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Milk trickled from Kate’s strained breasts with every crack of the whip. Red lines were drawn across the sensitive skin as her whimpers echoed in the small, depressing room. After the pain, a short jolt of intense pleasure appeared that never ceased to surprise her, but she had no time to enjoy it before the leather tethers kissed her breast again. David, the guard captain, had taken her from her cell every day since she had foolishly volunteered to endure his punishments to spare her cellmates, and his whippings had gotten crueler with each passing day.

“How many was that, cow?” he said, panting. He was naked, his ripped body glistening with sweat.

“Four… fourteen.” Kate had trouble breathing; David had suspended her from the ceiling, and the sharp edges of her handcuffs dug into her wrists. She held onto the chain with as much strength as she could muster as her feet dangled an inch above the floor, but she could not hang on much longer. “Why not make it … an even twenty?”

Her breasts screamed for her to stop taunting David, but she knew it was the only way to keep him from torturing the others.

David approached her and licked a drop of milk from her nipple. The feeling of his tongue on her skin sent a pleasant shiver through her body. “I’m going to miss you, cow. You’re good fun.” He pinched her nipple. “I’ll grant you another six lashes.”

He stepped back and looked her in the eye as he aimed the cruel whip at her pussy.

Fuck.

Kate had promised herself that she would never scream during David’s torture, but as the sharp leather pummeled her pussy and clit, she came close to breaking her vow. She bit her lip until she tasted blood as the pain tore through her like a hurricane. No pleasure followed the lashes now.

“Oh, that stings,” she said and forced a smile as she swallowed a drop of blood. “I’m afraid you broke my pussy.”

David threw the whip aside and started stroking his obscenely large cock. It did not need his aid; he was already hard from whipping Kate. “Let’s find out.”

“You’re not lowering me down first?” A hint of desperation snuck its way into Kate’s voice. She hated coming off weak, but her arms were managing to be both completely numb and in terrible pain at the same time.

David cocked his head to the side. “What? You finally had too much?”

Fuck you. Kate did not answer and groaned as David lifted her leg, opening her up wide to receive him. She clung to the heavy chain in the ceiling as the tip of his cock entered her. He was in no hurry, seemingly enjoying the tortured expression on Kate’s face as the pain forced its way through.

“We value good fucks in this country,” he said as he penetrated her. “You might go far if you keep this up.”

What the hell does that mean? All of Kate’s energy was spent keeping the weight off her wrists, but the incredible sensation of the large cock filling her threatened to distract her. A revealing moan escaped her as David kept fucking her harder and harder, deeper and deeper. The pussy was sore from the whipping, causing every thrust to be wildly uncomfortable, but for Kate, the lines between pleasure and pain had been blurred for a while now.

His cock is going to come out of my throat if he keeps this up, she thought and smiled to herself. She was going to miss that cock. The hormones had taken full effect by now. All the women in Kate’s cell were lactating heavily at this point, meaning that they would soon be shipped off to the hucow farms belonging to The Glorious Leader.

“Mmm …” Kate moaned as David sucked her nipple into his mouth and massaged her breast with his mouth. The milk started flowing faster; it no longer hurt and instead caused her immense relief. “Yes … drink it, David.”

David placed his arm under Kate’s other leg, giving him even better access to her. The chains rattled as Kate swayed back and forth every time his hips crashed into her with increasing force. He was a beast, an animal, driven by primal lust. She could feel his hard abs against her pelvis, his bulging biceps against the back of her thighs. He was hot. Beautiful. And a sadistic asshole with no sympathetic qualities.

Apart from the giant cock.

Kate’s arms were shaking and the sweat poured from her skin when David came with a loud, bestial roar. She felt his warm cum inside her pussy; he usually ejaculated on her back or stomach, and the new sensation terrified her.

David noticed her reaction and laughed. “Relax. Didn’t they tell you that the hormones they gave you to induce lactation made you sterile?”

“What?” The revelation was a relief at first, but the longer-term implications soon hit Kate like a freight train.

David shrugged. “Who cares?” He left Kate to dangle while he wiped his cock in a cloth and put his pants and uniform back on. “I hear they’re shipping you out today. You might never leave the farm again. The ability to have kids should be the least of your worries.”

Kate was unable to think clearly. Her body was a mess of pain and lust. She groaned loudly when David finally unlocked her handcuffs from the chain in the ceiling and let her fall to the floor.

“Fuck …” She massaged her sore wrists, staring at the deep grooves. The handcuffs had not been taken off for weeks now, and she was starting to doubt if they would ever come off again.

David snorted. “Get over it. Some of your cellmates might think serving as a hucow is some glorious future, a way to serve Him, but don’t be fooled. You’re nothing to Him. Worthless.” He wiped another drop of milk from Kate’s breast and gently placed it on his tongue. “This is all you’re good for now. If they could cut your breasts off and have them produce milk on their own, they’d do it, you miserable cow.”

Kate smirked at her cruel fate. ”Is that all you have to say to me after our precious moments together, David?” She winced as he pulled her to her feet and locked her handcuffs to her belly chain. “Do you even know my name?”

A hard slap landed on Kate’s cheek. It was nothing compared to the pain she had just endured, but it somehow felt worse.

“You don’t need a name anymore. Soon, you’ll be a number.” He grabbed Kate’s long blonde hair and yanked her head sideways. His face was right in front of hers, split in a menacing grin. “I know who you were, Kate Bell. I know your mother was the greatest whore the country has ever known. I think you have the same potential. A pity that you will wither away on a farm while your breasts turn into dried-up prunes.”

Kate’s mother Fiona was there to comfort Kate when she was returned to the cell. The harsh conditions had not diminished Fiona Bell’s beauty, and she looked at her daughter with compassion before the cell door closed and darkness enveloped the two.

“My poor Katie,” she whispered as Kate laid her head on her mother’s shoulder. “Why are you doing this to yourself?”

“You know why.”

Fiona sighed. “You can’t save everyone.”

“I can try.” Kate did not have the heart to tell her mother that her daily encounters with David had become a shameful addiction. She wanted his cock inside her, and part of her even wanted the whippings. The masochistic side was new to her, and it scared Kate more than she was willing to admit. She tried to close her eyes and rest, but her pussy was still wet, and there was still cum trickling from it. She took a deep breath in an attempt to calm herself. Despite weeks in a dark, damp cell with only sparse hose-downs as a substitute for showers, her mother still managed to smell like a field of flowers.

“Mom …”

“Yes?”

Kate finally mustered the courage to ask the question that had burned in her mind for a while. “Why does everyone keep talking about you as someone ‘special’? Davi… The guard called you a ‘whore’. I thought you used to be a model?”

She could hear her mother take a deep breath before answering. “I was a model, Katie. The rest is … it’s in the past. Just leave it there. I don’t …”

They were interrupted when the door opened. Kate immediately feared that David wanted to squeeze another session in before it was too late, but she did not recognize the guard staring coldly at her and her mother.

“You two. Follow me.”

They were led to a small office in another part of the basement. The concrete walls were the same as the cell and the room David used to torture and fuck Kate, but this one had a simple desk and a few chairs in it. Behind the desk sat a familiar face; Evelyn, the doctor that had received Fiona and Kate when they had first arrived. The elegant woman was as beautiful as Kate remembered her, but her eyes were restless and her lips narrow.

“Thank the Leader you haven’t been shipped off yet!” she said and breathed a sigh of relief. Evelyn gestured for the two women to sit and signaled for the guard to leave. Her eyes rested on Kate’s bruised breasts for a moment, but she did not comment on the cruel treatment. “They’ll be here to take you within a few minutes, we have to hurry!”

Kate and Fiona sent each other a concerned look.

“What do you mean?” Fiona said hesitantly.

“I only now managed to get the paperwork back I sent for!” Evelyn placed two pieces of identical paper on the table. The seal of the Leader’s Palace was visible at the top, but the writing on the document was dense and small; Kate could not read it in the dim light. “They’ll allow you to stay together as I promised, but you have to sign it before they get here! Otherwise, they’ll split you up!”

Kate quickly grabbed a pen and was about to sign when her mother stopped her.

“What are we signing?” Fiona asked with a furrowed brow.

Evelyn checked her watch. Kate could hear her tapping her foot beneath the table. “Please, Fiona. You have to trust me. It’s just a standard contract promising that you’ll both behave during your stay at the farm. They wouldn’t let me keep you together otherwise. Please! I can hear them coming for you!”

Kate heard heavy footsteps in the corridor outside and looked at her mother. Fiona sighed and nodded, signing the papers along with Kate.

Evelyn’s shoulders seemed to drop as if she was letting go of years of tension. “Excellent.” She put the papers into her briefcase and stood up. “I’m sure you’ll both be … fine.” Evelyn adjusted the dark ponytail and approached Fiona. “It was a privilege to have … sampled the famous Fiona Fawkes.” She grabbed Fiona’s handcuffs and pulled her in for a passionate kiss dripping with sexual tension.

Kate could have sworn she heard her mother moan.

Fiona smiled and bit her lower lip. “That was a different time. A different name.”

Evelyn smiled, but there was a malicious edge to the smile that made Kate uneasy. “Oh, I disagree. I think you showed that when we first met.” She cleared her throat before calling for the guard. “Good luck to you both.”

The moment Fiona and Kate entered the corridor outside the small office, they were overwhelmed by shouting, crying, and the ear-drum shattering sound of countless chains rattling at once. Dozens of women were being escorted through the narrow hallway, all restrained in the same way as Kate and her mother. Kate noticed that several of the women had received similar treatment; bruises and welts were visible on their naked bodies, and their eyes were red from crying.

“You two!” A bitter-looking guard with a scar across his face whacked Kate on the thigh with a cane. “Get in line!”

Kate made sure to hang on to the chain resting on her mother’s lower back. She did not want to risk getting separated in the chaos. The guards showered the women with punches and cane strikes, driving them forward like cattle. The floor was slippery from the milk dripping from dozens of lactating breasts, and every time someone fell, they were pulled aside to receive even more hits from the vicious canes.

Kate had not walked this far in legcuffs since the first day, and she winced with every step as the tight restraints tore at her tendons. She could feel the milk run down her breasts, dripping onto her toes, but the hucows had been expressly forbidden from milking themselves; the milk was not theirs.

It belonged to The Glorious Leader.

When the chain gang finally emerged into the bright sunlight, Kate forgot about her troubles for a brief moment. The sun blinded her after weeks of darkness, but she welcomed it. She took a deep breath of the fresh air before a guard shouted at her to keep going. Only now did she realize that no trucks were waiting for them outside the old school.

David, the guard captain with whom’s cock Kate had become intimately acquainted, shouted for the women to be quiet. The shackled hucows huddled together, desperate to get away from the guards’ canes. Everyone had bruises on their hips and backs from lying on the concrete for so long. Kate saw her friend Alice nearby. She looked considerably worse for wear; her red hair was a mess and her breasts were twice as big as before. She managed to send Kate a tired smile.

“Listen, you worthless cows!” David shouted. “You’ll be paraded through the main street as a celebration of The Glorious Leader and his power. At the end of the street, on the main square, you will receive the collar marking you as his property before the trucks take you to your designated farm.”

A collar? A parade? Kate had not thought that they could degrade them further.

Kate heard her mother mumble a curse under her breath. Fiona stared at David with hatred in her eyes, a hatred Kate had never thought her kind mother capable of feeling. Several women let out surprised gasps when the gates to the schoolyard opened and the roar of a huge crowd rose to greet them. Hundreds, maybe thousands of people were gathered on the main street, leaving only a narrow corridor for the hucows’ walk of shame.

“Behold the servants of The Glorious Leader!” a voice boomed from a loudspeaker. “See how their breasts are fit to burst with the liquid gold that fuels our magnificent country!”

Kate was ready to burrow a deep hole to hide in as she entered the crowd. She could feel the stares from all sides as she hobbled her way forward. Some men leered at her with a mix of disgust and lust in their eyes while others laughed and pointed. Her mother did not attempt to hide, however. Her back was straight and her face set in stone as she strode through the crowd. The legcuffs did not seem to keep her from walking with the grace and sensuality of a runway model. The golden hair caught the breeze and the sight of the fabled goddess managed to silence some of the onlookers.

“Is that …?” Kate heard them say, but as soon as her mother had passed, she heard the degrading shouts continue. The hucows were called traitors to the leader, and several women were hit with rocks or other objects. Everyone knew that the Freedom Guard used the hucows as hostages to quell rebellions, but Kate noticed that several of the faces in the crowd were filled with grief and sorrow. Not everyone adored the dictator.

“Stand proud, my daughter,” Kate heard her mother say without breaking her stride. “They can never take your pride away if you don’t let them.”

Kate struggled to find the strength her mother was exuding; she felt humiliated and gross. She had not been hosed down in days, and she could feel the now-dried semen whenever her thigh rubbed together. The way she saw it, the guards had succeeded. Kate did not feel human anymore. She felt like a vessel carrying her huge, lactating breasts, an animal to be used and abused. The only thing keeping her head up was her mother’s unwavering will and confidence.

After what felt like an eternity, the street opened up into the city’s main square. Kate had often been here with her family when the carnival had been in town, or when the square had been brimming with stalls and merchants, but there was no such joy to be found today. A platform had been erected in the middle of the square, in front of the giant statue of The Glorious Leader. His cold eyes stared into the horizon, the gilded face forever smiling.

Kate could see the trucks at the other end of the square. She longed to escape the public humiliation. Even a hucow farm seemed like a delightfully private place to be at this point.

“The Glorious Leader will now take these chosen women into his possession,” the loudspeaker said. “They will receive the honor of being collared to symbolize their submission and commitment to Him.” The voice darkened, and an unpleasant hush fell over the crowd as two women were taken from the back of a nearby truck and dragged toward the platform. “But first … these two women tried to deny The Glorious Leader what is rightfully his. They managed to injure a guard and tried to escape.”

A few people in the crowd started booing. Kate had been so focused on the trucks and her mother that she had not noticed the gallows that had been built in the center of the platform. It felt like a cold hand grabbed her throat as she saw the two women being dragged towards them.

“No …” she muttered. She felt her mother’s hand in hers and looked at Fiona to see a crack in the porcelain mask.

“Be quiet, Katie. There’s nothing we can do. We do not want to share their fate.”

Everything inside her egged Kate to action, but she knew her mother was right. She watched in horror as the two naked women, both cuffed behind their backs, were lifted onto a pair of chairs. One of them was crying, begging the guards to forgive her and let her go, but the other, an older woman with a proud, weathered face, stared defiantly into the distance as the noose was placed around her neck. No hoods were pulled over their heads. No words were spoken. For a moment, there was only silence.

“For The Glorious Leader!” the voice in the speaker shouted as the chairs were kicked out from under the two women.

Several of the girls near Kate broke down crying as they watched the two women choke to death. The fall had been deliberately short, ensuring that their death was long and painful. As the crowd chanted “Hail to The Glorious Leader”, Kate felt like she could throw up. The torment at the hands of David and his guards had been excruciating, but even then, it was easy to forget that the Leader and his minions were capable of far greater cruelty.

The two women were still twitching when the guards started pulling hucows up on the platform, ten at a time. Kate and Fiona were in the first group; the guards pushed them onto the simple stage and forced them to kneel near the two hanging women. It was a cruel display of power, and Kate was fighting to keep from crying. A guard was placed behind each of the hucows to ensure that no one tried anything.

“The collaring ceremony will be done by General Weiss of the Freedom Guard,” the speaker announced, causing the crowd to go wild. The general was famous for his role in the coup that brought The Glorious Leader to power, as well as for his ruthlessness.

A gray-haired man stepped onto the platform. His black uniform was decked out in medals, and the golden epaulets on top of his shoulder made him look wide and intimidating. He walked up to each of the women in turn, mumbling something that Kate could not hear before locking a wide steel collar around their necks. As soon as the collaring was done, the women were dragged off towards the trucks.

When he arrived at Fiona and Kate, the square-jawed man raised an eyebrow. “I heard you were here, Fiona Fawkes.”

“It’s ‘Bell’ now, General.” Fiona looked up at the man with a spiteful snarl.

He smiled. “Indeed. It doesn’t matter now, does it?” He cleared his throat and grabbed the open collar from his assistant. “This collar makes you the property of The Glorious Leader. Serve him well.” With those words, he placed the collar around Fiona’s neck.

“It’s a little tight,” she said.

The General ignored her and nodded for the guard behind Fiona to take her away before moving on to Kate.

“This collar makes you the property of The Glorious Leader. Serve him well.”

Kate stared at the thick, wide steel in the General’s hands. She could not see any lock. The seamless, shiny steel was only broken by a hidden hinge and a large O-ring. Her lips quivered as the cold steel snapped shut around her neck. It felt heavy, significant. She did not have time to dwell on her new accessory before the guard behind her forced her to her feet and towards the trucks. She forced herself to take a final look back at the corpses of the two women swaying in the breeze; she wanted to remind herself that she could be worse off.

And that she should seek revenge for them and the torment she had endured if she ever got the chance.

Kate was surprised to see Evelyn standing with Fiona and David near the trucks when she approached. The stressful expression she had seen on Evelyn’s face earlier was all gone, replaced by a smug, satisfied smile as she looked at Kate and Fiona.

“Ah, the family is gathered,” she said and chuckled. “Those collars suit you.”

“How … how do you unlock it?” Kate asked. She could not imagine she would ever get used to the weight and tightness. It felt like every breath made her neck strain against the collar.

“You don’t.” David smiled. “It’s permanent.”

Permanent?

Fiona glanced at Kate. “That can’t be right …”

“Once you enter the service of The Glorious Leader, you never leave,” Evelyn said with a shrug. “You two signed away your lives earlier. You really should have read the contract; you both agreed to serve the Leader for eternity and to give your bodies willingly to him and any of his servants that might wish to have you.” Evelyn laughed at the disbelief painted on the faces of the two women. “He wants you, Fiona. As his personal hucow slave. He’s a big fan, you know.”

The blood left Fiona’s sun-kissed face. “What about Kate? You promised!”

Evelyn blew her a kiss. “I lied. She will be sent to the farm with the other rabble. When her udders run dry, she’ll be shipped to the mines in the north to work as a slave until she drops dead.”

“Fuck you!” Fiona said, lunging at the doctor, but the guard was quick to restrain her.

Evelyn and David laughed. “Calm that temper, cow,” Evelyn said. “The contract stipulates that if any of you two go against the Leader’s will, the other will be hanged.” She nodded towards the gallows. “And I’m sure he’ll make the other one watch.”

David walked up to Kate and slid a finger inside her pussy. She hated that even in the middle of the searing despair and hatred she was feeling, his despicably touch still turned her on. “That means that you have to endure every single disgusting guy that wants to fuck you from now on, cow.”

Kate clenched her jaw. “Nothing new, then.”

David smiled. “Funny.” He nodded toward the guard. “Get her on the truck. I’ll take the mother to the Palace myself.”

Kate could not believe what was happening. She looked at her mother, but she seemed to be just as rattled as she was.

“Katie! Stay strong!” she said as David dragged her in the opposite direction. “We’ll find each other!”

Kate cried as she saw her mother being thrown into the back of a black SUV. It felt like her heart was being torn in two.

“Please, let me go with her!” she begged.

Evelyn shook her head. “First of all, I don’t think you’ll want to. The Leader is … a voracious man. Secondly, only the very best fucks in the country, like your mother, are picked for the Palace.” The deceitful doctor checked her watch and yawned. “That was all for today. Have a good life.”

Kate watched in disbelief as Evelyn got into a car and sped off. She tried to escape the guard’s firm grasp, but there was nothing she could do. He pushed her into the back of the truck where she found herself sitting across from Alice. The wide collar looked huge on her slender neck, and Kate could tell that she had cried.

“Finally, a familiar face,” Alice said with an exhausted smile. “I guess we’re being sent to the same farm, Kate.”

Kate nodded. It was nice to have Alice with her, but it was like a band-aid on an open wound. When the truck started moving, she had no more tears to shed, and she soon fell into a restless sleep with her head resting against the steel rail behind her.

***

In the bleak darkness of the cell at the old school, Kate had often found herself thinking about what awaited her at the farm. She had never been naïve enough to think that it would be a pleasant stay, but in her more optimistic moments, she had imagined green fields and fresh air, not unlike the farms dotting the landscape around her home village.

They want us healthy, she had told herself.

The truck ride was long and rough. The wooden benches the girls were sitting on did them no favors, and the heat soon became unbearable as the sun warmed the dark-green tarp covering the truck. When the truck finally stopped for a short break and a guard allowed them one mouthful of water, it felt like rain after a long drought.

After hours of driving, Kate was surprised to once again hear the sound of heavy traffic as they seemed to drive through a busy city. The noise had barely subsided before the truck slowed down, and several of the women started whispering to each other.

“What if they just drove us back to the city?” one of them said, a young girl with huge expressive eyes.

Another one started sobbing. “They’re gonna hang us all as they did with Claire and Abigail!” She started tearing at her handcuffs before the girl next to her managed to calm her down.

“Be quiet, Silvia! They wouldn’t go through all that trouble just to kill us.”

The girl called Silvia nodded, but the tears did not stop streaming.

Alice looked at Kate with a furrowed brow. “I wonder where we are.”

“We drove at least four hours. Southwest, judging by the way the sun hit the tarp.” Kate did some quick math in her head. “I’m guessing we’re near one of the old industrial cities near the southern mountains. That would explain the traffic.”

“Alright, everyone OUT!” a guard shouted as the back of the truck was opened.

Kate was shocked when she saw the farm where she was going to spend the next several years of her life. There were no rolling hills or flower-filled meadows to be seen. The tall chimneys of the city’s factories were visible behind the building's worn roof, and the constant whirring and thud of the factories’ machines could still be heard. The farm was nothing more than a huge barn with a barracks nearby, likely meant for the guards. The red paint was peeled off in several places, and there did not seem to be an outdoor area connected to the barn, safe for a tiny yard with a tall steel fence around it, crowned with barbed wire.

“Wow … that’s bleak,” Alice whispered next to Kate as they were escorted towards the building. “There must be a slaughterhouse nearby, this can’t have been used for more than temporary livestock storage, maybe a few days at a time at most.”

And that is where they want us to stay. Kate wondered what kind of conditions her mother had to live under at the Palace of the Glorious Leader.

The barn was one of the largest buildings Kate had ever been in. It was one huge open area divided into small stalls with steel bars on top. Kate tried to get her bearings, but the place seemed like a maze. Her eyes were inevitably drawn to the instruments of torture they passed along the way; tiny cages hung from the rafters above, some of them populated by pale, shivering hucows, chains and shackles were bolted to the walls in several places, and she could hear screams and cracking whips in the distance. Sullen faces, bereft of hope stared at them from the stalls, all from women wearing the same steel collars as the new arrivals, albeit with more dirt and scratches on them.

Kate and the other roughly twenty women she had arrived with were escorted to the end of the barn, to a large open area, dominated by two huge silos that Kate guessed contained breastmilk. Nearby, countless trolleys with milking machines were parked. Kate dreaded being milked for the first time, but her breasts were sore and stretched to the limit; she craved relief, and she knew it was the only way. Even if she wanted to milk herself, her handcuffs restricted her too much.

“Welcome to the farm!” a man said in a loud, booming voice. The dark eyes leered at the naked women as he licked his lips with all the subtlety of a hungry dog looking at a steak. He was a heavy-set man with thick, gray hair and wore a dark suit. “My name is Michael Turner, I am the proprietor of this establishment. My dear friend, The Glorious Leader, has tasked me with ensuring that the operation runs smoothly. And I have a very hands-on approach to things.”

Kate could tell that she was not the only woman in the group that understood exactly what the aging man was saying. Why else would a rich friend of the Leader agree to run a shithole like this? Kate could feel the content of her stomach rise in her throat, but she forced herself to smile at the man when he looked at her. A plan had formed in her mind during the long truck ride, a plan that would involve a lot of sacrifices.

Sacrifices she was willing to make.

“Listen up, cows,” a uniformed man said after Mr. Turner had nodded in his direction. The man was tall and reminded Kate of David. He had the same posture and handsome looks, and she recognized the complete lack of empathy in his cold eyes. “My name is Officer Reese. I’m in charge of discipline around here. The rules are simple: You’ll be fed thrice a day, milked four times a day, allowed a walk in the closed-in yard once every two days, and you’ll be hosed down twice a week. That is your life now. Any insubordination will be severely punished, as will insufficient milk flow and any rejection of the guards’ advances.” He added a creepy smile to the last part. “Your hand- and legcuffs will be removed momentarily, but restraints can be added if the guards deem it necessary.”

“Behave, and you might find your stay here tolerable,” Michael Turner added as he stroked his well-groomed beard.

Officer Reese bit the inside of his cheek, seemingly annoyed with being interrupted. “It’s time for your first milking. Watch how it is done; you are expected to hook yourself up to the machines from now on.”

The trolleys were rolled out. Alice and Kate were pushed towards the same machine, and Kate stared at the device with a mix of fascination and repulsion. It looked crude and industrial, but at least the vacuum tubes were clean. The guard turned the machine on. It made a horrible, high-pitched noise, and the guard wasted no time in attaching the large-diameter vacuum tubes to Kate’s engorged breasts. The sensation was terrifying at first as the device latched on and started sucking immediately. It was painful because the skin was stretched to near breaking point, but relief soon set in.

“This is so humiliating,” Alice whispered, barely audible above the whir of the machine. “I feel like cattle.”

“I guess that is exactly what we are now.” Kate sighed. “At least my breasts hurt less now.”

Alice winced. “The machine is starting to hurt me. It doesn’t look like I have any more milk to give.” She stared at the see-through rubber hoses connected to the tubes. Hardly any milk flowed from Alice at this point while Kate still had plenty to spare. “Is it supposed to keep sucking?” Her face contorted in agony as the machine kept going.

“Yes, it is, “ a voice sounded next to them. “It will help stimulate milk production.” Michael Turner sent the two women a sleazy smile. “But it’s going to hurt like a bitch until your breasts catch up.” He chuckled to himself.

Alice tried to hold back the tears. “And … and what if it doesn’t work?”

The smile vanished from the gray-haired man’s face. “Then your stay here will be agony.” He turned towards Kate and the smile returned. “My, my … you are a beauty! And what amazing udders.”

Kate had to resist delivering a snarky answer as Mr. Turner’s hands caressed her breasts. It felt surprisingly good to be touched while the machine milked her.

“Thank you, Mr. Turner,” Kate said in a saccharine voice and fluttered her long eyelashes. “It means a lot coming from you. I hope you’ll find the rest of me to your satisfaction as well.”

Alice looked at Kate with a furrowed brow, but Mr. Turner did not notice. “Well, aren’t you delightful! Let us see what else you have to offer …” His hand moved to Kate’s ass and grabbed it. “Nice and firm.” He found his way down between Kate’s legs.

“Mmm …” she moaned as he fondled her pussy with all the grace of a drunk man trying to get a snack from a vending machine. “That feels good …” Kate was not trained in the art of seduction, but Michael Turner was the human equivalent of low-hanging fruit. Every movement of her hips and bounce of her breasts sent a visible shiver through the middle-aged man.

“I like you,” he said and laughed. “I might have to seek you out at some point.”

Kate winked at him. “I hope you will.”

“Ladies,” he said and tipped an imaginary hat before leaving.

Several of the girls were screaming in pain as they experienced the same cruelty from the milking machines as Alice was enduring. Even Kate, who had the largest breasts of them all, was starting to feel intense discomfort, and she breathed a sigh of relief when the machines were turned off a moment later. A guard came over to the two hucows and removed the vacuum tubes before locking heavy, long chains to their collars. He then proceeded to remove their hand- and legcuffs. Despite the collar and chain, Kate had rarely felt this relieved. Her nipples were sore from the intense milking, but her breasts were no longer feeling like two balls of fire, and she was happy to be rid of the cuffs.

“Let’s get you two to your stall,” the guard said with remarkable indifference and started dragging them away from the open area. “We’ll take the scenic route.”

“What does that mean?” Alice asked. Her body still shook from the intense pain.

The guard smiled. “We like to show new arrivals a few examples of what might happen if you misbehave. Mr. Turner’s orders.”

The relief Kate had felt when her restraints had been removed was crushed moments later as the guard dragged her and Alice past one horrifying example of torture and punishment after another. Several naked women had been pushed into cramped, stacked cages that looked like they belonged in a dog kennel.

“Please, let me out,” one of them begged in a hoarse, weak voice. “I didn’t do anything!”

The guard glanced at Alice and Kate. “She might be telling the truth, who knows?” He laughed. “She probably pissed off one of the guys on the night shift, they can be a little cranky at times. Maybe he sneezed and she didn’t say ‘bless you’.”

Kate was shocked at the way the women were being treated, and the realization that she could spend years and possibly most of her life here was terrifying. They passed a woman shackled with her hands above her head against a wall. She was slumped together, hanging from the wrists, whipped to unconsciousness, and left there, bleeding from countless superficial cuts. Kate could tell that Alice was close to breaking from the brutal tour. Her friend had always had a kind and loving disposition, and being confronted with horrors like this was as far removed from the life she had lived as was humanly possible.

“Oh, you’ll love this,” the guard said. Kate could not comprehend how a person could behave so relaxed and chipper in this environment. “These women must have pissed off Mr. Turner or Officer Reese somehow, maybe rejected their advances. Who knows how long they’ll have to stay like that?”

He pushed Kate and Alice towards a set of steel bars. Behind the bars was a small, darkened room. It took Kate a few moments to see what was happening, distracted as she was by the constant sound of milking machines, but when she saw it, it shocked her to her core. Three women were lying on their backs on steel tables, shackled so they could not move at all. Milking machines were attached to their breasts, and a fucking machine kept pummeling their poor pussies without pause.

“The machines run 24/7.” The guard licked his lips. “Sometimes, they leave them there for days.”

Alice let out a shriek and clutched her breasts. She stared at the poor women, whose moans and screams could fuel a thousand nightmares. Kate was hypnotized by the cruelty and stood as frozen until she felt the guard tugging at her collar chain, pulling her away.

“Let’s get you two to your stall. If you behave, none of this will happen to you. You’ll spend most of your time in the stall, the milking machines will be brought to you.”

They passed an open stall and heard the cries of a desperate woman. She was being dragged out in chains by three guards. She had gray streaks in her hair and looked worn.

“Please, don’t take me away from here!” she cried, desperately trying to escape the firm grasp of the guards. “I can still serve The Glorious Leader!”

One of the guards groaned. “Your udders are dry, cow. We have no use for you anymore.”

“I can clean! Cook! Anything! You can’t do this to me!”

The guard that had spoken before nodded towards another man, who knocked the woman out cold with the butt of his rifle. “Thanks. I couldn’t stand listening to that whining.”

Kate and Alice watched as the unconscious woman was thrown into the back of a van.

“Where are they taking her?” Kate asked their guard.

He shrugged. “Probably the mines. But if she’s too much trouble …” He moved his finger across his throat with a sadistic smile.

Kate knew that they tried to control her with fear, but she had to admit that it was working. She hoped that her plan would work, that she would not have to spend her best years in this hellhole only to work herself to death in a mine. The guard pushed the two women into a small, hay-strewn stall and locked their chains to a heavy steel ring on the wall. Two other women were already there, chained to a similar ring on the opposite wall. They looked at Alice and Kate with tired eyes.

The stall was small, probably built to only accommodate a single cow or horse. The lower part of the walls was made from thick planks, while the upper part was thick metal bars. As soon as the guard had locked the door to the stall, Alice embraced Kate and started crying. It was nice to feel her warm, naked body, and Kate leaned into the hug with a smile. At least she had Alice, now that her mother had been taken from her.

They sat like that for a while until Alice’s crying had turned into a quiet sob.

“We’ll be alright, Alice,” Kate said and stroked her hair. She was surprised to hear the words sounding like they were coming from her mother.

Alice looked up at her with glassy eyes. “How can we be?” She wiped a tear from her eye. “This is where hope dies, Kate.”

“We’ll find a way out.” The words did not sound as confident as Kate had intended them to.

One of the girls across from them scoffed. “There’s no way out, new girl. The only way out is in a body bag or a van heading to the mines.” The girl had long black hair and intense, brown eyes. Her breasts were like two massive melons glued to a fragile frame. “I’m sorry, I didn’t want to come off cruel. I’m Jessie. This is Brie. We’ve been here a year or so at this point.” The other girl, Brie, nodded but said nothing.

Kate wanted to ask them about life at the farm, but she was exhausted. It had been a long day and she had a lot to think about.

Later that evening, Brie and Jessie were sleeping soundly, but neither Kate nor Alice could find rest. The distant sound of milking machines, laughing guards, and crying women kept them awake. They had huddled together on the floor, trying to keep warm in the cold barn.

“Kate, are you awake?” Alice whispered.

“Yeah.”

“Why did you flirt with that Turner guy?” Kate could feel Alice’s warm breath on her neck as she snuggled up closer to her. “He seemed like a horrible person.”

“He certainly is.” Kate sighed. “But I need to get to my mother, Alice. At the Palace of the Glorious Leader.”

“How are you going to do that?”

“I’m going to fuck my way there.” The words sounded absurd as she said them. “Evelyn said that only the best fucks are sent to the Palace. For some reason, they all believe my mother is one of them. If I want to go there, I have to fuck my way up the hierarchy.”

Alice did not say anything for a while. It was a ludicrous plan, but Kate had not been able to come up with a better one.

“What will you do if you succeed? I’m not sure life as a hucow slave is much better there.”

Kate smiled. “I’m going to fuck my way to the dictator, Alice. And then I’m going to kill him and save my mother.”

She could feel Alice squirm next to her, but when she spoke, there was a new resolve in her voice. “I’m going to help you. Somehow.”

Kate pulled Alice in closer. They did not speak more that night and soon fell into a dreamless sleep.

The first few days were uneventful, considering the circumstances. The women were kept in their stall and only interrupted when a guard brought food, emptied the disgusting toilet bucket that Kate seemed unable to escape at this point, or brought the dreaded milking machine. After the initial shock of being milked by a device, Kate had found that she rather enjoyed the milking. It brought her immense relief since her breasts were producing milk at an insane rate and quickly became engorged and sensitive, and the vacuum on her nipples managed to bring her a bit of pleasure through the discomfort. Alice, however, shook with fear whenever the machine came by.

“I’m not sure how long I’m going to last here,” she said to Kate after a painful milking session. “They’ll start punishing me soon if I don’t produce more milk.” Her eyes were teary, and she could barely form sentences.

Kate wanted to console her friend, but she feared that Alice was right. They had already seen other girls being dragged to the punishment areas because they did not produce enough, even though it was ridiculous to think that a whipping would cause the milk glands to increase their effectiveness.

There had been no sign of Mr. Turner since the first day, and Kate was starting to lose faith in her plan when the stall was visited by Officer Reese. He stood for a while outside the steel-barred door and observed them. The muscles were barely contained by the black uniform, and despite the jeans, Kate could already tell that he was as well-equipped as her previous tormentor had been. She knew she should fear his man, but her previous experiences had conditioned her to crave his attention. And his cock.

“You two.” He pointed at Alice and Kate. Kate noticed that Brie and Jessie tried to make themselves as small as possible to not get noticed. “New arrivals, right?”

Kate nodded and smiled. “We are. Loving it so far.”

The stern expression on Reese’s face did not change. “We’ll have to remedy that. I’d love to beat that smile off your face, cow.”

Damn. He’s going to be a tough one. Kate suspected that the way to Mr. Turner went through Reese.

“Think you’re man enough for both of us?” Alice said, much to Kate’s surprise. She playfully let her finger run across the steel collar and tugged at the chain. “We’re not going to run away.”

“What are you doing?” Kate whispered, still trying to maintain the smile.

“I told you I’d help. Besides, I probably have a better chance here if I can satisfy him.”

“This will be interesting,” Reese said and opened the door. “Let’s see how long you can keep that attitude up.”

Kate tried to emulate her mother’s confident walk as Reese dragged the two women by their collars through the barn. David had been drawn to her cockiness and resilience, but she was not certain it was the way to go this time. If anything, that approach could quickly send Kate to one of the small dog cages or worse.

Let’s try something else.

Reese pulled the two women into a large stall at the end of the barn, away from the ones containing hucows. It seemed to be a sort of playroom for the guards to use. Chains and shackles hung from the walls and the rafters above, and countless cages and instruments of torture like stocks and pillories were placed in the corners.

Reese grabbed two pairs of handcuffs from a nearby table and locked Kate and Alice’s hands behind their backs. “You talk big, both of you. But I’m the one in charge here. I have the authority to send you straight to the mines if I see fit.”

Kate winced as he tightened the steel cuffs around her wrists. It was tighter than she had experienced before. Her heart raced as she looked at the confident, tall man in front of her.

“Kneel. Both of you.” Reese pointed at the ground.

They both obeyed. Kate could tell that being bratty was not the way to go with Reese.

“Do you understand how worthless you are?” Reese said and crossed his arms.

Kate nodded. “We do, Master Reese.”

A hint of a smile appeared on the rugged face. “Master, eh? A decent start. Let us see just how submissive you are.” He unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants.

Soon, Kate was staring right at Reese’s flaccid, giant cock. It was wider than David’s, and she could feel beads of sweat form on her neck at the thought of how big it could become when erect. Reese looked down at the two girls with a raised eyebrow. Kate did not hesitate and started licking the shaft of Reese’s cock. She ignored the sweaty smell, and soon, Alice joined in. The two women enthusiastically licked the ever-growing cock from either side, both aware that satisfying Reese could be a matter of life and death.

This is not too bad, Kate thought. Giving a blowjob while handcuffed was getting off easy, the way she saw it, even if it was going to be a mouthful. Every time she thought that Reese could not get any bigger, he grew another half inch. She looked up at him as she took the tip in her mouth, gently caressing it with her tongue while Alice continued licking the lower part of his shaft as well as his balls.

No moans escaped Reese’s lips, not even a twitch could be seen on his face.

Kate took as much of the cock in her mouth as she could. She was not even halfway down the shaft before it hit the back of her throat, causing her to gag. The tight collar did not make it easier on her, but she found the choking sensation surprisingly arousing. Kate was starting to wonder if there was a submissive streak hidden deep beneath the good girl she had always believed herself to be; she despised men like Reese, but for now, she did not mind sucking his cock.

Her tongue danced up and down the underside of his dick while she moved her head back and forth, but Reese was not going to let the two girls get away with a measly blowjob.

“A decent start,” he said and took a step back. “You two are friends, I gather?”

Kate and Alice sent each other worried glances. “Yes?” Kate swallowed a lump as she watched Reese’s face darken.

“There are no friends here. That was your old life.” He removed the chain from Kate’s collar and locked the other end of Alice’s collar to Kate’s, connecting them. “You’re hucows now. Property of The Glorious Leader. Slaves to his will, and as an extension, mine. Do you understand?”

Kate nodded. “We’re your slaves, Master.”

He snorted. “Words are easy. Action speaks louder.” Reese found a set of heavy manacles connected by a long chain and locked one end to Kate’s left wrist and the other to Alice’s after removing their handcuffs. The two women were now connected by both their necks and wrists. He then gave each of them a nine-tailed whip with long leather tethers. “Time to show me how little your friendship means.” He sat down in a nearby chair and started slowly stroking his cock. “Whip each other. The loser gets punished.”

Kate and Alice hesitated, looking at each other with a terrified expression. Neither of them wanted to hurt the other, but both feared the consequences of refusing Reese.

Kate was the first to strike. The whip landed on Alice’s shoulder, causing the girl to cry out, more from surprise than pain. Another hit landed on Alice’s breast, causing her to wince in pain. Finally, she retaliated, and the two women were soon embroiled in a chaotic battle of flailing whips. The chains ensured that they were never far enough away to avoid the incoming blows, and Kate started pulling Alice closer to ensure that her hits landed properly.

Their screams soon filled the room as the hits got harder, but Reese was not satisfied.

“Pitiful.” He got up from the chair and removed his pants before grabbing a long cattle prod. “You’re both holding back. Use your full strength, or I’ll make both your lives a living hell.”

Kate screamed when Reese shocked her ass. The pain was intense and brutal, and it made her hit Alice harder and harder. The leather tethers tore through their skin, leaving small cuts on their breasts, backs, and butts, which only made the consecutive lashes hurt even more.

Suddenly, Alice scored a perfect hit, right on Kate’s nipple. It caused Kate to drop her whip, and Alice used the wrist chain to pull her away before she could pick it up.

“Finish it!” Reese shouted and shocked Alice’s back with the cattle prod when Alice hesitated to follow up

Alice clenched her jaw and let her whip rain pain down on Kate, who fell to her knees and tried to protect her head. The pain reminded her of David’s crueler moments, and even though she knew Alice had no choice, it hurt more knowing that it was a friend causing the pain.

Kate cried. She did not try to hold back the tears. When Reese finally allowed Alice to stop, Kate was a mess, but she was given no respite.

“That was entertaining,” Reese said and pulled Kate to her feet. “Time for the next act.” His face betrayed no emotion as he looked at the two bruised and exhausted slaves before him. Alice had several cuts on her breasts, and a few drops of milk trickled down the large udders. Reese unlocked the manacles from Kate’s wrist before locking them on Alice and removed the chain from her collar. “You go to the corner and wait. As a reward for your performance, you may touch yourself.”

Alice obeyed without a sound. Kate could tell that pleasuring herself was the furthest thing from her friend’s mind, but she did so anyway while she watched Kate being restrained. Reese took the chain connected to Kate’s collar and attached it to a rope hanging from the ceiling, which looped through a pulley. Without warning, he pulled the other end of the rope hard, forcing Kate to her toes as the collar pressed hard on her neck.

“Master! I … I … I can’t breathe!” she said with a voice that did not sound like her own. She clutched at the collar, but there was no relief to be had.

Reese tied the rope to a ring on the wall and walked slowly towards Kate while he shook his head. “I’ve done this for years. If I wanted to choke you to death, I’d have pulled the rope harder. You’ll be fine.”

Kate was not convinced. Fear gripped her body, and she was certain this was the end. Every breath was exhausting, and yet, she was still conscious. She had to stand on the very edge of her toes to keep contact with the ground, and it was only made harder when Reese chained her arms to the sides in a T-shape, ensuring that she could not use them to take the weight off her neck.

This is too much! Kate had never felt this helpless in her life, but something odd happened when Reese slid his finger up her pussy.

She was wet. Soaking wet. And the choking, the pain from her cuts and bruises, everything came together to boost the sensation of Reese’s fingers inside her to mindblowing proportions.

“Fuuuuck, that feels good, Master!” she said. And she meant it. It was agonizing torture, but the intensity of the lust flowing through her was overwhelming.

“You’re a little slut, aren’t you?” Reese removed his fingers from Kate’s pussy, and the discomfort took over again. “Cunt number two, get over here.”

Alice approached hesitantly. Reese grabbed her by the hair and forced her mouth onto Kate’s breasts. “Start sucking. And please both of you at the same time, I won’t stop you.”

Kate had no idea why Reese was allowing her and Alice to experience pleasure amongst the misery, but her doubts were forgotten a moment later when Alice closed her velvet lips around Kate’s nipple and gently started sucking the milk from her breast.

“Mmmm …” Kate moaned when she felt Alice’s slender fingers inside her. The edges of Alice’s manacles scraped against Kate’s thighs, but the discomfort was nothing compared to the intense pain that followed a moment later when Reese started whipping her from behind.

“AAAAH!” Kate screamed. Screamed until her throat hurt. Any intention she could have had to avoid doing so was washed away. Reese used a whip with thicker tethers than the whips Alice and Kate had used, and the pain was in a whole other league. Every hit was perfect, finding the most sensitive areas again and again. If Kate had managed to find pleasure in David’s whippings, it seemed out of the question now. It overwhelmed the jolts of pleasure from Alice’s soft lips and fingers, and every whiplash caused Kate’s body to shudder, adding to the pressure on her neck.

I can’t do this. I can’t. Kate was ready to give up. To beg Reese to be put back in her stall to live the rest of her life as a miserable hucow. She looked down and met Alice’s concerned gaze. The green eyes comforted her, reminding her of what was at stake.

Kate pushed through.

“Thank you, Master!” she shouted as loud as the collar would allow.

Reese stopped. She could feel him behind her, feel his warm breath on her neck. “Why do you thank me, cow?”

“Be… because I deserve to be punished, Master.”

“You do? Why?”

Kate tried to focus. Her back was burning, but without the continuous barrage of the whip, Alice’s gentle touch and breastfeeding made her wildly aroused. “I’m a hucow slave now, Master Reese. Your punishment helps me accept that.”

Reese seemed to consider Kate’s words for a bit. “Hmm … I don’t really care. But let’s see how deep this acceptance goes.”

At least I can breathe better now. Kate’s shoulders were screaming in the tight strappado; her wrists were handcuffed behind her back and pulled upward until her arms were in a vertical position. Reese had locked her ankles in a spreader bar, forcing her legs apart and exposing her pussy, while her collar chain was attached to a ring on the floor. It was a humiliating position, and Kate felt vulnerable.

Why was she loving it so much? Was it because the alternative was wasting away in a boring stall, waiting for the next milking? Kate did not know, and she was afraid to find out. The position was uncomfortable, straining her arms, but the loss of control stirred something in her.

“Are you enjoying this?” Reese knelt in front of her. He was fully naked now; the uniform no longer covered his ripped torso.

“I am, Master. Does it please you to see me like this?”

He shrugged. “You’re nothing to me, cow. A tool for my entertainment.”

“I … I want to please you,” Kate said. She did not mean it, but she had to try to get on Reese’s good side.

“To what end?”

The question caught Kate off guard. “Because …” She smiled. It was easier to hide the truth behind another truth. “I want your cock, Master.”

He nodded. “Now, that I can believe. And I’m going to give it to you.”

“Thank you, Master!” Kate bit her lip; if she had to endure torture and torment, the prospect of a fat cock inside her could get her through many rough nights.

“But let me just make you a bit less comfortable first.”

Kate cried out when Reese attached clamps to her nipples, then proceeded to add weights to them. Kate’s body shook from the intense, stinging pain, which seemed to amuse Reese.

“I bet that hurts,” he said and disappeared from her view.

Kate looked up and saw nothing but the worn paint on the old wooden walls and a few rusty chains hanging from above. She could hear the rustling of shackles and chains behind her, and a few moments later, Alice came into view. The girl next door had always been full of life, a vibrant, inspiring personality, and though she knew that Alice had been with her share of men, Kate was surprised to see a spark in her eyes not unlike the fire she was feeling herself. Alice’s collar had been connected to her wrist manacles and a pair of brutal-looking steel legcuffs, and a large ballgag kept he mouth open. A strand of drool hung from the ball in her mouth and nestled between her gorgeous breasts. Fuck, she’s looking good! Something about the heavy restraints against the slender frame underlined Alice’s feminity.

“I think it’s time you returned the favor,” Reese said and slapped Kate on the butt. “Relieve her of her milk.”

My pleasure.

Alice grabbed her breast with both hands and gently directed it into Kate’s open mouth. The nipple felt good against Kate’s tongue as she sucked it in and created a vacuum. Soon, she felt the small squirts of warm liquid in her mouth as the sweet milk started to flow. It was intimate and comforting, a contrast to the cold cruelty of the milking machines. As she fed, Alice affectionately caressed Kate’s cheeks with the outside of her fingers.

It was a beautiful moment.

Time seemed to stand still while Kate looked up into Alice’s impossibly green eyes.

Then she felt it. Reese’s cock. He had no intention of teasing Kate or letting her adjust slowly to his girthy equipment. He pushed it against her wet pussy and kept pushing until his balls rubbed against her clit. He stretched Kate further than even David had managed, and at first, there was nothing but pain. It felt like half her organs had been pushed forward against her lungs, and Kate almost gagged on the milk.

He stayed there. Deep inside her. Like a leech, a virus spreading through her body, soaking up her resilience and independence. The presence of the cock was enough to dominate Kate, to humiliate her with its sheer size. Every slight movement made every nerve ending in her pussy send torrents of pain and pleasure shooting through her.

She let go of Alice’s breast, just for a moment. “Please, Master. Please fuck me.” She was playing her part, but a voice in the back of her head whispered that she wanted the role to be permanent.

Reese started moving his cock in and out. It was painfully slow; every time he exited Kate’s pussy, it was as if a gaping hole was left behind until he entered her again. Kate’s overloaded mind wondered if her pussy would ever be the same again.

She could feel his eyes on her, studying her every twitch and moan. They mapped every inch of her body from the outside while his cock did it from the inside. Kate felt naked in more ways than one, torn between the intense pleasure from her pussy and the blinding pain from her shoulders and breasts. With David, she had retained a sense of control, but Reese was the one pulling the strings now. All she could do was give herself over to him and hope that it would eventually lead her where she wanted to go.

Reese slowly increased the speed. Can this man go on forever? How has he not come yet? Kate was close. As she sucked the last drop of milk from Alice’s second breast, her friend sat down on the ground in front of her and started kissing her as well as she could with a ballgag in her mouth. Their lips touched in a tender contrast to the increasingly furious fucking Kate was receiving from behind, and it was enough to send her tumbling over the edge.

“MMMMMMMMMMMHHHHHAAAAAAH!” she screamed as Reese rammed his cock in as deep as it could go, filling her body to the bursting point with orgasmic energy. Every cell in her body vibrated with pain and pleasure in a life-altering moment as she climaxed.

But Reese was not done. Not yet. Every thrust threatened to split Kate open, and it was as if he got harder and harder as he went. The pleasure turned to extreme discomfort that did not subside until she felt his cum inside her.

Not even a muted groan could be heard from Reese as he came deep inside Kate. She could feel his tense lower abs against her ass, but that was it.

“That was fun.” His voice was emotionless and cold as he quickly pulled out of Kate, leaving her shaking body to recover.

Kate knew she was heading back to the stall in a moment, and she had to play the cards she had been dealt. “Please, Master. Don’t send me back. I want more.” Kate Bell. Submissive painslut.

Alice looked at her with a concerned frown and stepped away when Reese approached. He grabbed Kate’s long blonde hair and yanked her head back as far as it would go. The cold eyes stared into her soul.

“Do you truly want to tread this path, cow? I know what kind of contract you signed. Your mother will suffer as well if you ever try to back out.”

The words burned in her brain as an ominous warning, but Kate was determined. “I do, Master.” She hoped that word of her stamina and submissiveness would reach Mr. Turner and lure him in before Reese had time to completely break her. She was risking everything.

Reese smiled. It was a deeply disturbing smile that made Kate’s skin itch. “I’ll have to test your resolve, little cow.”

Kate nodded, but she felt her confidence wavering. “I understand.” She wondered if she had made the right decision as Reese released her from the strenuous position. He called for a guard to take Alice back to the stall, ordering the man not to remove her restraints. The two women exchanged glances as they were pulled in separate directions. Kate was still cuffed behind her back as Reese pushed her into a tall, narrow cage standing just outside the torture room. Kate barely fit inside it, and her massive breasts squeezed through the steel bars when Reese closed and locked the door.

“You’re not going back to the stall, cow.” He pulled her collar chain through the top of the cage and locked it to the top bars, ensuring that Kate was constantly choking. A ballgag, far larger than the one Alice had been forced to wear, was pushed inside Kate’s mouth. “Not until you tell me that you can’t take anymore. That you’ve had enough. If you do that, you get to go back and live out your miserable existence while your mother is punished. If you endure, however, you and I get to have some fun.”

Kate moaned a reply that sent the drool dripping onto her breasts. This was not what she had had in mind. Metal bars squeezed her from all sides, and the constant presence of the collar against her neck, the handcuffs scraping against the steel cage, and the gag making her jaw ache was overwhelming.

Is he going to leave me here? She already knew the answer.

“Oh, I nearly forgot.”

Kate’s eyes widened as she saw the dreaded nipple clamps in Reese’s hands. She struggled to escape them, but there was no way for her to avoid the cold steel latching onto her sensitive nipples. Just when she thought it could not get any worse, Reese stepped back and grabbed an innocent-looking remote. A machine buzzed to life somewhere far above Kate, and she gasped in surprise when the cage was raised into the air. The steel creaked around her as she was lifted higher and higher. When it finally stopped, she was suspended far above the stalls. She could look down into the hucows’ pitiful accommodations and see the surprised expressions as they all looked up at her. She could feel a breeze peak through the worn roof tiles, and the cage would not stop gently swinging from side to side. Every time the weldings of the cage creaked, Kate was sure the cage would drop her to her death, but it never happened.

What have I gotten myself into …

Read the next part of Kate’s story here
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The Hucow Slaves

When Alicia is kidnapped, she has no idea that her nightmare has just begun. She soon finds herself on an island as one of many hucows owned by a rich, cruel family. Contains all six stories in the series.

The Hucow Inspector

A young woman is sentenced to serve as the personal slave of a hucow inspector and must go undercover in the harsh, corrupt network of hucow farms. Contains all seven stories in the series.

The Hucow Damsels (series)

Stories about a man helping captive hucows, who submits to him in return.
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Thank you for reading. If you are interested in reading even more steamy BDSM stories, but without the hucow element, please do check out my other pen name, Jessica Ackles.

If you want your own custom erotic short story, you can find me on Fiverr.
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