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In my dreams, I was back on my parent’s farm. The corn flowed like gentle, yellow waves in the breeze as I sat on the porch, drinking iced tea and eating my mom’s homemade chocolate chip cookies. The scent of fresh strawberries from the kitchen and motor oil from the old tractor smelled like childhood, and since I had just passed my exams, I had a whole summer of youthful frivolity ahead of me.

The same dream. Every night. A pleasant, comforting escape.

But I always woke up to the same chaos.

Every hour, the milking machine whirred to life beneath me, pumping every last drop of milk from my huge, sore breasts. The hormone injection they had given me had increased my production dramatically, and even the heavy-duty industrial machine they had hooked me up to took roughly ten minutes to empty my mistreated mammaries. I was delirious from sleep deprivation; I drifted in and out of half-sleep every time the machine turned off, but I was often woken by the sound of the other women, my partners in pain, crying as their machines started. I was one of the lucky ones; though my tits were extremely sore, the milking did not seem to hurt me as much as it did some of the others, especially Maria, my friend from the lactation study. The doctor had promised me pain and discomfort when I had signed up, and he had not been lying.

I had just finished a strenuous milking session and looked to my right; it was difficult to move my head because of the heavy collar locked to the table I was lying on, but I occasionally managed to get eye contact with Maria, who was lying on the stainless steel table next to me. Her face contorted in pain as the machine drained her; the inflammation in her breasts turned an unpleasant experience into hourly torture, and yet she managed to send me a smile with her eyes. We both agreed to this, and despite the torment, the experience was oddly liberating.

She looks like hell. I bet I do too. Her long, red hair was drenched in drool from the unnecessarily large ballgag, and even in the poor lighting conditions, the deep, red marks on her wrists from the handcuffs were visible. At least she hasn’t been flagged for regular disciplining.

I tried to smile back at her but my gag made the attempt futile. My throat was sore from screaming in pain at the canings the doctor had prescribed me, my jaw hurt from the gag, and my shoulders and arms were burning from having been handcuffed behind my back for more than three days now. Or was it four? Time had lost all meaning in the bowels of the gigantic yacht.

The sound of the door to the cramped room opening always brought a sense of uncertainty with it; most of the time, it meant that it was time for one of us to feed or relieve ourselves, but every once in a while, it was a guard coming to discipline me, usually by caning either my ass, the back of my thighs, or, if he was feeling particularly sadistic, my breasts, easily accessible through the holes in the table.

A guard entered the room, pulling one of the other girls by a chain connected to her collar. She was slightly older than me, with brown, shoulder-length hair and a slender build, but I did not recognize her from the group Dr. Bradshaw had assembled for his lactation study. The guard strapped her down to her table and walked towards me.

Pain, food, or the toilet bucket? I had tried to structure the schedule in my head, but even though the feedings seemed to happen at set intervals, the toilet breaks and punishments were unpredictable.

“Eat up, 246,” the guard said and pushed my face into the trough after removing my gag.

I knew they were trying to dehumanize me, to make it easier for me to submit. Every time they called me by my number, my new name, it scraped at my old identity as Alicia Connor. Part of me wanted to cling to that name, but I had to admit that being a number appealed to me. The feedings were another cog in their machine; without the use of my hands, it was a disgusting mess. Whenever I had eaten, my face and hair were filled with oatmeal, porridge, or one of the other deliberately messy servings. I had not had a bath since the brutal hose-down upon my arrival, and I was starting to smell like rotting food, sweat, and stale breastmilk.

At least the feedings meant that I could go a few minutes without the horrible ballgag. My jaw hurt, badly, and my mouth was dry from the drooling. The food was tasteless but nourishing, probably to ensure the continuous production of milk.

“I’ll take this one from here,” a familiar voice sounded as my face was buried in a thoroughly mediocre, tasteless stew.

The guard snorted. “Really? It’s not your job.”

“I’m bored. Has she been disciplined today?”

“Not yet.” The guard yawned. “I was going to do it after. Is that why you want to take over? Tormenting the rest of us isn’t enough, Ellie?”

“Shut up, Daniel, and go grab a cup of coffee.”

I felt the chain on my collar being yanked back and stared into supervisor Ellie’s cold, dark eyes. They observed me, judged me, and found me wanting.

“You look like shit, 246.”

I met her chilling gaze. The part of me that was still Alicia was tempted to talk back, but I refrained; I knew I was going to be punished, and I had no intention of making it more painful than it had to be.

She raised an eyebrow. “Are you unwell, 246? You look pale.”

I’m not sleeping, I’ve been shackled for days, you feed me shit, and punish me daily.

“It’s hard to tell,” I said. I did not recognize my voice; it was raspy and weak. “This … is all a bit overwhelming.”

She nodded. “Do not confuse what I am about to do for kindness; I am expected to deliver healthy livestock to my employer, that is my sole motivation.” She sighed. “I will administer your punishment on the deck. Some fresh air would do you good.”

It is odd how the human mind adjusts to extreme situations. A few days earlier, the thought of being shackled naked on a boat deck, exposed to the elements, and punished, would have been the stuff of nightmares, even if the thought could have snuck into one of my dirtier fantasies. Now, it was a gift, something to be grateful for. I knew I would find myself restrained and milked on my table before long, but for now, I was ecstatic.

Ellie dragged me by the collar through the ship's narrow corridors. She had not put the gag back on, and I could not help but smile at the small sliver of freedom I had been awarded. I did not mind that I was collared like a pet, that my hands were cuffed, that my naked, bouncing breasts dripped milk onto the floor, not even that I stunk. I was going to breathe fresh air.

The fresh, cold air hit my body like a tsunami, and I felt instantly invigorated. It was a cloudy, windy day, and I struggled to keep my footing on the slippery, moving deck; I was tired and dizzy, but whenever I was about to fall, Ellie kept me standing by pulling hard on the collar chain.

Though the fresh air was a welcome respite from the damp, warm rooms below, I could not get a read on my captor. Ellie was serious and stern-faced, and though she had brought me outside, she showed no hint of compassion or empathy. It made sense; I figured the people tasked with turning the volunteers into proper slaves had not been chosen for their mindful nature and pleasant disposition.

She seemed to have picked up on my questioning glances. “I do love tormenting prospective cattle,” Ellie said as we reached the stern of the yacht. There was actual joy in her voice, and it gave me chills. “Every time one of you is marked for disciplining, it allows me to get creative.”

The fresh air was never for my benefit. My heart started racing; at least I knew what to expect when the guard caned my ass while I was lying on my table. My predicament seemed even more absurd in the new surroundings; the small deck at the stern of the huge yacht was clad in gorgeous woods, and a few sunbeds had been stowed near the entrance. This was a ship made for leisure, for luxury, but none of that was in store for its current passengers.

Ellie turned towards me and squeezed my left boob. “Looks like it’s time for your milking,” she said.

I nodded. My breasts were swollen and strained.

She smiled. “That will make what I had in mind even more uncomfortable. Lovely.”

Ellie pulled me up to the second deck, where a white steel flagpole was placed, bent slightly outwards over the lower deck. She pushed me up against it and cuffed my hands behind the pole; it was not overly uncomfortable, but Ellie’s sadistic grin told me that we were just getting started.

“This is my favorite spot on the boat,” she said and opened a nearby box, digging out a few lengths of heavy chains and several padlocks.

First, she looped chains around my waist, thighs, and ankles, as well as above and below my breasts, leaving me completely immobilized, shackled closely to the pole.

Then, she started chaining my already sore breasts. She tightened chains around them, straining my skin further, and causing streams of milk to squirt out.

I screamed. The pain was excruciating. I looked down at my poor breasts as she continued to loop chains around them, turning them from large, free-hanging boobs into small, blueish balls.

“I love it when you scream,” she said and slapped one of the breasts, causing me to break down crying. “The gag ruins so much of the fun. Are you in pain, 246?”

“Yes! So much!” My entire body shook, but there was freedom in the complete immobilization. This is what I wanted. Was it not?

“Good. I’m not going to pretend that this builds character or anything.” She tightened her black ponytail. “I just want to hurt you. It pleases me. Now for the final piece.”

Every chain had been tightened with zealous determination as if my torment was her artistic masterpiece. Her final brushstroke was to attach my collar chain to the snap hook on the flagpole’s rope and use a connected winch to raise it until the collar started choking me. She took a step back and observed me with her hands at her sides and a satisfied nod.

“Can you move, 246?”

I could not shake my head, nor could I move a single part of my body. “N… no…” I whispered; the collar’s pressure on my neck made every syllable a chore. Tears streamed down my cheeks and mixed with the fine rain that had just started falling. I had often felt helpless and adrift in my life, but this was a different kind of helplessness. I could do nothing to change my situation, nothing to prevent what was going to happen. It was an intense revelation that tore at my being, and it created a core of calm in the center of my tormented body.

Ellie opened her mouth in front of my right boob and squeezed it with her hand, causing the breastmilk to squirt into her mouth, yet I felt no relief – the chains ensured that my breasts constantly felt fit to burst, and Ellie’s heavy-handed groping only worsened it. “You have a nice body, despite your subpar breeding,” she said as her hands continued downwards, touching my immobilized body. Her touch was gentle, but it made me nauseous, especially when she forced her hand through my closed thighs and fondled my clit. I knew she wanted to torment me, she had told me as much, and I knew that this was just another part of the torture. I could feel the desire build inside me. I was surprised when I realized that my chains and the collar enhanced Ellie’s touch; being restrained added to my arousal. I had fantasized about being restrained, it was one of the reasons being a slave had appealed to me, but I never imagined it could be this intense.

What does this mean? I did not truly enjoy myself; the pain was too great, the discomfort too distracting, but a seed had been sown when a guardsman called from the lower deck.

“I have to take care of this,” she said with a frown. “Don’t go anywhere.”

And then she left. No guardsman took her place – I was alone.

I felt cold. Vulnerable. There was nothing I could do, no way to escape. My name is Alicia Connor. I tried to repeat the mantra in my head, but it sounded hollow and distant; my humanity was already starting to slip away. I struggled, pulled at my handcuffs like I had done hundreds of times while being locked to the torturous milking table, but I did not truly want to escape. The metal dug into my skin, the chains bruised my body, but all refused to give. I knew it was hopeless.

I do not know for how long I was left on that deck. The collar and the intense pain in my breasts kept me from getting any sleep, and though the stream from my tortured boobs turned from jets to a gentle trickle, the agony never subsided. It had gotten windy, and the rolling waves made the chains gnaw at my skin as my body was jerked from side to side.

“What do we have here?” a voice sounded.

I opened my eyes and saw a tall, broad man standing in front of me. He was not one of the guards; his uniform was the same black color as the rest of the crew, but nicer and cleaner. He had a square jaw and sharp features, but the years had added some wear and tear to the handsome face, as well as gray streaks in the well-trimmed beard and thick, dark hair.

“It seems Ellie has gotten bored again,” he said. The voice was deep and commanding.

His rough, weathered hands started caressing my helpless body. I stared at the handsome man, trying to fathom what was happening; this was likely the ship’s captain, and he had the presence of a man that expected absolute obedience from everyone on his ship.

He smiled. “Someone has learned to keep her mouth shut. Good.”

I winced as he tested my resolve by pinching my clit and nipples. I was not sure if I wanted him to continue or leave.

“Let us sample the goods,” he said and started sucking my tits.

The chains made it unbearably painful, and I could no longer keep quiet as he used his teeth to bite down hard on my nipples. A cry of intense pain and hopelessness escaped my throat, but it only seemed to entice the man.

“You had better get used to pain, cow.” He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “Your milk is average at best; you will be the runt of the litter when you arrive. Have you been chosen for breeding, at least?” He looked at me, expecting an answer.

“I… I don’t think so.”

Ellie came up the stairs at that moment. Her shoulders tensed up when she saw the man, and her full lips became a mere slit in the porcelain skin.

“Ah, Ellie, there you are,” the man said without taking his eyes off me. “I was just inspecting your little art installation.”

“Captain.” Ellie bit her lip. “What are you doing out here?”

“I need fresh air too,” he said. “Why have you taken this cow away from the herd?”

Ellie cleared her throat. “She was feeling ill. I figured I would administer her daily punishment here.”

The captain looked at me with a wry smile. “So she needs disciplining? Doesn’t seem to have much fight in her now, does she?” He wiped the rain off a nearby deck chair and sat down. “Do carry on.”

Ellie sighed. “Very well. I’ll just turn her…”

“No. Administer the punishment on her as she’s standing now.”

“But…”

“Do it.”

I stared wide-eyed at Ellie when I realized what this meant. “No! Please!”

The palm of her hand hit my cheek with force. “Shut up, 246.”

“AAAAAARGH!”

She started caning my breasts. I had never experienced pain this intense before in my life; the strained, stretched skin already had a blueish color from the tight chains, and every strike sent waves of searing fire through my veins. My body shuddered and convulsed with every hit as my frightened screams died on the ocean wind. It was too much.

“Please, I beg you, stop!” I cried, but it only made it worse.

The captain watched with a sadistic smile, leaned forward like a man watching a close football game. When Ellie started caning my thighs, which felt like a welcome relief despite the pain, he screamed: “No! Keep caning the breasts! Harder!”

Harder? No!

“But her bruises won’t have time to heal before the delivery,” Ellie tried, but the captain shook his head.

“I don’t care. Harder!”

He got up and walked towards me as Ellie’s caning intensified. Blood trickled where my tortured skin had burst from the onslaught of her torture. The captain grabbed hold of the winch and started turning it.

“Sir, you’re strangling her!” Ellie said as I felt the collar tighten.

“Harder, Ellie!” he commanded, his eyes manic and lustful.

I did not know if the pain or the lack of oxygen would make me pass out first. Every cell in my body was on fire, and I barely registered what was going on around me; their angry words were distant and muted.

I was starting to black out when I felt the pressure on my neck disappear. I opened my eyes and saw that Ellie had pushed the captain aside and had loosened the winch. She stood between me and the captain, panting, exhausted from torturing me.

“Sir, with all due respect, I have been tasked with delivering these subjects alive,” she said.

The captain yawned. “I know. I just wanted a bit of fun.” He smiled at me. “I’m sure we’ll meet again before this delightful cruise is over, 246.” He turned around and walked inside.

“Now you’ve met the captain,” Ellie said and started to remove the chains holding me.

I said nothing. I had nothing to give, no energy left. Milk and blood mixed on the ground beneath my breasts as I collapsed onto the deck the moment she uncuffed me. Ellie looked down on me; there was no sympathy in her eyes – she had not stepped in to save me, only to ensure she would deliver her cargo. And yet, it was the closest to kindness I had experienced since my kidnapping. As I lay there on the deck, sobbing, the reality of my new life started to dawn on me. My body was spent and in pain, yet I still did not regret my choice.

“Steel yourself, 246,” she said as she pulled me to my feet and cuffed my hands behind my back. “The crew, especially the captain, usually gets bored about halfway through the journey. And he has his eye on you now.”

I spent the next few days locked on my milking table, apart from the feedings and toilet breaks. After the ordeal on the deck, the contraption almost felt comfortable, the canings of my ass and thighs tolerable. The milking, however, had become pure torture after Ellie’s brutal caning. The swellings had resolved and a few black and blue bruises were the only visible signs of my torture, but especially for the first dozen milkings after the ordeal, it had been pure agony.

And yet, the days turned into a morbid routine. I tried to sleep whenever the machine turned off, I ate as much as I could when the guard pushed my face into the trough, and I gritted my teeth and got through the punishments. To try and distract myself from the painful milking, I focused on all the things I had been determined to escape. My old life had not been torturous, far from it, but I still preferred this.

I was woken from my restless slumber by the door opening. A man entered, but I could not see his face because of my restraints; he did not carry the truncheon and gun the other guards below deck did, triggering my curiosity. He released Diana and the brown-haired woman from their restraints and told them to kneel at the door before he came for me. He dragged me towards the door and pushed me down next to Diana, who sent me a questioning glance; she looked tired and worn out, and her already huge breasts had swollen to gigantic proportions after the doctor’s injection.

The man locked our three collars to a long chain, connecting us, and told us to start walking. He guided us into a room I had not been in before that contained a few showers, sinks, and mirrors. I was terrified to see myself in the mirror; I did not recognize the beaten, exhausted woman staring back at me. My hair was a mess, my face and body dirty and bruised. My breasts were larger and more swollen than ever. The large ballgag twisted my face, and the heavy collar dominated my neck.

“Wash up. Thoroughly,” the man said and pointed to the showers. “There are soap and sponges on the shelves. Don’t miss a spot, make sure to help each other out.”

I could scarcely believe my ears. A shower felt like a divine gift, and Diana and the other woman’s puzzled faces mirrored my surprise when the man removed our gags and handcuffs, leaving our hands free for the first time since we had been taken.

“No talking.” The man sat down on a chair in the corner and observed us with a grin.

We were all hesitant at first, but the cold water was refreshing, and even though it was awkward to shower while chained to two other women while a strange man watched, I tried to focus on the positive aspects.

I winced when the sponge touched my bruised breasts, but it was still a nice feeling. Despite the collar, I felt free, and the week’s grueling experiences seemed distant, especially when Diana started gently washing my back. Her delicate touch was like finding water in the desert, and I made sure to soak up every movement of her soft hands. As she washed me, I locked eyes with the brown-haired woman. She attempted a fragile smile, but her large, brown eyes looked exhausted. Her round face was kind, and she seemed misplaced in the brutal surroundings. The stainless steel collar looked ungainly on the slender body, and the breasts were comically large. I gestured for her to come closer and started washing her breasts and upper body.

I could tell that she had the same reaction to my touch as I had to Diana’s, and quiet, grateful tears started trickling down her face.

Then she hugged me. Tightly. I was taken by surprise, but the warm, intense embrace soon soured as we both screamed in pain when our collars shocked us.

“Stop that shit,” the guard said and gave us another shock. “Finish washing up, now!”

My body still quivered from the painful shocks when we were placed in front of the mirrors after drying ourselves. We were ordered to apply make-up and ‘fix our hair’. We were not given much to work with, but I applied light mascara and tried to conceal the worst scratches and bruises before brushing my long, blonde hair.

What is the point of all this? Are we arriving at our destination? It felt good to resemble a human being again, but I could not shake the underlying uncertainty and anxiousness. I knew I was supposed to enjoy the freedom, even if it was momentary, but not knowing what it led to made my stomach hurt. I had signed up to be a hucow slave, living a trivial, simple life with no surprises, but it had yet to materialize as I had imagined it.

An exaggerated groan made me turn towards the door, where a guard entered carrying heavy, cumbersome metal restraints. “Damn, these things are heavy. Why couldn’t we just handcuff the cows?”

“Captain’s orders,” the guard observing us said. He did not attempt to hide that he had stuck his hand down his pants. “Let us get these bitches ready, I need a shower before the party.”

Party?

The walk to the upper decks was tiresome and awkward; our collars were still chained together, but several pounds of heavy steel restraints had been added, making me miss the narrow, unpleasant handcuffs I had worn for roughly a week before this point. The ballgag once again filled my mouth and caused me to drool on my breasts, and heavy, wide manacles weighed down my ankles. Matching shackles restrained my wrists in front of my stomach, while a set of tight manacles locked my elbows together behind my back, making it impossible for me to move my hands. The elbow restraints had the added benefit of pushing my generous bosom forward. The noise from our leg restraints was deafening in the narrow corridors, and my ankles hurt from the added weight.

The two guards brought us into a large room on one of the upper decks. A long table was being set by uniformed guards, and the smell of grilled meats made my teeth water. Huge windows surrounded the room, bathing it in the warm, orange glow of the setting sun. Chandeliers hung from the ceiling, gently waving back and forth with the ship’s movements.

The guard locked the end of the chain connecting our collars to the wall and told us to kneel. “Wait here, someone will get you when we are ready to get started.” He looked at the brown-haired girl whose strained breasts were already dripping. “And try not to mess up the expensive carpets.”

We sent each other anxious glances while we observed the feast being prepared. I did not know what role was meant for us, but I was not sure I was going to enjoy it.

As the entire crew entered the room and sat down at the table, we were each fitted with an odd type of breast pump that locked around our breasts and upper body, essentially turning us into walking milk dispensers. Using what looked like a beer tap handle, pressure and vacuum were applied to our poor, tender breasts. It was a large crew, and not even hormonally enhanced udders like ours could fill their glasses, but it seemed our breastmilk was mostly used to add a little flavor to vodka shots and drinks, as well as being the source of endless entertainment for the crew – and humiliation for us.

“246, over here!” the captain shouted. Again.

I walked over to the captain, trying to ignore the numerous slaps to my butt and incessant groping along the way. I did not know if I preferred this to the milking table below decks, but the constant unpredictability kept my anxiety levels high.

“Does it hurt when I pull this?” He yanked at the tap and grinned when I winced.

I nodded. You know it does, you bastard – and it’s your fault.

He kept pumping, pulling the tap downwards till I was on my knees. I caught a glimpse of Ellie sitting a few seats down, rolling her eyes when the captain slid two greasy fingers up my pussy.

“You like this, don’t you?” His clumsy fingering made my body shudder. “Being used for milking and breeding is an upgrade for a whore like you.”

I wanted to be defiant, I did not like the man, but part of me craved his attention. Even his crude touch was welcome.

“A toast!” he shouted, lifting his glass of milk and whiskey. “To our benevolent employers, who let us use this luxurious vessel for transporting livestock!”

As I had suspected, serving the crew during dinner was only the entrée. The crew became more and more intoxicated as the night went on, and what had started as groping and slaps to the bottom soon escalated. I could do nothing but watch as Diana was bent over a rowdy guard’s knees and spanked while the man’s comrade fingered her, but so far, none of the men had tried to have their way with me.

And I knew why.

“246, get over here!” the captain shouted.

I felt my throat close and my stomach turn as I hobbled my way across the room, made worse when I noticed that Ellie had left; I had no love for the cruel woman, but she seemed to be the only one trying to reign in the brutal captain’s sadistic tendencies.

He removed my gag and looked me in the eye. “Do you want my cock, 246?”

I did not answer.

His eyes narrowed. “Do you want my cock, 246?”

I did. I found the man utterly despicable, but my body wanted him. “Yes, Captain. I want your cock.”

He laughed; the kind of laugh that makes the hair on your neck stand up. “Of course you do!” He gestured to one of the guards. “Bring that brown-haired bitch, number 239, over here!”

The brown-haired woman, apparently called 239, was panting when the guard placed her in front of me; her chest and face were a mess of cum and breastmilk. She looked at me with a tired smile.

“Bend over and suck her tits,” the captain said as he removed the milking device from my breasts.

I obliged.

239’s breast felt odd in my mouth at first, but soon it was as if pure instinct set in; I managed to create an effective vacuum and felt her sweet, nourishing breast milk in my mouth. For a second, I was relaxed, despite my predicament, and I could hear her moan quietly through her gag as the milk flowed. It was intimate, connecting us on a basic level, and it was a welcome respite from the chaos surrounding us.

Until reality rammed the captain’s massive cock into my pussy. 239 screamed as the surprise made me bite down on her tit, and the taste of blood mixed with the sweet milk.

“Keep sucking!” the captain ordered behind me. “You there! Start milking this cunt!”

I could not see what was going on, my vision obstructed by 239’s quivering bosom, but I soon felt rough hands on my free-hanging breasts as the guard started milking me. My body and mind were overcome with conflicting sensations – the sweet milk in my mouth, the harsh treatment of my breasts, that at least offered me a little relief, and the captain’s violent, deep thrusts into my pussy.

The feeble, rational voice in my mind protested as I started feeling aroused. This was not me, it said; I was being humiliated, and yet, my pussy started sending overpowering signals of lust and desire through my tortured, restrained body. I was not into pain. I was not into being dominated. I was a normal girl, but something had driven me to sign up for all this, and I soon moaned like a horny slut as the captain’s thrusts increased in force and speed. He rode me like a beast, and when he started pulling at my collar chain, choking me, I loved it.

239 screamed. A roar of laughter erupted around us; I looked up to see most of the crew surrounding us, laughing. I continued to suck 239’s breasts as I caught a glimpse of Diana being fucked while bent over a nearby table. Her eyes were on fire, and I saw the same pleasure I was feeling mirrored in her.

239 cried out again; one of the guards was using his phone to activate her shock collar.

How is this going to end? I thought as the captain pulled his massive dick out of my soaking wet pussy. For a second, I felt hopeful as my elbow manacles were removed, but I knew to not trust that fragile feeling anymore.

My collar was pulled back.

I was turned around and thrown back first onto a nearby table. My shackles were pulled over my head and locked to something – I was stretched, vulnerable, and confused from the chaos around me; the other two girls both moaned and screamed, and everywhere I looked I saw grinning, horny faces staring at me like I was nothing but a piece of meat. The chain connecting my ankle manacles was removed and my ankles locked to the table legs, leaving me spread and ready for entry. I could see the captain towering between my legs like a force of nature, a mighty creature of lust. His uniform was gone and his broad, hairy chest heaved as he prepared for the next course on the menu.

“A magnificent pussy – maybe you’re not as useless as the doctor thought,” he said, using his hand to maintain his intimidating erection. “A shame I have to hand you over – I would have loved to keep you as a pet, 246.”

I had never hated someone as much as I did at that moment, even more so because I wanted his massive cock back inside me.

He could tell. The tip of his cock teasingly touched the edge of my vagina, and I could not hold back my moans. I cursed my weakness at the same time as I embraced every centimeter of cock that entered me before once again pulling out.

Then I felt the collar shock me.

I screamed

Then the full length of his cock rammed inside me.

He pulled out.

The collar shocked me again, this time more intense.

I do not know how many times the sequence repeated; I would scream, louder and louder, only to moan as he entered me. Pain and pleasure exploded in a horrifying cocktail, only made worse when the mouths of Diana and 239 enveloped my breasts. They sucked me dry while they were both fucked from behind by cheering guards.

The captain was shocking me almost constantly at this point. My throat was like sandpaper from the screaming, and I felt an odd sense of relief as I felt him come inside me.

Is it over? Or is he just going to pass me to the next one?

I looked up at his grinning face. He pushed the other two women aside and leaned in over my restrained, quivering body. Waves of arousal tore through me, overpowering my disgust for him.

“I enjoyed that,” he said, exhausted and panting. “Why don’t you give me a big, sloppy, cow-kiss, 246?”

Hell no! Somehow, the prospect of a kiss was too much. They had control over my body, but a kiss was intimate – and not for this man to take. The temper inside me that I had managed to hold down for years suddenly bubbled to the surface.

His face neared mine just as the hate boiled over. Bone cracked when my forehead met his nose. Blood. Screaming. First his, then mine.

How had I managed to survive what came after my rebellious headbutt? The night’s events were hazy, filled with shouting, screams, and excruciating pain. I had been certain that my time had come as the captain’s whip had pummeled my back.

But I was alive.

“You are a dumb piece of shit,” a voice sounded in front of me.

I opened my eyes and looked at Ellie. “I… I know.”

She did not hit or shock me as I answered. She only smiled. “You’re lucky to be alive, 246.”

“I don’t feel particularly lucky…” I said and coughed; my lungs felt like they were on fire.

“A wrong turn of phrase, I guess. After last night’s idiocy, you have been labeled ‘unruly’ – you have only made your life harder.” She sighed, and for the first time since I had met her, a hint of compassion was visible on her furrowed brow. “Lucky is probably not the right word.”

“I didn’t mean to,” I said and laughed, even though there was nothing to laugh about, and my strained body ached as the humorless, resigned laughter shook it. The captain had left me hanging from the upper deck by my wrists all night, dangling a little above the lower deck, and I could no longer feel my arms. My breasts screamed in pain, having been nipple-clamped and weighted, and my back still burned from the whipping.

“I should probably get you down from there,” Ellie said and went upstairs to release me.

“Thank you,” I said as Ellie helped me to sit on one of the deck chairs.

She shook her head. “Don’t start that shit, 246. I need to deliver you to your owner, and captain Rowan almost made that impossible.” The cold demeanor had returned. “I’ll take you downstairs for feeding and milking. We’ll be arriving soon.”

“What happens then?”

Ellie shrugged. “Then my job is done. And your troubles are just beginning.”

At least I’ll be out of reach of the captain.
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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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