth in Alice’s chest, a feeling that broke through the coldness of her loneliness for a moment. Despite all the torments and humiliations that lay behind her, this moment was full of unexpected meaning and unspeakable beauty. Her full, milk-heavy breasts responded instinctively to the child’s nearness, and she felt the first milk beginning to seep through. The warm, sweet wetness dripped onto the baby’s blanket.

The little girl lying in Alice’s arms had dark skin, a stark contrast to Alice’s own rosy complexion. The child’s skin gleamed like polished mahogany, velvety soft and flawless. A moment of painful realization shot through her like an electric shock. She had to be from either Shade or Titan—the men who had used and abused her, whose seed she had taken into herself against her will. The memory of their rough hands on her skin, of their violence, suddenly burned fresh in her mind.

One of the nurses leaned forward and examined the baby with a professional eye. “She’s beautiful,” she whispered, gently stroking the child’s velvety cheek, skin gleaming like polished ebony. The baby opened her eyes for a moment—dark and deep, with a hint of green that echoed Alice’s own.

Alice felt a mixture of reluctant pride and bitter despair welling up inside her, an emotional chaos that threatened to overwhelm her. She looked at the tiny fingers with their perfect nails, the delicate lips, the dark, almond-shaped eyes gazing curiously into the world. Despite everything she had been through, this child was a part of her—and of one of the men who had treated her so cruelly, whose violence was now embodied in this innocent being. The sweet scent of the newborn mixed with the smell of her own milk.

The doctor stepped forward and briefly checked the newborn's condition, his fingers feeling for a pulse, testing reflexes. The baby responded with vigorous movements of her small limbs. “She's healthy,” he announced flatly, his tone detached. “We'll take her to the infant ward now for further examination.”

A nurse carefully took the baby from Alice's exhausted arms. The sudden emptiness felt like a tear in her chest. A quiet protest rose within her, an instinctive need to hold onto her child, but exhaustion left no room for objections. She could only watch with burning eyes as her child was carried from the room, away from her, as if a part of herself was being torn away. The baby's soft crying still echoed in her ears long after the door had closed.

The emptiness returned, along with the painful memory of Shade and Titan. Both men had used her, taken her body and broken her will, given her this moment even as they stole it from her. The memory of their touches, their violence, burned against her skin like an invisible brand. She could still feel Titan's massive hands on her hips, Shade's cold breath on her neck.

“Rest now,” the doctor said, stripping off his gloves and tossing them into a trash can. The sound of latex hitting the metal rim was sharp and final. “You'll need time to recover. Your body has accomplished something remarkable.”

Alice nodded weakly and closed her eyes, letting her exhausted body sink into the hard clinic mattress. The plastic beneath the sheet stuck to her sweat-soaked skin. The sounds of the room slowly faded as exhaustion overwhelmed her like a tidal wave. Her breasts still ached with pent-up milk, a dull, throbbing pain reminding her that her body was ready to nourish—but the child who needed that nourishment was already gone.

In her mind, images of her child mixed with those of Shade and Titan—a tangled knot of pain, fear, and a tiny spark of hope that this child, despite her origins, could be something better than the men who created her. She wondered which of them was the father—the cold, sadistic Shade or the brutal, dominant Titan. Both possibilities made her shudder with revulsion.

But for the moment, she could do nothing more than sleep, surrender her battered body to recovery, and let the tears that quietly ran down her cheeks dry on their own. The taste of salt and despair lingered on her lips as darkness gently enveloped her.


Chapter 14

When Alice woke, she found herself in an unfamiliar cell. The room was suffocatingly small, barely larger than the narrow metal bed beneath her. The cold gray concrete walls seemed to press closer with every breath, the low ceiling bearing down like an invisible weight. Above her, a weak light flickered from a single caged lamp, casting uneven, gloomy shadows across the worn concrete floor.

The biting cold hit her naked skin immediately, raising goosebumps across her entire body. Her green eyes widened in horror as she looked down and realized she was completely naked. Not a scrap of fabric covered her—not her full breasts, her narrow waist, her voluptuous curves. The air felt strangely clean, almost sterile, with a sharp chemical smell. Someone must have scrubbed her thoroughly while she was unconscious. Her flawless skin reeked of harsh medical soap and disinfectant; there wasn’t a trace of dirt even under her fingernails.

The thought of strange hands on her body made her shudder. Who had removed her clothes? Who had touched her, washed her, handled her like an object? The image of unknown fingers sliding over her breasts, moving between her legs to clean every inch of her, made her cheeks burn. Shame and anger mingled into a bitter taste on her tongue.

Alice sat up slowly, her head spinning from the sudden movement, a stabbing pain shooting through her temples. She braced herself on the hard mattress with trembling hands and scanned the tiny room. No windows broke the monotony of the walls—only a single massive metal door with no handle stared back at her. No furniture except the spartan bed beneath her. Everything felt clinical, alien, mercilessly cold.

The bed’s metal frame was bolted to the floor—no chance of using it as a weapon or moving it. The mattress beneath her was thin and hard, offering little comfort. She could feel every metal bar of the frame pressing against her hips through the thin material. They’d even denied her bedding—nothing to cover her nakedness.

A soft mechanical hum seeped through the thick walls, barely audible yet constant and unceasing, like a distant heartbeat. Alice couldn’t tell if it came from a ventilation system or was simply the ghostly drone of the crushing silence itself. The cell felt hermetically sealed, like an isolated world outside time and space.

The sound bored into her consciousness, a rhythmic pounding that seemed to drown out her own heartbeat. Was it coincidence, or was it designed to wear her down? The monotony of the tone set her nerves vibrating like taut strings.

She stood carefully, her golden-brown hair falling in soft waves over her shoulders, brushing her naked hips. The ice-cold concrete beneath her delicate feet made her flinch. Every cautious step echoed dully through the room like an accusing drumbeat. Alice felt watched, scrutinized by invisible eyes, though no cameras or observation windows were visible. The strangeness, the total isolation—it overwhelmed her more with each passing moment.

Her nipples hardened in the cold air, an involuntary reflex that reminded her just how vulnerable she was. She crossed her arms over her chest, but the gesture offered little protection from the penetrating cold or the imaginary gazes. Her full breasts pressed against her forearms, warm and soft against the harsh environment surrounding her.

The massive door stayed stubbornly shut, with no hint that anyone would come. She ran her slender fingers along the cold walls, searching for any weak point, any clue, but found nothing. The surface was smooth as polished stone, without cracks or irregularities. Alice wondered desperately why she was here, what would happen next. Who had undressed her? Who had brought her here?

She pressed her ear against the metal door, listening for sounds beyond the barrier. Nothing. Only the endless humming that threatened to devour her thoughts. She pounded her fists against the cold metal, but the dull sound was swallowed immediately by the walls. “Hello?” she called, her voice breaking in the sterile air. “Is anyone there?” Only her own echo answered, weak and distorted.

The hours crawled by, agonizingly slow, without the slightest change or interruption—marked only by the rhythmic pounding of her own heartbeat. Her stomach growled, a hollow, painful feeling spreading through her belly. Thirst scraped at her throat like sandpaper. How long had she been here? How long could a person survive without water?

Finally, she lay back down on the uncomfortable bed and closed her eyes. Her curvy body was exhausted, her thoughts circling restlessly around her hopeless situation and the unbearable uncertainty. The cold sank deeper into her bones, making her full lips tremble.

She drew her knees to her chest, trying to warm herself, but the position pressed her heavy breasts together and reminded her once again of her nakedness. Every movement, every touch of her own body felt foreign, as if it no longer belonged to her. Whoever had brought her here had stripped her of her dignity, reduced her to an object.

The monotonous humming became a hypnotic background noise that slowly numbed her senses, turning her thoughts sluggish as viscous honey. In this complete solitude, Alice could do nothing but wait—her body tense, her soul in turmoil—hoping that eventually an answer to her tormenting questions would come, while the cold, merciless silence wrapped around her like an invisible shroud.

But with each passing minute, a dark certainty grew inside her: this was only the beginning. Someone was watching her, studying her, waiting for the right moment. The cell wasn’t just a prison—it was a stage, and she was the unwilling star of a game whose rules she didn’t know.

* * *

Barely two hours later, Alice was jolted roughly from sleep. Two female guards stood at her bedside, the cool authority in their eyes allowing no argument. Their tight uniforms and severely pulled-back hair underscored the clinical distance with which they regarded her. The harsh light from the ceiling lamp cut through her daze like a cold knife. They gestured for her to get up, directing her with silent motions as Alice, still dazed, moved her limbs, her golden-brown hair falling disheveled around her exhausted face. The taste of sleep and fear sat bitter on her tongue.

Without a word, they led her through the cold corridors of the facility. The muted hum of the neon lighting was the only sound, a monotonous drone that ate into her bones. Her naked feet left no traces on the clinically clean floor, but each step seemed to echo her inner fear. The linoleum was ice-cold against her soles, making her flinch with every step. The walls, painted sterile white, gave her searching eyes nothing to hold onto. The corridors seemed endless, a labyrinth of control and subjugation, but finally they reached a door that opened silently. The mechanism moved with the precision of a trap.

The room was sparse and functional—white walls, a metal cabinet, a chair, and a small table—but at its center stood a small crib made of clear plastic. Her baby's soft crying filled the room, a fragile sound that made Alice's heart clench painfully. It pierced her like a physical touch, making her knees go weak. Her full, milk-heavy breasts strained beneath her thin shirt, responding instinctively to her child's cry. A warm ache pulsed through the swollen tissue as milk began seeping through the fabric, leaving dark stains on the gray material. The guards stepped aside, giving her room to approach, but watched her closely. Their eyes were cold as glass, tracking her every movement.

Alice hesitantly stepped forward and bent over the crib. Her newborn's tiny face was red and tear-streaked, small fists clenching helplessly in the air. The baby's sweet, milky scent reached her, mingling with the sterile smell of disinfectant. But when the baby sensed Alice's nearness—her familiar warmth and the scent of her skin—it calmed almost immediately. The tiny eyes opened a crack, searching for her face. A guard nodded curtly, giving Alice silent permission to pick up her child. Her eyes were cold and calculating, as if observing a scientific experiment. The tablet in her hand glowed, ready to document every moment.

Carefully, she lifted her daughter and pressed her to her chest. The small body nestled warmly against her own, tiny fingers grasping clumsily for purchase. The weight was so slight, the body so fragile, that Alice feared the child might break. For a moment, she forgot the coldness of the room and the bleakness of her situation. The feeling of the newborn in her arms brought back a fleeting memory of love and security—a painful contrast to the clinical environment where she was trapped. Tears gathered in the corners of her eyes, hot and salty.

With trembling hands, Alice opened her shirt and offered her swollen breast to her daughter. Her nipples were dark and sensitive, the skin stretched tight from the overabundance of milk. The tissue felt hot and full, ready to burst. The baby began to suckle immediately, hungry and instinctive, small gulping sounds filling the room. The tiny mouth closed firmly around her nipple, small jaws working rhythmically. The pain of engorgement eased as the child began to drink, and a soft sigh escaped Alice's lips. The relief was so intense she almost sobbed. Milk flowed abundantly, even dripping from her other breast—silent proof of her unnatural fertility. The warm liquid ran over her ribs, pooling in the folds of her shirt.

The guards watched in silence, occasionally making notes on their tablets. The soft tapping of their fingers on the screens was the only sound besides the baby's suckling. Their expressions remained impassive, as if they had seen this countless times before, as if the most intimate act between mother and child were nothing more than a data point in their records. Alice felt their gazes like cold fingers on her skin. For Alice, though, this moment was precious—a brief escape from the harsh reality of her daily life in this facility, a fleeting moment of connection in a world designed to separate her from everything she loved. She whispered soft words of love, too quiet for the guards but loud enough for her child.

After the baby was full and had fallen asleep in her arms, its mouth still moist from her milk, Alice reluctantly had to lay it back in the crib. The tiny lips were still slightly parted, a drop of milk glistening at the corner of its mouth. One last look at her child's peaceful face burned into her memory—the tiny eyelashes, the rosy cheeks, the perfect lips. She gently stroked the delicate down on the little head, memorizing every detail to recall in the loneliness of her cell. The silky hair was soft as cobwebs under her fingertips. One of the guards cleared her throat impatiently, a harsh sound that cut through the tenderness of the moment.

Without another word or gesture, Alice was led back through the corridors, her chest still damp from the excess milk seeping through the thin fabric of her shirt. The wet fabric clung to her skin, cold and uncomfortable. Her footsteps echoed louder now in the empty hallways, as if the brief time with her child had sharpened her awareness. Back in her cell, she felt the emptiness even more acutely than before. The walls seemed closer, the air thicker, harder to breathe. The door closed behind her with a final click—the sound of lost hope. The metal of the lock snapped into place with the finality of a verdict.

The guards disappeared into the shadows of the facility's endless corridors, their footsteps fading, while Alice remained alone—her arms empty, her breasts heavy, her eyes wet with the suppressed pain of forced separation. She sank onto her narrow bed, the mattress giving way beneath her. Her hands found the spot on her chest where the warm weight of her child had rested, but there was only the coldness of loneliness.

* * *

This became Alice's daily routine for the next three weeks. Three times a day, she was allowed brief visits to her daughter to feed her. The rest of the day she remained isolated in her cell, the barren loneliness gnawing at her sanity. Every step through the cold corridors, every time she took the baby to her breast only to let go again, left deep marks on her soul. The gray concrete walls of her cell seemed to close in with each passing day, while her golden-brown hair lost its luster and her usually radiant green eyes grew dull.

The nights were the worst. Alice lay on the thin mattress, her heavy breasts aching from the milk that built up endlessly. The tissue stretched until every movement became agony. She pressed her palms against the taut curves, trying to relieve the pressure, but the relief was only temporary. Drops of warm milk ran over her fingers, wasted and useless, while somewhere in the distance her baby cried. The sound cut through the concrete walls like a knife through her heart.

Her nipples were sore and cracked from the irregular nursing schedule. The guards sometimes made her wait, leaving her in her cell while the milk in her breasts became a burning fire. When they finally came for her, the baby suckled greedily, its tiny hands clawing at her skin, and Alice bit her lip to keep from screaming in pain.

But then everything changed. One morning, when Alice was supposed to be brought to her daughter, she sensed it immediately. The guards didn't lead her to the room with the crib as usual but turned down a different corridor. A cold feeling crept up her spine as she followed in silence. Her heart raced, her palms grew damp. Something in the guards' posture, in their deliberate avoidance of eye contact, made Alice fear the worst.

The air grew thicker, heavier, as they ventured deeper into the facility. The familiar scent of baby powder and warm milk gave way to something else—a metallic, sterile stench that tightened her throat. Her bare feet slapped against the cold tile floor, each step echoing in the silence like a countdown to something unspeakable.

A door opened onto a new room, revealing a shocking scene. Women stood bent over milking stations in two rows. The mechanical hum of the milking machines filled the room, and the sight of them—strapped down and connected to tubes—made Alice freeze. The acrid smell of disinfectants mixed with the sweet scent of breast milk and sweat, a disturbing combination that intensified her nausea.

Alice stared at the scene before her, her mind refusing to accept what she was seeing. The women hung in their harnesses like dolls, their heads lowered, their eyes empty and glassy. Some were young, barely older than herself; others already marked by years of captivity. Their breasts, of all sizes and shapes, were red and swollen from the constant stimulation of the machines. Milk dripped steadily into the transparent containers—an endless, mechanical harvest of human fertility.

The sound was hypnotic and horrifying all at once—the rhythmic sucking of the pumps, the clinking of metal, the occasional whimper of a woman struggling against her restraints. Alice noticed the numbers tattooed on the women's bare shoulders—branded like cattle for processing.

A hard shove to her back got her moving again. Reluctantly, she stepped closer and noticed the empty stares of the women, who seemed like mere shadows of their former selves. The milking machines worked tirelessly, sucking milk from the prisoners' engorged breasts. The transparent tubes filled rhythmically with white liquid that flowed into large containers meticulously labeled with numbers and dates.

One of the women weakly raised her head as Alice passed. Her eyes were red from crying, her lips cracked and dry. “Please,” she whispered, barely audible, “don't let them...” Her voice broke off as a guard approached and delivered a sharp blow to her shoulder. The woman collapsed back into herself, her hope extinguished like a candle in the wind.

A guard stepped up beside Alice and pointed to an empty spot at the milking station. Without a word, she was led to her place. The guard's rough hands gripped her shoulders and pushed her down. Resistance was futile; every attempt was crushed before it began. Alice noticed the marks on the other women's wrists—silent witnesses to previous attempts at rebellion.

“No!” Alice found her voice again, a desperate cry that echoed through the room. She writhed in the guards' grip, legs kicking as she tried to free herself from the cruel device. “I'm not an animal! You can't—” A blow to the back of her head made her stagger, stars dancing before her eyes.

“You'll learn to be quiet,” the guard growled, yanking her arms. “Or we'll help you learn.” His fingers dug into her flesh, leaving dark marks on her pale skin.

Alice felt the cold metal surface of the milking station beneath her breasts, felt the restraints cinch around her wrists and ankles, locking her in place. The tubes were attached to her nipples, and a familiar wave of humiliation washed over her. Her once-voluptuous D-cups, which had swollen to an I-cup through pregnancy and excessive milk production, hung heavy and painfully taut.

The metal clamps were cold and relentless, closing around her sensitive nipples like the jaws of a predator. Alice screamed as the first device latched on, pain shooting through her breast like liquid fire. Her back muscles cramped as she desperately tried to wrench free of the tubes, but the straps held her fast.

“Please,” she gasped, her voice breaking, “I have a baby... she needs me...” Tears streamed down her cheeks, salty drops falling onto the sterile floor.

“Your baby will be taken care of,” a guard replied indifferently, adjusting the settings on the machine. “You'll produce more milk than she could ever drink. Consider it... a contribution to society.”

With a soft hiss, the machines started up, beginning their relentless rhythm. The pulling and sucking hurt at first, but soon the numbness of her daily routine took over. Her nipples turned red and sensitive as the machine mercilessly pressed every drop out of her. Her narrow 25-inch waist contrasted grotesquely with her heavy breasts, now at the mercy of the machine.

Alice bit her tongue to keep from screaming as the suction increased. Her milk flowed in thick, white streams through the transparent tubes—an obscene display of her most intimate bodily function. The machine knew no mercy, no pause; it sucked and pulled until her breasts ached and her nipples were raw and cracked.

The humiliation was overwhelming. She had been reduced to her biological function, nothing more than a dairy cow optimized for production. Her once-proud breasts, which had nourished life, were now exploited as a source of raw material. Every drop that flowed through the tubes was another piece of her dignity stolen away.

The room was filled with a dull hum and the occasional sigh or moan from the other women. Alice closed her eyes, trying to escape somewhere—perhaps to thoughts of her daughter, or to a life before this hell. Her golden-brown hair fell across her face, a weak shield against the cruel reality around her. Her breasts ached as the machine methodically extracted every drop of her daily five to six liters of milk.

But there was no escape here, only the endless hum of the machines and the constant sucking of the tubes. Alice felt her milk flowing, felt her body responding to the mechanical stimulation—a betrayal of her own flesh that filled her with shame. Her legs trembled under the strain of holding the uncomfortable position, while her full hips pressed against the hard edge of the milking station.

Hours passed, or perhaps only minutes—in this hell, time lost all meaning. Alice felt her strength waning, her thoughts dissolving into a fog of exhaustion. The other women around her had long since fallen silent, their bodies moving only in rhythm with the machines, like marionettes on invisible strings.

Time crawled by, agonizingly slow. Minutes stretched into hours as Alice's body was systematically used, her once-proud posture broken beneath the weight of her new reality. In that moment, she knew she was no longer Alice—she was just Number 0122, another milk source in the cruel machinery of this facility.


Chapter 15

For several months, this had become her only life. Sleep, milking, eat, milking, sleep, milking, eat, sleep. The days bled into each other like a sluggish mass of pain and humiliation. Alice lost all sense of time as she became trapped in the mechanical routine, caught in an endless cycle of dehumanization. Her body became clockwork made of flesh and bone, serving only one purpose—the production of the precious milk pressed from her swollen breasts.

Every morning she was awakened by the cold hands of the guards and led from her cell. The walk to the milking machines had become as familiar as her own thoughts by now. She knew exactly which step caused which sounds on the metal floor, could navigate the uneven spots almost in her sleep. Her body moved automatically while her mind withdrew further and further. Her bare feet padded silently over the cold metal, and she could feel that the skin of her soles had grown accustomed to the cold—another sign of her adaptation to this hell.

The cold metal of the milking stand pressed uncomfortably against her full breasts. She felt the rough hands of the guards attaching the tubes, the coldness of the metal, and then the relentless suction of the machines that irritated and stretched her sensitive nipples. At first she had fought against the pain, but eventually she simply let it happen. The pain became a dull background noise in her mind, a constant companion in her bleak existence. The rhythmic pumping of the machines became a perverse meditation, a mechanical mantra that numbed her thoughts.

Between milking sessions, she was led back to her cell or to the sparse meals in the cafeteria. The food was bland and nutrient-rich—not meant for enjoyment, but to keep her body functional and promote her milk production. Protein-rich porridge, vitamin supplements, and gallons of water—everything measured and weighed like feed for livestock. The taste soon became another insignificant component of her dreary daily life, another aspect of her existence over which she had no control. Her tongue had grown accustomed to the tastelessness, as if she had lost the right to pleasure forever.

Her thoughts often drifted away, swimming through the emptiness of her consciousness like driftwood on a still ocean. Sometimes she imagined what it would be like to be free, out in the world, far away from this hell. She remembered the feeling of wind on her skin, the laughter of people she had once loved. But these memories faded a little more with each passing day, becoming distant echoes of a person she had once been. Everything here was designed to suffocate every form of humanity, to snuff out every spark of hope before it could catch.

Even conversations with the other women were forbidden, punished harshly. Everyone was trapped in their own spiral of pain and humiliation. Words lost their meaning here; glances and gestures said more than anything else. A brief nod, a fleeting look—tiny gestures of solidarity in a world that had taken everything from them. Silence became their language, their only form of resistance.

So the months passed in a thick, sluggish uniformity. Life outside these walls became a pale memory—a dream from another time that faded with each day of captivity. Alice’s once proud body became a mere vessel, a container for the precious milk pressed from her heavy breasts. Her curves, once a source of pride, were now only tools in the hands of her tormentors. The dramatic hourglass silhouette that had once distinguished her now served only a single, perverse purpose.

Just as Alice believed she would finally break, as the last spark of resistance in her threatened to be extinguished, she was transferred back to the normal prisoner area. The walls of the new cell block seemed almost friendly compared to the cold isolation she had endured. A wave of relief washed through her as the heavy steel doors slammed shut behind her—a paradoxical feeling of freedom within her continued captivity. The air here smelled different, less sterile, less of disinfectants and mechanical coldness.

Alice entered her new cell, unable to shake the feeling of déjà vu. The room was sparse, like the last one. The beds were narrow, with thin mattresses that offered barely any protection from the hard metal frames. A small mirror hung on the wall, and in it she briefly caught sight of her own exhausted face. Her once lively green eyes looked dull and tired, her golden-brown hair stringy and lifeless—a sad echo of her former beauty. Her cheeks were sunken, and dark circles had formed under her eyes, traces of months of deprivation and torment. Her skin, once a delicate rose, had become pale and gray, as if life itself had drained from her.

The first days in the new cell passed quietly. She spent most of the time getting used to her changed surroundings and adapting to the new routines. The milking remained part of her daily life, but the tension seemed to ease a little. She was only milked once a day now and received the usual cafeteria slop again—a small act of mercy that felt like a luxury after the hell she had lived through. Her breasts, still heavy and full from the forced milk production, hurt less, as if her body had finally been granted a brief respite.

Three weeks later, Alice was startled by the heavy footsteps of the guards. The door of her cell opened with a metallic creak, and a young woman was roughly shoved inside. The guards laughed harshly before slamming the door shut again, leaving the two women alone. The newcomer introduced herself with a nervous glance, her hands trembling slightly at her sides. Alice felt something stir within her—a long-forgotten feeling of connection to another human being.

“I’m Eva,” the newcomer said quietly, her voice brittle with fear and exhaustion. She stood uncertainly in the middle of the room, as though expecting a blow or rejection. Her eyes searched Alice’s face for a sign of friendship, or at least understanding.

Alice only nodded briefly and studied Eva out of the corner of her eye, too exhausted for a warmer greeting. She had long black hair that fell in soft waves over her shoulders, and dark eyes that gleamed like coal in her pale face. Her body was slender but well-built, with broad hips and a narrow waist that indicated her genetic heritage—obviously a Hucow descendant, like Alice herself. Her breasts were smaller than Alice’s, but still full and firm, a sign that they would soon prepare her for the same fate Alice had already suffered. In Eva’s eyes, Alice recognized the same pain, the same confusion she herself had once felt—and a spark of hope that had not yet been completely extinguished.

To be continued…
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