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A ray of sunshine snuck through the blinds and landed on the thin blanket covering Kate’s naked, trembling body. She could hear her family chatting downstairs, waiting for her to join them for breakfast, but she was not ready. Not yet. A muted gasp escaped her full lips as her fingers explored the wonders between her legs. A bolt of pleasure shot through her body as she massaged her clit, and she had to bite her lip to keep herself from moaning loudly. In her mind, a handsome, muscular man rode her with furious determination. Maybe even against her will; it was a recurring fantasy during her morning ‘meditation’. The man’s hands closed around her neck, choking her, and the thought drove her ever close to the edge.

Almost there. Kate rummaged through the pile of clothes next to her bed without stopping. She found the wide leather belt and looped it around her neck. It felt wrong, dirty, and exhilarating. The belt tightened around her throat as she pulled it, enhancing every touch of her fingers. She arched her back in anticipation.

So close now.

Then she heard it. The dreaded sound that she had hoped never to hear in her life. Every drop of lust evaporated in a second as she jumped to her feet. Kate put on a light summer dress and was halfway out the door when she remembered the belt still around her neck. She ran downstairs and joined her family, who were all standing at the window, staring in disbelief at the source of the noise.

Tanks. They had brought tanks to the village.

Kate had known for a while that it was only a matter of time before the Freedom Guard would visit the small town. There had been dissent, too many people were opposed to The Glorious Leader’s totalitarian regime in the area, but Kate had never expected The Freedom Guard to show up with heavy armor. The black uniforms were a stark contrast to the peaceful, spring-colored surroundings, as were the terrified expressions on the faces of the young women being dragged out of the houses. Kate felt an unpleasant knot in her stomach at the sight of her best friend Alice being pushed into the back of a waiting truck.

“They’re going door to door.”

Kate looked at her mother standing next to her. The divine face was bathed in sunlight; the sharp features, the expressive, blue eyes, and the long blonde, wavy hair had all been passed on to Kate, and only a few fine wrinkles at the corner of the eyes revealed that Fiona was her mother, not her older sister. She wore a light summer dress that barely contained her impressive bosom. It had been years since she had won the country’s most prestigious beauty contest, but she could probably still give the younger generations a run for their money.

“They’ll be here soon,” Kate said. She glanced at her father, sitting at the dining room table trying to calm Isabel, her anxious little sister. “What do we do?”

“It’s too late to run.” Her father looked up with a grim expression on his normally kind face. People often asked why Fiona had left the high-society, crazy life behind to be with an average-looking public-school teacher, but Kate had never met a man as composed and loving as her father. “Let us just hope they can be reasoned with.”

Fiona placed an arm around Kate. “We’ll get through this, Katie. Don’t worry.”

Kate nodded, but she still jumped when someone knocked on the door with insistent, loud knocks.

“Open the door! In the name of The Glorious Leader!”

Fiona smiled at her daughter and opened the door. A tall, thin man awaited outside, wearing the badge of an Inquisitor, the Leader’s elite guard. The man blinked a few times when he laid eyes on Fiona, but he soon regained his composure.

“Fiona Bell?” he asked.

Fiona nodded. “That’s me. Why?”

The man nodded at two soldiers behind him who pushed Kate’s mother into the living room and entered with their rifles at the ready. Kate’s father got up, but Fiona sent him a stern look and shook her head. The Inquisitor strode into the room with the confidence of a man who knows he is in complete control. The dark hair was combed back, and the steel-gray eyes mapped every corner of the room.

“I’m sorry to barge in like this, truly, but I’m sure you have read the news.” The man’s voice was calm with a hint of sympathy, even though it ran false.

“What, that propaganda shit being spewed from the capital?” Fiona crossed her arms. “People don’t like the leader. You’re here to punish us for that.”

The man suppressed a smirk and rubbed his eyebrow. “That is a crude way to say it, but I suppose so.” He took a deep breath and mustered a surprisingly charming smile. “My orders are to gather one woman from each family in the village to serve the Leader.”

Kate was frightened, but she could feel the familiar stubbornness that she had inherited from her mother. “Serve the Leader? You mean to act as a hostage to quell any resistance?”

The man shrugged. “Semantics. The bottom line is: Your mother is coming with me.” He looked at Fiona with a wry smile. “You get to serve The Glorious Leader by becoming one of his treasured hucows, to help the country prosper.”

Kate felt an unpleasant shiver down her spine. Everyone knew about the women sent to the farms; the country’s biggest export was human breastmilk. She glanced at her younger sister, who was staring into thin air. Her sister’s condition was the very reason that her mother had retired at a young age to take care of the family, and the thought of depriving her of Fiona’s care drove Kate to take a step forward.

“Take me instead.”

The man stared at Kate with a furrowed brow. “Excuse me?”

Kate shook her head. “The Leader wants a hostage. I’m 19, I can replace my mother. She is needed here.”

The man opened his mouth to answer but was interrupted when Kate’s father sprung to his feet and lunged toward the Inquisitor. “No! I won’t let you take anyone!”

Kate was shocked to see a burst of anger from her mellow father, but one of the soldiers was less impressed and quickly knocked him to the floor with the butt of his rifle. The soldiers aimed their rifles at him, their fingers resting on the triggers, ready to execute the defiant man at the behest of the Inquisitor.

“That was not very smart,” the dark-haired man said, rubbing his cheek. “We can’t let such unhinged aggression go unpunished.” He smiled. “We’ll take them both now.”

“No!” Kate shouted. She clenched her fists and took a step toward the cruel man, but she stopped when the Inquisitor took a step to the side and grabbed her sister’s hair, pulling the timid girl to her feet.

“I think I’ve had enough of all this.” He pulled out his gun and aimed it at the temple of the crying girl. “You both go willingly, or she dies. Do I make myself clear?”

Everything seemed to crumble around Kate. Life in the country of The Glorious Leader was not pleasant, not since his violent takeover five years earlier, but she had never expected this. Her father was sobbing on the floor, helpless, and Fiona stared at her youngest daughter with a quivering lip.

“We will go,” Fiona said. There was great sorrow in her voice, but also determination. “Leave her alone.”

The Inquisitor nodded at the two soldiers, who grabbed the two women, forcing their hands behind their backs. Kate had never been handcuffed before, and the feel of cold, sharp-edged steel against her wrists as the cuffs tightened made her nauseous. She only managed a quick, painful glance at her father and sister before she was dragged out of the small house and into the street. The other soldier had handcuffed her mother, who stoically walked in front of the Inquisitor with her back straight, refusing to show the pain she was undoubtedly feeling. The soldiers pushed Kate and her mother into the back of one of the waiting trucks. Fear grabbed hold of Kate’s throat, threatening to choke her, as she saw the dozens of scared women sitting squeezed together. Some were young, like her, others older. She knew most of them, and her eyes locked with Alice, her dear friend, who was sitting near the back. Her auburn hair was still wet, and she only wore a bath towel. The green eyes glistened with fear, but she still managed to send Kate a comforting smile.

“Stay strong, Kate,” Fiona whispered next to her.

“I’m scared, Mom …”

Fiona smiled. “Me too. But we’ll be okay. We’re the Bell family, remember? We will find a way home. We always do.”

Her mother’s courage and confidence gave her strength, but they could not change the facts: Kate and her mother were going to be hucow slaves.

***

After what felt like hours, the truck finally ground to a halt. None of the women had dared to speak on the ride, afraid to incur the wrath of the soldiers. Through the cracks in the green tarp covering the back of the truck, Kate had seen the tranquil farmlands of her home turn into suburbs, then concrete and skyscrapers. The country had been prosperous before turning into a dictatorship, and though the good times were long gone, the larger cities still looked like any other in the Western hemisphere with international fast-food chains and malls. From the back of the truck, with her hands buzzing from the tight handcuffs, the bustling city outside seemed to be worlds away.

“Where are we?” Kate’s mother whispered.

“The city. Seems we’re going downtown.” Kate saw people going about their lives, ignoring the green trucks.

The trucks parked in a large courtyard, and for a while, nothing happened. The women sent concerned glances at each other, and the air was thick with anxiety and fear.

When the tarp covering the back was finally pulled aside, Kate had not expected to see a woman in an elegant, business-like outfit. The black pencil skirt and white shirt accentuated the sensual curves of her body, and her dark brown hair was tied in a tight ponytail. She had a clipboard in her hand and looked at the frightened women with an expression of unfiltered empathy.

“So many of you …” she muttered, but Kate was likely the only one who heard it. The woman cleared her throat and raised her voice. “My name is Evelyn, I’m a doctor. I and my colleagues will see you one at a time.” She checked her clipboard. “Fiona Bell?”

Kate’s mother nodded and glanced at her daughter. “I’m here, but please, can my daughter come along? We do not wish to be separated, I hope you understand.”

“Daughter?” The woman checked her list. “She’s not on here …” The woman shrugged. “Of course. Both of you, come with me.”

It was not easy to get down from the truck with cuffed hands, and their walk across the courtyard was unpleasant. Kate and her mother had not had the chance to put on shoes, and the asphalt was burning hot in the midday sun. The sight of crying women and cold-hearted soldiers was heartbreaking, and Kate breathed a sigh of relief when hot asphalt and sobbing women were replaced by cool hallways and silence. The building looked to be an old school; there were still posters about school dances and after-school activities on the walls, but the dates were all more than five years old. Evelyn led them to a small office and asked them to sit on two rickety chairs in front of a desk.

“They took both of you …” Evelyn sat down at the desk and folded her hands. “Barbaric. I’m truly sorry, they were only meant to take one from each family.”

Fiona snorted. “Isn’t one bad enough? This is kidnapping.”

Evelyn nodded and leaned back in the chair. “I don’t disagree with you, Mrs. Bell. It’s a cruel practice.”

“Then why do you help them?” Kate asked. She struggled to get comfortable in the chair; whenever she tried to lean back, the handcuffs dug into her wrists.

“I’m here to do a basic health check and administer your hormone injections. I … I don’t condone the hucow industry, at all, but I fear the consequences if I don’t participate. They could start having non-medical personnel administer the doses, which could lead to catastrophic side effects.” She smiled, but there was no trace of joy on her face, only sadness. “Besides … I do not wish to end up where you are now.”

“Is there no way you can get Kate out of this?” Fiona asked. “She shouldn’t be here. Someone needs to help my husband take care of my other daughter, she is not well.”

Evelyn shook her head. “No, I’m sorry. The Inquisitors are in charge.” Evelyn wrote a note on a small pad. “But I can make sure that your daughter gets help. It’s the least I can do.”

Kate heard her mother breathe a sigh of relief, but she would still have preferred if Fiona had stayed behind. Kate was scared, unable to fathom what awaited her, but knowing that her mother would have to endure it as well somehow made it worse.

“Please, stand up. Let me have a look at you,” Evelyn said and got up from her chair and grabbed a pair of sharp scissors from the table. “I’m going to cut off your clothes. You won’t be wearing any after this anyway.”

“What, you can’t …” Kate started, but Evelyn shushed her.

“Please, don’t make a fuss.” Evelyn put a finger to her lips. “There’s a guard right outside the door, and we don’t want him in here for this.”

Kate winced as the scissor cut the straps on her dress, as well as her panties and bra.

“Wow, you … you are both gorgeous,” Evelyn said after removing Fiona’s clothes as well. She took a step back. “Such beauty, such amazing bodies.” She bit her lower lip before she started her inspection of Kate’s mother. The slender hands inspected every inch of the graceful body, and a surprised moan escaped Fiona’s full lips when Evelyn caressed her huge breasts.

“Are you sure you had two kids?” Evelyn said with a smile that Kate could have sworn was dripping with lust. “Those are firm.”

“Let’s just say they had a little help after my last birth. I was still working in showbiz at the time.”

Kate had not expected to see her mother this relaxed, especially not when Evelyn’s fingers slipped inside her vagina. The two women’s eyes were fixed on each other, and Fiona showed no sign of discomfort.

“I’ll be gentle,” Evelyn said as she pushed further in. “I can’t say I’m not aware of who you are, Mrs. Bell. A legend. In so many ways.”

Fiona moaned.

What does she mean by that? Kate thought. The whole situation felt odd, and she did not know how to feel when Evelyn moved her attention to her. The slender fingers explored Kate’s body, and she tried to resist the trickle of arousal when Evelyn touched her nipples.

“Every bit her mother’s daughter,” Evelyn said. “Are you uncomfortable, dear?”

Kate shook her head. “No … maybe … I don’t know.”

“Just relax.”

You can’t possibly be enjoying this, Kate! The voice in her head tried to push away the signals being sent from her pussy as Evelyn entered her. It did not feel like an inspection as the fingers started moving slowly in and out. Evelyn was gentle, and Kate could feel the fear melting away, if only for a moment.

“Can … can you make sure we’re not separated?” Kate asked, sensing that the tender moment was a chance to ask for a favor. “That we stay together?”

Evelyn nodded, her fingers still buried deep inside Kate. “It should be possible. I can’t say that this will be pleasant for you, but at least you’ll be together.” She smiled and looked at Fiona. “What do you offer in return? You know how this country works, Mrs. Bell.”

Kate looked at her mother with a furrowed brow. It was as if she did not recognize the woman next to her. The woman looked like her mother, but there was a deviousness to the smile, an odd fire in the blue eyes.

“Of course,” Fiona said and licked her upper lip. She took a step forward and planted a passionate kiss on Evelyn’s lips.

“What the fuck?” Kate blurted as she watched her mother kiss Evelyn with an intensity that she had never witnessed between her parents. It felt wrong, not helped by the fingers still massaging her clit.

Fiona salvaged her tongue from Evelyn’s mouth but did not stop staring at the doctor. “Katie, my dear. Evelyn is going to do us a favor. We will pleasure her in return.”

Evelyn nodded and started undressing after pulling her wet fingers out of Kate’s pussy.

“Mom, I …”

Fiona shook her head. “It’ll be fun, sweetie. Trust me.”

She has done this before. The revelation hit Kate like a truck, but she was soon distracted by the goddess standing before her. Evelyn’s breasts were smaller than Fiona’s, but the body was no less impressive. There was a gracefulness to it, and it lured Kate in. She had never been with a woman, but at this moment, aided by the lust still burning from Evelyn’s experienced touch, she wanted to be with this woman. The attraction was so strong that Kate almost managed to forget about the circumstances of their capture.

Evelyn laid herself down on a worn sofa in the corner of the room. She observed her prisoners with a smile as she rested her head on the pillow, spreading her legs wide in anticipation. Kate was stunned; she was sexually inexperienced, having only a few youthful indiscretions to her name, and she had no idea how to proceed. She glanced at her mother who seemed to experience no such reluctance. The naked former model strode confidently towards Evelyn, seductively pushing her considerable bosom forward. She knelt in front of the elegant doctor and started kissing her with even more passion than before. Evelyn grabbed Fiona’s hair, pulling her closer. The air was electric, soaked in sexual tension; it overwhelmed Kate, who could do nothing but stare at her handcuffed mother as she moved down from Evelyn’s lips, sucking the nipple into her mouth with a pleased moan.

This is so surreal …

Fiona looked at her, letting go of the nipple for a moment. “Come, Kate. Show Evelyn your appreciation. Kiss her.”

Kate approached slowly. She had always been confident and headstrong, not unlike her mother, but this was a new situation, and she suddenly became painfully aware of how much was at stake if she did not perform. The fear of being separated from her mother drove her forward, sending her tongue deep inside Evelyn’s half-open mouth. Evelyn returned the gesture, and they were soon entangled in a fiery kiss. Kate could feel herself getting wet, even if it was tough to lean forward without the ability to use her arms for support. She tried moving her hands, but the handcuffs were too restrictive, a cruel reminder of her predicament and the stakes.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw her mother kissing Evelyn’s inner thigh. Evelyn reacted with breathy moans, and she started kissing Kate with even more passion than before. For a moment, Kate felt slightly jealous of Evelyn; the skill with which Fiona started licking the immaculately trimmed pussy made her feel warm and aroused, but the jealousy dissipated the moment she remembered that she was watching her own mother lick the pussy of a stranger.

Licking it well.

Where did she learn that? Kate tried to push the thought away, but it nestled in the back of her mind, refusing to let go. There was clearly a side to her mother that she had never been aware of.

Evelyn grabbed Kate’s hair and pulled her away from her mouth. “I want you to lick me now. Show me how much you want my help.” A hint of a threat had snuck its way into Evelyn’s compassionate voice, but the smile was warm and soaked in lust. The doctor forced Kate to sit astride her chest, facing Evelyn’s pussy.

Fiona looked up at her with a smile. “You can do this. Lick her clit. I’ll finger her.” She spoke the words with the same relaxed tone she used to talk about the weather, but it all sounded wrong to Kate’s ears. In an impressive display of grace and ingenuity, Fiona turned around and placed herself between Evelyn’s legs with her back turned, giving her restrained hands access to the soaking wet pussy. She leaned forward and slid three fingers inside Evelyn.

“Yes! That feels amazing!” Evelyn said, arching her back. “Lick me!”

Kate leaned forward and started licking Evelyn’s clit from above. She created a vacuum, sucking it into her mouth just as she had just watched her mother do it. All she could see was pussy and Fiona’s fingers sliding in and out, drenched in the doctor’s juices. The handcuff chains rattled loudly, joining the increasingly loud moans from Evelyn.

Kate was so focused on pleasing Evelyn that it caught her completely by surprise when the doctor’s hand found its way down between Kate’s legs and started massaging her clit.

Fuck, that … that feels good! The flood of pleasure caused Kate to lick her benefactor with more enthusiasm, and the two women’s moans filled the room.

“I am so fucking close,” Evelyn whimpered, moments before Kate felt the muscles in the doctor’s body tense up beneath her. Evelyn came with a loud, pleased sigh, and shortly after, the tense, fit body calmed down.

Kate groaned as the hand disappeared from her aching clit. The intense act was over, and she became acutely aware of the drab surroundings, her nakedness, and the handcuffs digging into her slender wrists. She suddenly felt cold and afraid, despite her mother’s comforting smile.

Fiona and Kate got up and stood next to the couch while Evelyn caught her breath.

“Well done, both of you,” Evelyn said, biting her lower lip. She got up and started getting dressed. “I’ll do all I can to ensure that you get to stay together. However, there is nothing I can do to prevent the next point on the agenda.”

Kate glanced at her mother; the smile was gone.

“Is there no way for Kate to avoid this?” Fiona’s voice faltered. “The life of a hu…”

“No.” Evelyn buttoned her shirt and put on her heels. “I cannot risk going against an Inquisitor’s orders. I’m sorry.” She opened a drawer and pulled out two large syringes containing a clear liquid. “You’ll receive your injections now – the hormone treatment is remarkably effective, it should only take a few weeks before you start lactating.”

“Lactating?” Kate looked at her mother. “Is this really happening?” She knew what it meant, knew what awaited her, but the mind refused to comprehend it.

“You’ll be kept here at the school until the treatment takes effect,” Evelyn said; her voice had turned cold and businesslike. Kate winced as Evelyn created a fold of skin on her belly and injected the hormones. “After that, you will be transported to your designated farm.”

Kate stared at the tiny drop of blood that had appeared on her stomach. It felt like her fate had been sealed, that she had crossed a threshold with no way back. “How long … how long will we have to stay there?”

Evelyn repeated the procedure on Fiona and sighed. “I honestly don’t know. Until they have no use for you anymore, I guess.”

Fiona went pale. “Then what?”

Evelyn looked at the two beautiful women for a second before walking up to the door and knocking three times. “Guard, we’re done here. Take them away.”

Kate’s body was a chaos of conflicting emotions and sensations as the guard led her down the dimly lit hallway. The sore spot on her belly reminded her of why she was there, as did the tight handcuffs, but the fear gripping her failed to erase the desire still filling her after the sex with Evelyn. Her mother walked next to her, tall and proud, refusing to let the guards’ rough treatment and constant pushes get to her, but Kate knew her mother well. Her eyes betrayed the uncertainty she was feeling, as did the clenched jaw.

When the guard had entered the doctor’s office, Kate had at first been relieved when the cuffs had been removed, but it had been a temporary relief; the guard had immediately locked them on in front, tighter than before, and attached them to a chain that he locked to a belly chain. If anything, Kate felt more restricted than before, even if it was slightly more comfortable. A pair of ankle cuffs were also added, which now scraped painfully against her Achilles tendon as she walked through the halls.

The muted sounds of crying and screaming women sounded from every door they passed as they were led deeper inside the school. The bright sunlight failed to penetrate the boarded-up windows, and the few rays that snuck inside through gaps in the wooden planks finally disappeared from view as the two women were escorted downstairs, into the building’s dark, cold basement. Old tables and chairs from back when the building had been a place of learning were stacked against the walls in the cramped corridors, but Kate also spotted chains and shackles hanging from the walls and ceilings, joined by the occasional spatter of what looked like dried blood.

Kate felt a lump grow in her throat at the horrible sights, dreading what came next for her and her mother. She had always been cocky and opinionated, critiquing The Glorious Leader when she was with her friends, protected by the imagined invincibility of youth, but now that she was in the clutches of the regime, naked and chained, helpless to resist what came next, the rebellious side of her had been effectively drowned.

The guard stopped at a metal door and unlocked it. He pushed the two women into a small room that reeked of sweat and mold. It was dark, but Kate could make out a group of hunched figures sitting on the floor.

“This will be your new home for the coming weeks,” the guard said without any hint of empathy. He pushed Fiona onto the floor and locked her ankle restraints to a heavy chain lying on the floor before doing the same to Kate.

“Wait … aren’t you going to remove our handcuffs?” Kate said as the guard turned to leave. Part of her knew the answer, but it all seemed too cruel.

The guard merely laughed and slammed the door shut behind him. The dread that had been building slowly on the way into the basement erupted into a panic attack as Kate heard the key turn in the door and the darkness enveloped her.

“Don’t worry, Katie,” a familiar, calm voice sounded next to her. She could feel the heat from her mother’s naked body as a soothing fire in the cold darkness. “We’ll find our way home.”

“Good luck. They only take people from here when they are ready to be sent to the farms.” The voice speaking was dark and monotone, bereft of hope. “Noone returns from there.”

Kate tried to swallow the lump in her throat, but it remained. “Do they at least feed us?”

Another woman snorted in the dark. “Of course. You can’t produce milk without sustenance. Our gracious hosts even empty the toilet bucket every day.”

A bucket? Kate felt nauseous.

“Could you all shut up?” another woman snarled. “I’m trying to get a little rest here. You might as well just lie down and wait for the milk to flow so you can serve The Glorious Leader.”

Kate wanted to talk back, to vent her fear and frustrations, but it was pointless. Her mother’s hopeful words of encouragement could not fight back the crushing dread and fear that threatened to swallow her whole. She laid down on the cold concrete floor, huddling up next to her mother for warmth. Fiona kissed her forehead like she had done countless times over the years, but the hug that usually followed was denied them. Kate tested her restraints; the chain around her waist gnawed at her flesh and the sharp edges of the handcuffs dug into her wrist as she pulled at them, but there was nothing she could do.

At least we’re together.

The cold basement turned out to be a far crueler form of torture than Kate had initially imagined. The constant darkness messed with her sense of time, and she only caught glimpses of her involuntary roommates when the door opened. Most were young women like Kate, but there were a few in their early forties as well. Kate had been surprised to find that some of the women had volunteered to be sent to the farms to please The Glorious Leader, showing the firm grasp the dictator had on large parts of the population. Some of the others had been there a few more days than Kate and Fiona, but all had been injected on the same day; they were all part of a huge shipment of hucows meant to be sent to the farms a few weeks later.

After a few days, the pain started setting in. The floor was hard, and the restraints severely limited the positions one could lie in. When the soreness got too much, most would stand up for a while, but the tight leg cuffs quickly made it just as uncomfortable as the floor.

“How are you feeling?” Fiona whispered. They had just eaten, and Kate was lying with her head on her mother’s shoulder.

“My breasts are sore.” Kate felt like they had grown even bigger.

Her mother sighed. “Mine too. It’s the hormones. It feels different than when I breastfed you and your sister – I fear it’s going to get painful.” The slight tremble in her mother’s voice sent a cold shiver down Kate’s spine. “Are you scared, sweetie?”

Kate thought about it. “Maybe. I’m not sure anymore. I know they’re not leaving us down here forever. Whatever comes next can’t be worse than this, right?”

Fiona did not answer.

They treat us like animals, Kate thought when one of the guards came to pick up the disgusting toilet bucket that the girls had to pass around. The food was nourishing, but tasteless, and apart from the occasional snide comment, the guards left them alone. At least they had done so until now. As the guard turned to leave, a man appeared in the doorway. Despite the flickering light from the hallway, it was hard to discern the man’s facial features, but the body was broad and imposing. The guard cowered at the sight of the man and hurried past him.

“Fucking cattle …” the man said in a deep, loathful voice. “This is what they assigned me to handle?”

Several of the women shrieked as the man turned on the lights in the small room. It took a few moments for Kate’s eyes to acclimate to the brightness, and for the first time, she got a proper look at her cell and cellmates. The walls were naked concrete, likely an old storage room, and exposed water pipes ran across the ceiling. She had seen glimpses of the other women every time the door had been opened, but their faces had been buried in shadow. Some looked scared and timid, others defiant and snarling. They were all cuffed in the same manner as Kate; handcuffs locked to belly chains and their leg cuffs locked to the heavy chain that ran across the middle of the room, locked to a massive steel pipe at the end.

The man stepped inside the room, and Kate begrudgingly had to admit that he was extremely handsome. The beard was well-kept, and the steely-gray eyes had an almost hypnotizing quality to them.

“All of you, stand up.” His voice echoed in the cold room, and everyone obeyed. One girl, however, a short, red-haired girl who had not spoken a word in the days that Kate had been there, tripped and fell on her ass. The man grabbed the girl by the throat and lifted her to her feet. She cried out in shock and pain when he hit her with an open palm. The impact was loud and heavy, leaving the girl crying and red-cheeked. “When I tell you to do something, you do it right away. This sorry excuse for a cow just earned herself a trip to the most abusive farm of them all.”

The others stared at the floor, desperate to avoid the man’s attention. The girl’s scared sobbing felt like an ice pick in Kate’s brain.

The man stood in front of Fiona. “You look familiar …” He placed a finger under her cheek and lifted it. “Such beauty. I know who you are. I know your reputation.” He smiled. “I’d love to fuck you, but that would get me in trouble.”

Fiona stared him in the eye with a wry smile. “I guess you’ll have to miss out, then.”

Kate glanced at her mother; once again, she felt like everyone else knew her mother in a way that she did not.

The man nodded. “I guess so. Or I could settle for the younger, tighter version.” He looked at Kate and licked his lips as he grabbed her by the pussy. It took every ounce of self-control Kate had not to pull back. She tried to match her mother’s defiance and looked the man in the eye.

“That could get you in trouble too,” Fiona said. Her voice was confident and cold, but she had the slight flicker in her eye that Kate knew from their weekly game nights.

She was bluffing.

The gray eyes became narrow slits in the man’s handsome face. “Perhaps. Perhaps not. In any case, there are enough cattle in this room to entertain me for a bit before I get to your daughter. And I like playing rough.” He returned to the red-haired girl and unlocked her leg cuffs from the chain. He grabbed her by the hair and looked straight at Fiona and Kate as he yanked the girl’s head back, causing her to scream. “I’ll start with this one. She needs a little … punishment, I think. I’ll make sure to return what is left of her.” He looked at the nine chained women. “I want you all to keep standing until I get back. If any of you sit down, you’ll have it way worse than this miserable cow.”

Kate stared in horror as the man dragged the girl out of the room. Her pleas for mercy were muted when the door slammed shut behind them.

“I’ve seen too many men corrupted by even the smallest scrap of power,” Fiona whispered under her breath.

“Mother, what did he mean when he said …” Kate started, but she was interrupted by a desperate, distant scream. The room was pitch-black, but she could hear rattling chains telling her that the other women were startled as well. She wanted to inquire about what made her mother such a special case, but the screaming continued, and she was soon distracted by the pain of her leg cuffs pressing on her tendons.

The girl was returned a while later. Red streaks were visible on her entire body from what seemed to be a brutal whipping, and she bled from several small cuts. She was barely able to stand, and she collapsed to the ground the moment the man let go of her.

“That was fun,” he said before kicking the girl in the stomach. She curled up in a ball to avoid any follow-ups, but it seemed like she had no energy left to scream or cry. “We’ll see who gets to be my plaything tomorrow. I still have a while before you’re all shipped off to the farms.”

As the darkness once again enveloped Kate, a new emotion awoke beneath the ever-present fear and anxiety; a fiery stubbornness inherited from her mother grabbed hold of her as she heard the cruel man’s muted footsteps disappear down the corridor outside the room. She hated bullies, and though she was in no position to do anything about the horrible treatment, she swore that she would not let a man like this break her. Her wrists strained against the handcuffs as she clenched her fists, barely able to contain her anger.

Kate and her mother seemed to be safe, for now. But the others were not, and the situation gnawed at Kate’s conscience. She would have to find a way to help them.

Whatever the cost.

With every passing day, Kate could feel her breasts grow in size. They were constantly sore, and she found it hard to breathe when lying on her back. Kate could manage the discomfort, as could her mother, but it was watching the sadistic guard captain pick out a new girl every day that was getting to her. Even the women who believed their transformation into hucows was serving The Glorious Leader cried when they were dragged away, and all returned bruised and broken; all of them had refused to talk about what they had endured out of fear of reprisal.

This isn’t right, Kate thought as the door once again opened and the cruel man entered. She had tried to muster the courage to stand up to him, to tell him off, but she had no idea what it would accomplish if she finally managed to do it. Kate clenched her jaw as she saw him walk slowly around the room, causing the nearest woman to cower in fear. It was like the worst game of duck-duck-goose ever.

“Hmm …” he said. “Not much time left to have fun with you all. Who to choose …” He approached the timid girl he had chosen the first time, and Kate could see her body shaking.

“Don’t try anything, Kate,” Fiona whispered.

“What do you mean?”

Fiona smiled. It was a tired, resigned smile. “I know that expression. You’re going to do something stupid. Brave, no doubt, but stupid.” The handcuffs dug into her slender wrists as she extended her hand to touch her daughter’s. Kate noticed the deep red grooves on her mother’s wrist and felt a lump in her throat.

“It’s not right,” Kate mumbled.

“Nothing you can do about it. You have to pick your battles.”

Kate nodded. Her mother was right.

“Take me!” Kate said, stumbling to her feet. She immediately regretted her decision as the entire room stared at her.

“Excuse me?” The guard captain walked up to Kate and stared her in the eye. He was tall, but so was Kate.

“She’s just tired, sir,” Fiona said and tried to pull Kate down to sit again, but Kate resisted. “Ignore her.”

Kate ignored Fiona’s pleading eyes. “Take me. Leave the others alone. You won’t get in trouble if I volunteer.” Kate had no idea where the confidence came from, but it helped calm the numbing fear that threatened to send her sulking to her knees. “You want me, don’t you?” She pushed her considerable chest forward and fluttered her eyelashes. “You can do whatever you want with me.”

The man looked at her with a furrowed brow. Kate held her breath as he studied her, and she tried to ignore her mother’s desperate begging.

“Please, Kate, don’t do this … Sir, don’t take her, I beg you!”

He looked at Fiona. “Shut up, cow. You might be a favored one, but I won’t stand for disobedience.” He raised his hand to hit her, but Kate stepped in front of her mother, nearly stumbling due to the leg cuffs.

“No! Please, take me. It’ll be worth it, I promise.”

The man lowered his hand and smiled. “You have no idea what you’re getting yourself into, girl.”

A cold shiver trickled down her spine as she looked into his dark, cruel eyes, but she refused to back down now. “No, I don’t.” She could not hide the quiver in her voice. “But rather me than them.”

“You’ll regret this,” he said and knelt to unlock Kate’s leg cuffs from the chain. “But I’ll enjoy it.”

No way back now, Kate thought as she was dragged out of the room. Right before the door slammed shut behind her, she caught a glimpse of her mother crying.

Regret hit Kate like a speeding truck the moment the guard captain started dragging her down the darkened corridor with a firm grip on her arm. She had just volunteered to be tortured by a sadistic man, yet Kate had never gotten her ears pierced because she hated pain. Her heart pounded like a drum in her chest as the fear coursed through her veins.

Don’t show him how scared you are, she told herself. She knew she had done the right thing, but the other women in the cell suddenly seemed far away, in another world, and a crushing sense of helplessness and loneliness grabbed hold of Kate now that she was away from her mother.

“Welcome to my playroom,” the captain said with a confident smile as he opened the door to a room roughly the size of the cell Kate had just left. There were no windows, the floor, walls, and ceiling were concrete, and there was no furniture in the room apart from a table and an old wooden chair.

Are those … bloodstains? Kate’s stomach contents threatened to eject themselves at the sight of the dark stains on the chair and floor. The unease was not lessened when she noticed the rows of whips, paddles, and other instruments of torture hanging on the wall. She shuddered as the guard captain closed and locked the door.

“Noone has ever volunteered before,” he said. Kate could feel his warm breath on the back of her neck.

Is he sniffing my hair? Kate took a deep breath. “Maybe I’m not like the others.” She tried to sound confident, but it was a fragile illusion.

“Cocky. I like that.” The man let his fingers run through Kate’s hair. She felt nothing but disgust at his touch, even if she had to admit that he smelled nice. “But I suspect you’ll be begging me for mercy before long.”

Kate was ready to beg right there and then. She was terrified of what was to come, scared of the pain, but she was also determined to not let any of the other women suffer anymore.

She had to do well. She had to impress the guard captain.

The handcuffs were unlocked from the chain belt for the first time since Kate’s arrival. Despite her hands and ankles still being restrained, Kate felt oddly liberated. At least for a few seconds.

“My name is David,” the man said as he locked a long chain to Kate’s handcuffs. The tone of his voice was harsh and indifferent, and Kate found it odd that he would share such a thing. He threw the chain over a thick pipe in the ceiling and pulled Kate’s hands over her head. “I find it suitable that you know that when the begging starts.” He pulled the chain until Kate was balancing on her toes. The sharp cuffs cut into the already sore wrists, and Kate could not help but let out a whimper.

“Uncomfortable, isn’t it?” David took a step back to admire his new toy. “This position displays your beautiful body well. Such curves …” He let his hand move across her hips. “You’re in good shape. Gymnast?”

“Ho… Horseback riding …” The strenuous position made it hard to breathe, but Kate was adamant that she would not show weakness.

David nodded approvingly. The strong hands moved upward from the hips and started caressing the breasts. “These are some of the biggest udders I’ve seen on a cow this far. And yet so firm. Magnificent.”

Kate bit her lip to keep from crying out when he pinched her nipple.

“I like huge breasts with small areolas. It’s a good look.”

Kate scoffed. “Thanks, I guess.” She tried to suppress the pain; every touch and pinch hurt her sore breasts.

“Let us see if you have any milk on offer.”

Kate winced as David squeezed her breast with one hand. Nothing came out, and she hoped that he would leave it at that. She had tried not to think of why she was there, why she was taken, but the thought suddenly occurred to her that this could be her life now. Her breast exploded in pain as David started using both hands to squeeze and milk her breast. A few drops appeared on her nipple.

“Ah, there we go!” he said as if he was celebrating having finished a particularly difficult crossword puzzle. He licked the drops of milk with a pleased, exaggerated moan. “Sweet and tasty. Let us see if there is more to be had.” He closed his lips around her nipple and continued to massage the breast while creating a vacuum with his mouth. Kate could feel the milk starting to flow, but it was slow, painful, and humiliating. The cruel man was breastfeeding, and there was nothing she could do to stop him. Every slight movement of her body, every squeeze from David filled the room with the sound of rattling chains from Kate’s restraints. The experience was uncomfortably intimate, not even the few boys she had been with had ever sucked her tits, and part of her would rather be whipped than endure this.

When David finally let go, Kate felt like her breast was on fire. She hoped that it would get easier in time, that it was simply because her breasts were not ready yet, otherwise the prospect of going to one of the country’s countless hucow farms suddenly seemed even worse than before.

“Delicious,” he said as he wiped his mouth. The gray eyes were burning as they leered at Kate’s quivering body. “Looking at you like this makes me hard, little cow.” He slid a hand up her inner thigh and started massaging her clit. Kate groaned, trying to resist the specks of pleasure; she did not want to give him the satisfaction of thinking he could turn her on. “You probably believe life will be easier at the farm, don’t you? You all do … but trust me, it gets worse. Far worse.”

The words failed to register as his fingers moved inside Kate’s pussy. Something about the tough position and the stretched body made every movement of David’s fingers more intense, more enjoyable than anything Kate had ever managed to achieve by herself.

You can’t enjoy this. You mustn’t.

David smiled. “You’re all sluts in the end. You just want someone to take control.”

Kate had to bite the inside of her cheek to keep from telling him to go fuck himself. She had to endure the taunting and torment if she wanted David to leave the others alone.

“Maybe you’re right …” she gasped as he moved in deeper. “I’m … I’m all yours …”

David raised an eyebrow. “A submissive little slut. Excellent.”

Kate was relieved when the fingers left her pussy and reluctantly noticed that she was starting to get wet. She watched as David took a leather whip with multiple scary-looking leather tethers from the wall and walked slowly towards her, enjoying the look of terror on Kate’s face.

“I don’t do this to punish you for anything,” he said, letting the tethers of the whip gently run across Kate’s breasts. “I just do it because it turns me on. Nothing personal.”

Where did they find this guy? Had Kate seen David on the street, she would have been attracted to his rugged looks, his white smile, the hypnotizing eyes, but there was genuine cruelty beneath the good looks. She hated that hearing his deep voice made her wet, hated that part of her wanted him to fuck her – he looked just like the kind of man that would appear in her masturbatory fantasies.

Then the first lash of the whip hit her back. Even though she could tell that he was starting slow, the pain was immediate and caused her entire body to shudder. She thought of the other girls and their marks; she knew this could go on for hours. The hits kept coming, harder and harder. Her body screamed in pain and begged her to try and stop it, but Kate did not want to cry or beg. The others had done so, she had no doubt, but she had to be stronger.

“FUCK!” she shouted when the whip kissed her nipple. As a reflex, she raised her knees towards her chest to try and shield her breasts, causing her to hang from her wrists for a few seconds. “That was a good one!”

David paused and looked at her with a raised eyebrow. “The others usually start begging for me to stop at this point.”

Kate wanted to. It was too much to handle, but she was determined to see it through. She tried to shut off the crying body and sent David a seductive smile. “Maybe it turns me on too …” She pushed her chest forward with a loud moan. “I’m getting wet from all this.”

“Are you, now?” He approached her and once again slid a finger up her pussy. “Huh … seems you’re right.”

I am? Kate had not registered it through the pain, but the feel of David’s finger sliding effortlessly inside her pussy told her that she was … turned on. No. It can’t be. She shrugged off the revelation and met David’s steely gaze. “Are you going to fuck me, David? Fuck me hard?”

“Maybe I am.”

Kate seductively moved her body the best she could considering her restraints. She knew she had a gorgeous body, that her full lips were like catnip to any man, and she played every card in her hand. “I want your cock, David. Let me suck it, show you how much I want it.”

She did not want it. At least, that was what she told herself. She could not deny that her pussy was dripping wet, that she ached for release, but she could not accept that she was attracted to this vile man.

David smiled. “I’m not going to say no to that.”

Kate could not help but groan as her handcuffs were released from the ceiling chain and the blood rushed back into her tortured arms. David grabbed her hair and forced her to her knees. A knot formed in her stomach as he started unzipping his pants. She had only given a blowjob once before, and though the boy had seemed pleased, she was not exactly experienced. There was a lot at stake.

David stood in front of her with his hands on his hips. “What are you waiting for?”

Kate looked up at him with a smile. She unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants. “Fuck, you’re huge!” She was not acting – a giant cock appeared from the dark jeans, partially erect. Kate let her soft hand gently stroke the shaft, her touch light as a feather, teasing him. She cocked her head as if she was studying it, mapping uncharted territory. Try to enjoy it. Might as well. Her eyes widened as she watched the massive member grow in front of her, but David was getting impatient.

He grabbed her long hair and forced her to look up. “Are you toying with me, cow?”

Kate smiled. “Maybe.”

“You don’t get to do that.” The voice was threatening, but David’s quivering lips betrayed him. Kate could tell that her plan was working, that David was unable to resist a woman playing hard to get.

He forcefully guided her head forward, pressing his tip against her lips. With a sultry wink, Kate opened her mouth, allowing him inside. The sensitive, silky skin felt good against her tongue, and she soon pushed her head forward until the tip hit the back of her throat. Her tongue flattened against the underside, applying pressure.

“Shit, that feels amazing!”

David started fucking her mouth. Kate gagged on the large cock, but she did not protest and started moaning along with him. The sharp metal edges of her handcuffs scraped against his inner thigh as she fondled his balls and taint. She could tell that he was losing control as her mouth did its dance up and down the saliva-drenched cock.

Kate knew she had to take advantage of it. Her mouth let go; a string of drool connected her to David’s cock as she looked up at him and smiled. Her hands started sliding up and down the cock, painfully slow. “Do you like this, David?”

“You better continue,” he said, his voice dripping with lust and frustration.

Kate nodded at the pants hanging around his knees. “Put your belt around my neck. Choke me as I suck your cock.” She was telling herself that it would turn him on, that it would help her win him over. She did not want to listen to the nagging voice in the back of her mind that told her that she was loving it, that she wanted the belt around her neck.

“You’re a kinky little slut,” David said as he removed the black leather belt from the pants and tied it around her neck.

If Kate was turned on before, it was nothing like the intense pleasure shooting from her pussy as the belt tightened, restricting her breathing. It was far more intense than when she had done it to herself in the past, and she attacked the hard cock with renewed fervor, but she was surprised when David pulled the belt a moment later, forcing her head away from his cock.

“I’m not done with you. You don’t get to just give me a blowjob.”

Kate smiled at him. “I did not expect to. Are you finally going to fuck me?” Acting like a willing slave was easy at this point. Kate’s entire body was aching for David’s cock, and she sizzled with lust as he pulled her to her feet and bent her over the nearby table.

Her pussy exploded in an intoxicating cacophony of pain and pleasure as his cock filled her. It was a glorious entrance, worthy of fanfare. She had never been stretched like this before, and for a second, she feared that he might be too big.

“Fuuuck!” Kate bit the inside of her arm as David started thrusting into her. “Fuck me harder, David!”

Her body drowned in a flood of pure lust as his thrusts increased in force. Every movement brought with it both pain and violent pleasure. It was primal and intense as if she was being fucked by a bear, and it was only enhanced when David grabbed hold of the belt and pulled it even tighter. The huge cock kept going deeper inside her than she had ever thought possible. Every little part of pussy ground against the silk-like skin that covered the rock-hard force of nature between David’s legs.

“FUCK!” Her screams filled the room. Some words were unintelligible, simply being an outlet for the massive sexual energy her body could not contain.

David growled as his hips crashed against hers. The chain of her cuffs clattered with every thrust. It was simple and effective; there was no delicacy to his fucking, only brute strength, and it was driving Kate insane with desire.

Kate knew she would not come, not before him, but she still soaked every bit of pleasure from the experience possible. When David finally pulled out and blew his load over her back, her pussy was sore and on fire. She could hear his heavy breathing behind her; she wondered if he would whip her again.

“You … you are a good fuck,” David panted.

“I know.”

David pulled her up by the belt and locked her handcuffs to the chain belt. “I might have to get as much fun as possible out of you before they ship you off.”

Please do. The experience had changed Kate on a fundamental level, and she was not yet sure that it was in a positive direction. She had never been fucked like that before, by someone that big, and her body still tingled with lust. She wanted more.

Much more.

Fiona looked at her with the concerned eyes only a mother could muster when David returned Kate to the cell a few minutes later, locking her once again to the heavy chain on the floor. No words were exchanged between the two women when the door closed; it was not needed. Kate knew that she reeked of sweat, sex, and cum. She wanted to assure her mother that she was alright, but all she could think of was David’s cock inside her.

That night, straining against her handcuffs, Kate brought herself to a silent climax in the cold darkness of the cell.

TO BE CONTINUED
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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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