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He stared at me over the edge of his black-rimmed glasses. The bushy, gray eyebrows tell of his skepticism. There is a thick smell of pipe tobacco in the small office, along with the distinct smell of old books. To outsiders, it would look like just another part of one of the doctor’s studies, but the atmosphere was far more serious.

“You know there’s no coming back if you do this, right?” His voice was calm and dark.

I nodded. “There’s nothing for me here.”

He stared at my signature on the contract that sealed my fate.

“There will be pain. Torture. Horrible conditions.”

I shrugged. “Sounds like my life. But there will be pleasure too.” Jake had just left me, crushed my heart. I was failing my studies. I hated my family. I wanted someone else to take the reins. It seemed easier.

“Very well.” He put the contract into a black leatherbound folder. “I don’t know when they’ll come to get you. Or how rough they’ll be.”

I smiled. “I’ll be fine.

Darkness. Nothing but darkness and discomfort. The roar of an engine, the taste of rubber, the sound of rain drumming on the ceiling. Aching joints and the faint smell of gasoline and despair. My body’s initial reaction was panic, and trying to take a deep breath only furthered this as whatever had been stuffed in my mouth moved to the back of my throat and the bag over my head covered my nose.

I screamed, but only muffled, incomprehensible sounds escaped the effective gag. I knew what was happening, but even though I had signed up for this, my body fought the rational part of my mind. I tried to escape, but my hands were tied tightly behind my back with what felt like strong duct tape, and my legs were tied at both the ankles and knees. There was no give, and my hands were already buzzing from the reduced blood flow.

Well, you wanted this. No turning back now.

Another bump in the road. The shock did nothing to alleviate the discomfort, and every time the van shook, my swollen, sore breasts hurt. I managed to lie on my side to take the worst strain off my breasts, but I could already feel them lactating through my shirt. Stray breast milk was nothing new to me, it was the whole reason I had been given this opportunity, but it still felt humiliating to not be able to control it.

I signed away my life. I volunteered to be kidnapped and enslaved.

We drove for what felt like hours. I kept switching between bouts of defiant struggling and hopelessness. When the van finally stopped, I had had enough of lying in the back of the van..

I heard the door open. Strong, harsh hands grabbed me, pulled me out of the vehicle, and threw me onto a cold, concrete floor. I cried out through my gag as the landing sent painful shocks through my breasts. A hard kick hit my stomach, causing me to crumble into a fetal position, crying and screaming. The doctor had warned me that the treatment would be rough, but I had not been prepared for this.

Laughter. Cold, cynical laughter.

“Not much fight in this one,” a coarse voice sounded before another kick almost made me choke on my gag. “Did you get a look at her before we pulled that bag over her head?”

“Yeah, she’s not too bad,” another voice sounded. “Why?”

“I just figured we could have a little fun with her before we pass her on, Jack. You know, sample the goods?”

The other man groaned. “We’re not supposed to. The supervisor can be here any second.”

“She volunteered. The supervisor won’t mind, I’m sure.”

The words were spoken in a casual tone as if they were merely discussing the weather. I knew what was coming; it was one of the reasons I had decided to go through with it, but faced with it, I hesitated. I did not have time to process my complex emotions before I was pulled to my feet. Muscular arms held me fast as my hood was removed.

“You’re right, not bad at all,” the man said. “I like a blonde, especially when they have boobs this big.”

We were standing in a large, industrial-looking warehouse. It was mostly empty except for a moldy stack of burlap sacks, a few crates, and the black van. The rain hammered the tin roof, creating an almost deafening soundtrack to my predicament. In front of me was a broad-shouldered, bearded man with cold eyes; he stared at me with an odd mixture of disgust and lust.

“Are you sure about this?” he said, looking over my shoulder at the man holding my arms.

“Don’t worry, Jack.” I could feel the other man’s warm breath on my ear. I winced as he squeezed my boob. “Haven’t you wondered what all this fuzz is about? Why these girls have been chosen?”

Jack crossed his arms and nodded hesitantly. “I suppose it can’t hurt to try.” He smiled and pulled out a knife. “Let us give these mammaries some air.”

I froze as the sharp blade started cutting off my tight T-shirt, scared that any movement could cause the man to slip. The smell of sweat and cheap cologne filled my nose as Jack ripped off my shirt.

“Those are huge!” he said with wide eyes. He licked his lips and cut the strap to my bra. “The bitch is already lactating.” He pinched my nipple, sending a stream of breast milk flying onto his jacket. “Seriously?” He slapped me with brutal force. “I like this jacket.”

This should be my worst nightmare, I thought. But there’s something oddly titillating about it all. My cheek burned from the slap.

“Go on, Jack, have a taste.” I could hear the man behind me grin.

I tried to talk, but the gag was too effective.

“See? She wants you to. She’s obviously horny as hell.”

This is humiliating! I thought as Jack’s dry lips started suckling at my teet. He was rough and used his teeth, but I could not help but feel a certain relief as the milk started flowing. Until now, I had only used a cheap breast pump when the pain got the better of me; this was the first time a person had fed at my breast. His beard itched, but I could not help but let out a muted moan.

“I told you she was horny,” the voice near my ear sounded.

Jack got up and wiped his mouth. “It’s sweet, but I’m still not sure I see what the fuzz is all about.” He grabbed my boobs with his hands and squeezed them hard, sending a trickle of milk onto my pants and the floor. “Great knockers, though. Kinda just want to… punch them.”

The man behind me laughed. “Why not? She’ll have plenty of time to heal any bruises before she is delivered to the client.”

My eyes widened as a sadistic grin appeared on Jack’s bearded face. He curled his hands into fists and started using my sore, swollen breasts as punching bags. Milk dripped onto the concrete floor to the sound of my screaming and crying, but my muffled protests did nothing to stem the onslaught of painful hits.

He finished off with a hard punch to my stomach. My legs collapsed under me, and the other man let go of my arms, leaving me sobbing in a pool of milk and tears on the floor. I had never been beaten before, never experienced such cruelty on my own body. I gasped for air, but the gag did not allow me. More. I want more. The pain was the distraction I needed from my worldly troubles. Even though I cried, I had never felt this connected to my body before.

“Do you want a go?” Jack said as he kneeled and milked my swollen, bruised breasts to add insult to injury, furthering my humiliation.

I loved it. Well, part of me did.

The other man shook his head. He towered over me, looking down on his prey with small eyes that carried no hint of sympathy. His bulging arms stretched the flannel shirt to its breaking point. “Nah, I don’t think the milk thing is for me.” He grabbed his crotch. “But she might help me relieve some pressure.”

Now we’re talking.

Jack forced me to my knees and used his knife to remove the duct tape holding my gag in place. I coughed as he pulled out the piece of cloth that had been stuffed inside my mouth. I filled my deprived lungs with air and coughed.

They laughed.

Jack kneeled behind me and put me in a chokehold. “I’ll never understand why you girls sign up for this.” I gasped as my throat closed. “I assume your family will think you’ve been kidnapped for real? People may look for you, but they will never find you; you will be halfway around the world soon enough.”

“I don’t want them to find me.”

He licked my cheek and laughed. “Good.”

“Now, open up, slut.” The other man unzipped his pants and revealed a girthy, erect cock.

I stared at the massive cock with a subtle smile and opened my quivering lips as the massive cock neared my mouth, but he was interrupted by a loud female voice.

“What the hell is going on here?”

A woman wearing a dark uniform came walking towards us from a door in the back. The black hair was kept in a tight ponytail, and the large eyes sizzled with anger.

Jack got to his feet and shrugged. “We were just having some fun with the new arrival.”

The other man quickly hid his cock away with a frustrated expression on his face.

The woman crossed her arms and rolled her eyes. “There is no time for that shit. She’s the last one, and Rowan wants to leave as soon as possible.” She looked at me with a contemptuous smirk. “Not the best stock it seems, but she will have to do. Get her washed up and prepped for departure. Now.”

Not the best stock? I looked down at my giant, lactating breasts. Did she want them to be bigger?

The two men, uncharacteristically quiet after the scolding, cut the tape from my ankles and knees and dragged me through the same door the woman had appeared from and into a narrow corridor. Flickering, fluorescent lights illuminated the peeling paint and the dark mold. My instincts told me to try and scream for help, but the rational part of my mind kept reminding me to embrace it all. I was living my fantasy. Someone had taken away my freedom and my choice. I was liberated.

I was pushed into a small side room with a tiled floor and tiled walls. It looked like something out of an old prison movie, highlighted by the thick, rusty chain hanging from the ceiling. I fought hard to contain my panic as Jack looped the chain around my neck and locked it with a large padlock. I had always wanted to try asphyxiation, but as the chain tightened, I instinctually started to freak out. He seemed to notice my intense discomfort and pulled at the chain with a grin.

“This is how cattle are treated,” he said and pulled off my jeans and my underwear, leaving me naked.

He freed my hands and stepped back to make room for the other man, who started hosing me down. I could not help but scream as the violent jet of ice-cold water pummeled my body; it hurt, especially when it hit my breasts.

“We can’t have filthy cows past this point.” The man laughed as my cries filled the room. “Bend over and spread your cheeks – we can’t leave any crevice unwashed.”

I turned my back to the two men and bent over until the rusty chain started choking me. I was no stranger to using a showerhead for pleasure in the bath, but there was no pleasure to be found when the stream hit my exposed genitals. It felt like a hundred needles stung my vagina and asshole.

When the wet onslaught finally ended, I was shaking uncontrollably, but my humiliation was not over. I was not given any chance to dry myself, and Jack threw what was left of my clothes in a nearby trashcan while the other man handcuffed my hands behind my back.

“How does it feel, slut?” he asked as he tightened the restraints, almost cutting off the blood flow to my hands.

I did not answer. My lips were quivering in the cold. He grabbed the chain between my cuffs and yanked my arms upwards, sending a jolt of searing pain through my shoulders.

“Answer me!”

“I… it hurts!” I stuttered, cold from the shower.

He laughed. It was a deep, raspy, unsettling laugh, more sinister than any I had ever heard. “Girl, you have no idea what is about to happen. I would be surprised if you aren’t restrained for the rest of your life.”

It felt as if my stomach registered the words before my mind did. A tight not formed in my abdomen, and I suddenly felt dizzy and nauseous. The realization of what I had agreed to started dawning on me. My fingers ran across the smooth steel around my wrists. Yes. This is what I want.

The chain was unlocked from my neck and I was forced to kneel. I stared down at the red and blue bruises on my aching breasts through the strands of long, wet hair. I felt humiliated and cold, but the dehumanization worsened when Jack’s partner approached me with a long rod with a steel wire loop on the end; an animal control pole, usually used to catch wild animals. He pulled the steel wire down over my head and turned the rod until the wire was tight around my neck. Fitting. Treat me like an animal.

“Time to go,” he said and pulled me out the door.

The steel wire dug into my skin as they led me outside. The merciless autumn rain barely registered on my already soaking body as I tried to get a sense of where I was in the dark, moonless night. Powerful light projectors lit up rows of derelict shipping containers, and the sound of the ocean could be heard in the darkness. We were walking on a wide pier, towards the only ship docked at the seemingly abandoned harbor – a huge, luxurious yacht. Numerous exterior lights lit up the impressive craft with its sleek lines and tall, imposing structure. I had traveled a lot, despite my young age, but I had never seen the flag being flown by this ship, and no people were visible on the decks.

I had only seen a ship like this once before, when I had visited the south of France with my now ex-boyfriend, Jake. It felt like ages ago, a different life, before moving to different colleges had torn us apart and my medical issues had started to dominate most of my waking hours.

The stern, uniformed woman from earlier was waiting at the end of the pier, holding an umbrella, checking her watch in a frustrated, exaggerated fashion, as if we were kids late for a school trip. The uniform bore no markings; it was a black shirt tucked into a pair of black pants, and even though the cut was far from fashionable, the muscular body beneath could not be hidden. The wide belt around her waist held a truncheon and a gun holster. Her dark eyes were narrow slits as she observed my and my captors' approach.

“I’ll take her from here,” she said.

Jack sighed. “What, we don’t get to come aboard and have a drink or something?”

“What do you think? Crawl back into your little hole until they require your services again.” She looked at a clipboard. “There are no more girls arriving tonight. You can go home.”

Jack and his partner reluctantly handed the animal control pole to the woman and walked away. She turned the pole, tightening the wire around my neck to the point where I could no longer breathe. “Listen to me,” she said as she stared into my soul. “This is a one-way trip. Your reasons for signing up are your own, I don’t care about them. I am in charge of cargo handling during this voyage, and I don’t want any trouble from worthless cunts like you.” The voice was cold and emotionless, but the fiery eyes carried the point across. “Do you understand?” She loosened the wire.

“Y… Yes…” I coughed. “I won’t be any trouble. I wanted this.”

She smiled, but there was no joy to be seen on the narrow lips. “I hope for your sake that you won’t regret it. And do not speak unless spoken to.”

I saw no other people on the top decks as the menacing woman pulled me aboard, but I caught glimpses of mindblowing luxury as we passed a few opulent bedrooms; silk drapes and sheets, gilded bedframes, and thick, expensive carpets. But the initial impression did not last, as I was soon guided down narrow staircases to the bottom of the ship. The contrast was startling; I could not help but feel that it was intentional and not a sign of neglect. The wooden panels were replaced with crudely painted walls, and the ornate light fixtures had given way to flickering light bulbs. It was dreary and depressing as if I had stepped out of a king’s chambers and into an old submarine.

With every step we took into the bowels of the huge ship, the world outside seemed more distant; my old life was behind me. I wriggled my hands, testing my restraints one more time, but they were impossible to get off. Just as I had hoped. Ever since I had signed up to escape my troubles, I had often found myself lying in bed, touching myself as I fantasized about being restrained, used, and abused. It was my fantasy. And I was living it.

I heard the sound of a crying woman coming from the end of the corridor. A door led to a small room where a guard wearing the same uniform as the unpleasant woman watched the ship’s precious cargo; the walls were lined with narrow, cramped cages, most of them empty, but a few were occupied by naked, cuffed women. They were all beautiful and large-breasted.

“The doctor is behind on processing, it seems,” the woman said to the guard.

He shrugged. “As usual.” He looked me up and down with empty eyes. “She will have to wait a while. Toss her in the cage at the back.”

The woman nodded. “Alright, then I will go and replace Pete in the doctor’s office, I think his break is coming up.”

The casual, disinterested tone was jarring. The woman removed the steel wire from my neck and pushed me into one of the tall cages before slamming the cage door shut and locking it. There was not enough room to sit down, and the steel bars rubbed against my breasts even when I pushed my back against the wall.

“I will get you later for your examination,” the woman said and yawned, checking her watch. “I recommend you stay quiet, otherwise Daniel here will get cranky. Well, crankier.”

The guard sighed. “Very funny.”

I started feeling claustrophobic as I watched the woman leave. The cage was cramped, fueling both my anxiety and my lust. I looked at the other women caged near me; they seemed to struggle with accepting where they were. I could hear the sound of a cage door open and a woman being dragged away, but I could only see a few cages from where I was.

Wait… I know that woman. A dark-skinned, short-haired woman in one of the other cages stared wide-eyed at me, seemingly having come to the same realization as me.

“Alicia?” she said, her voice barely audible.

“Diana? You signed up too?”

“I know. What was I thinking?” She smiled. “I had not expected them to get this rough. I was with Maria, they took her too.”

Before we could talk more, the guard, Daniel, appeared in front of our cages.

“Shut up!” He pulled out something that looked like a truncheon with two metal spikes at the end. He jammed it through the bars of Diana’s cage; her screams sounded deafening in the cramped room as the rod shocked her. “It can hurt a lot more than this.”

I stared in horror at my friend, who was still convulsing in pain when the guard left. She shook her head and looked at me with a pained smile.

These people do not mess around.

I had no idea how long I had been standing in the cage when the woman from earlier came to get me as the last one. Diana had been gone a while. My legs were sore from trying to balance myself; the ship had entered the open sea, I was tired and hungry, and the distant, muffled screams from other women did nothing to quell my growing discomfort. Even if we had all signed on of our own free will, the pain and discomfort were still brutal. I had no energy left as the woman pulled me into a brightly lit room, painted white. Stainless steel tables held medical equipment I did not recognize, and the tiled floor had several grates.

“Ah, the last subject, excellent.” A middle-aged, bald man in a white lab coat looked at me through dark-rimmed glasses and checked the tablet in his hand. “If you set it up, we can begin.”

The woman nodded and pushed me to the middle of the room. “Don’t resist. It gets messy if you do, trust me,” she whispered in my ear as she uncuffed my hands.

I did not get to enjoy the freedom for long; the cuffs were immediately locked back on in front of me before being connected to a chain in the ceiling, forcing my arms up above my head. My hands were already throbbing from the tight cuffs, and I winced as the pain worsened. The woman then fastened my ankles to a steel bar with leather straps; my legs were now spread wide, and she inserted two fingers into my exposed pussy to emphasize my vulnerability.

I gasped in surprise as she entered me; I was surprised to find that I was wet, despite being tired. Her fingers were rough, but it did not prevent me from finding a drop of pleasure amidst the discomfort.

“Stop toying with the livestock, Ellie,” the man in the lab coat said. “I want this done. I hear they are serving Beef Bourguignon upstairs.” He put on a pair of latex gloves. “You can have some fun after I’m done with it.”

‘It’?

“I might,” the woman called Ellie said and left the room.

The man snickered and looked at his tablet. “Let me see here. The subject is called Alicia Connor, 22 years old, college student…” he mumbled, apparently directed at no one but himself. “Major in English literature? Ha!”

“If it’s any consolation, I’m not very good at it,” I said.

He looked up at me with a surprised expression. “It speaks? We need to get that knocked out of you before we arrive.” He smiled. “Doctor Bradshaw must be a very persuasive man to get so many of you to volunteer.”

I moaned out as he squeezed my nipple hard, sending a stream of breast milk across the room.

All the girls, including me, had all been part of a study on excessive, involuntary lactation in women who had never been pregnant. It was a painful condition, one that dominated our lives. When the doctor pulled me aside at first and mentioned that someone was looking for lactating slaves to be treated as cattle, I was shocked and appalled. But he knew who to target; Diana and Maria were heartbroken and in dire financial straits, same as me. We left nothing of value behind.

“He did not need to persuade us.” I smiled. “He knew about our lives from the thorough interview that was part of the study. This …” I rattled the chain. “… believe it or not, is a sort of improvement.”

“Very good. I guess I can add a slight increase to your intelligence score,” he said sarcastically. “Now shut up and let me work.”

He inspected my swollen breasts, squeezing them from several angles. It was painful and humiliating, but each time I dared to even groan, he slapped one of my breasts hard.

The man pressed record on his tablet and started talking to himself: “Oversized breasts considering the subject’s frame… 178 centimeters tall, blonde hair, dark eyes; mediocre, mixed stock it seems, though it could be argued that the appealing facial bone structure and feminine physique could be utilized for breeding…”

“Breeding?!” That had not been part of the deal.

Another slap, this time harder. He glared at me before continuing his recording: “Subject is somewhat defiant and should be disciplined regularly.” He put down his tablet on a nearby table and started examining my bosom. His hands moved with experience and dexterity across my enlarged breasts and offered me a little relief from the soreness and pain. It did not change the fact that I was tied up, though. He started milking my breast into a cup. “Decent milk production, the subject could be reasonably productive.” He took a sip. “Nice color, good viscosity, average taste.” He moved on to my genitals; his hands traced the outside of my pussy with clinical precision. Had the situation not filled me with disgust, I would have probably bought the man breakfast. “Genitalia is serviceable.” He proceeded to insert a large rubber device into my pussy.

I gasped and cried out, but at least he had lubed it first. My eyes shot open as he pressed a button on the outside part of the object and it started expanding inside me. It was clinical and offputting, but the experience was too intense for me to ignore the arousal.

“Normal response to inside stimuli. Inside measurements are good, the subject can be used by the owner for sexual gratification. A B+ specimen all in all.”

For some reason, I felt insulted; the situation was absurd, unreal, but B+?

He looked at me and cocked his head. “You seem disappointed. Don’t be.” For the first time, a brief hint of compassion could be spotted on the furrowed brow. “You passed.” He ran a hand over his bald head, regaining his composure, before grabbing a large syringe from the table and jabbing it into my thigh. “These hormones will increase the productivity of your milk glands, as long as it is coupled with… continuous stimulation.”

Increase? These things already cause me pain!

“And that concludes the examination.” He took a step back and observed me with a nod. “Now, I’m going for dinner. Ellie will pick you up when she can be bothered.” He was about to leave when he seemed to remember something. “Your life will be filled with discomfort and pain from now on. I guess I can leave you with a little present.” He walked up to me and pressed a button on the end of the inflatable device still inside me before leaving, locking the door behind him.

“What the fuck!?” I cried as the device inflated further, filling my pussy. It was invasive, but no matter how hard I struggled and wriggled my body, it refused to move.

Then it started vibrating.

I forgot about the pain in my arms and breasts, my horrible predicament, everything. A wild torrent of arousal and lust shook my body. It was as if the hesitant student was instantly replaced by a submissive, lustful slut who only wanted more. I fought and cursed my restraints while also enjoying them.

I could not stem the tide that resulted in a shattering, intense orgasm. For a few seconds, my legs could not carry me, and I hung from the handcuffs as a bestial scream escaped my throat. The climax kept being pushed higher as the relentless machine continued ravaging my poor pussy. The convulsions caused the milk to spray from both nipples to add to the humiliating display.

It… it’s not stopping!

When the door finally opened and Ellie entered, I was happy to see her. My body was a sweaty, shaking mess after multiple, exhausting orgasms.

“What have we here?” she said with a sadistic grin. “Seems the good doctor found himself a favorite.” She walked up to me and started rubbing my clit, causing me to scream. “Ah, have you had enough already? Do you want me to turn it off?”

I nodded furiously. “Yes… please…”

“Very well.” She stopped the vibration but left the inflated device inside me. “We might have to train you to endure this for a lot longer. Your owners do love a bit of sexual torture.”

“Owners … I’ll have to get used to that.”

“You will.” She smiled. “Leave the college girl Alicia behind. She’s gone. You are 1999-246 now. That is the only identity you get to have. You are not even a slave, you are a cow, a piece of meat.” Ellie licked her lips as if the words turned her on. “If you embrace it, if you submit fully to it all, there might be islands of pleasure and comfort in the vast sea of discomfort.”

That’s what I’m counting on.

She opened a box on a nearby table and pulled out a shiny steel collar. It was wide and thick, with a ring welded onto it, but otherwise seamless. I stared at the impressive device. I both feared it and wanted it around my neck.

“This is happening, 246.”

I started crying. I did not know why.

“I know it’s intense.” She smiled. “It’s a beautiful thing, this collar, wouldn’t you say? See how there is no visible lock? It’s because it’s permanent – when I click this in place around your neck, there is no way to take it off. Ever.”

I shuddered as the cold steel embraced my slender neck. It was a perfect fit, but heavy. I instinctively knew that the collaring had meaning, that it was a symbol of my new situation.

“It’s heavy. Maybe a bit too … AAAAARGH!”

A sharp, intense pain hit my neck.

“That is the beauty. It doubles as a shock collar.” Ellie held up her phone. “Every guard has an app to trigger the collars. This was the mild setting.” She pulled a steel chair up and sat down in front of me. “If you speak out of turn, you will be shocked. If you try to escape, the collar will shock you until you lose consciousness.”

Why would I want to escape?

“Now, I am a bit thirsty.”

She pulled the chair closer and put her full, ruby-red lips onto my breasts. I leaned into it, moaning. Ellie continued, licking and sucking my sweaty udders, ignoring my whimpering and moaning. As I stood there, helpless and humiliated, the world seemed to fade around me. The collar weighed on my neck, told me to leave everything behind and embrace my new existence. I was tired and hungry, but as the breastfeeding continued, I started to feel aroused, aided by the device still filling my pussy.

“See, you’ll learn to like this,” Ellie said as a response to my moans. “If you don’t cause me any trouble or grief, I might even feed you before locking you up.”

She unhooked me from the ceiling and cuffed my hands behind my back. I smiled as she locked a chain to my collar and led me down the darkened corridors. I did not protest when my face was pushed down into a trough filled with some sort of disgusting porridge. I was too hungry, too exhausted.

I ate like an animal.

I felt like an animal.

I was anxious about what awaited me, but for now, it was liberating.

I had hoped for a bed. Even a mat on a cold floor in a cell would have been welcomed. My eyes widened in disbelief as Ellie pulled me into a dimly lit, large room at the back of the ship. The air was thick, and a sweet, familiar smell reached my nose; breast milk. The sounds of whirring machines and moans mixed with the hum of the ship’s engine. But it was the sight of the other prisoners that shocked me.

Rows of tables lined the wall; there were roughly ten of them, but only six were occupied. On them were restrained women, their large breasts pulled through holes in the table and hooked up to milking machines. Some moaned, some screamed, some struggled to escape. Others were motionless. I recognized Diana as well as Maria and two others from the study.

“This is your new home, at least until we arrive,” Ellie said and pushed me down onto a nearby table. She squeezed my breasts through the holes in the table and locked my collar to a ring to ensure that I could not move. She then inserted a large ballgag into my mouth, removed the inflatable device from my pussy, and shackled my ankles to the other end of the table. My hands remained cuffed behind my back. “The voyage will take a week. You will be fed twice a day, toilet breaks are three times a day. The rest of the time you will lie here. Since the doctor had recommended regular disciplining for you, whippings and canings will be added at the leisure of me or the other guards.”

She attached the milking machine and turned it on. The vacuum was intense, and the milk soon started flowing rapidly.

“The machine will milk you until you are empty, then turn off. It will turn on again every hour or so.” I could not lift my head to look at her, but I could hear the smile in her voice. “I recommend trying to get some sleep in between the milkings.” She slapped my ass hard. “Welcome to your new life as a hucow, 1999-246.”
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The Harem of Fertile Hucows

Four different women sign away their life to be fertile hucows for a billionaire. Will one of them succeed in giving him the heir he seeks? And what would it mean for the others? Contains all four 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.

Tales of a Hucow Slave

Kate has to embrace her inner hucow slave to work her way up from the miserable hucow farms to the dictator’s palace in order to save her mother. Contains all five stories in the series.
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Thank you for reading. If you are interested in reading even more steamy BDSM stories, but without the hucow/breeding 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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