
        
            
                
            
        

    
THE HUCOW SLAVES 3 - INDUCTION

©2023 Ulrika Udderson

All rights reserved

Published: Ulrika Udderson 2023

Cover by Ulrika Udderson - Model photo by Fotoro (used with permission)

This story is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, locales, or businesses is purely coincidental.

This is a rewritten version of the original “The Hucow Slaves” story which is no longer available. The story has been altered, but the overall plot is the same.

CONTENT WARNING

This story is not suitable for readers under the age of 18 due to its graphic sexual content. The themes of this story include BDSM and hucow kink. All characters portrayed are over 18 years old.


Find the other parts of Alicia’s story here:

[image: ]


[image: ]

It was not the sound of a milking machine that woke me, nor was it the sound of sobbing women or the guardsman’s cane hitting the back of my thigh. It was the absence of a sound that had pulled me from my restless slumber.

The ship’s engine had stopped.

The others had noticed it too; muffled cries and panicked movement could be heard from the other stainless steel tables that had been our unpleasant home for the last week or so, bringing us both the torment of being restrained and the humiliating, yet relieving, milking at the hands of the machines attached to our strained, sore breasts.

We must have arrived. What is next? I had no idea what to expect. My voyage had been painful and degrading; my body was still a cacophony of soreness, agony, and burning sensations from my brutal punishment and treatment at the hand of captain Rowan, and though I did not dare believe that our destination would be an upgrade over our pitiful accommodations and the harsh treatment, I looked forward to getting off the ship.

The door opened, and several guards walked in. They started pulling us up from our tables, violently removing the machines, even though some of the other women were in the middle of a milking session. It was chaos; the floor was slippery from the breast milk pouring out, and cattle prods and truncheons were used to push us out of the room. I exchanged short glances of anxiety and confusion with my friends Diana and Maria before they were pulled away.

The eight of us had our collars locked together by a long chain, with me at the back, and were ordered to start walking. Whenever someone tripped, a guard either activated the shock collar or started wailing on the poor woman with his truncheon until she got back up, which was made difficult by the cuffed hands and the chain connected to the other collars. Well … you wanted to be a slave, Alicia.

The sun was blinding when we emerged onto the deck at the stern of the huge yacht, and it took a while for my eyes to adjust. A pleasant breeze caressed my naked body as I tried to figure out where they had taken us. Lush green forests and mountainsides created a beckoning background for the small harbor, and the warm temperature and white-sand beaches visible in the distance made the place seem like an ideal holiday destination under different circumstances. The docks were home to a few other yachts and smaller sailboats, but hardly any buildings; this, coupled with the fact that the crew did not attempt to hide the eight naked, shackled women in their custody, made me think that we had been taken to a private island.

A private island. Surrounded by water. No authorities. It was perfect. Terrifying, but perfect. I had signed up for this because I wanted to get away, and I had certainly achieved that.

Captain Rowan was standing at the other end of the deck, observing his cargo with an indifferent expression, but his eyes narrowed when his eyes fell on me. He walked towards me with determined steps.

“I don’t know if I should be pleased to be rid of you, 246,” he said. The red and blue marks under his eyes told the tale of our last encounter, together with the taped-up nose. “You turned out to be more trouble than you were worth.”

My gag stopped me from answering, but I mustered my last shreds of energy in a defiant stare.

He smiled. “At least your life will only get worse from here. That brings me a little comfort.” The captain pinched my nipple as a last goodbye and left the deck.

I tried to stand tall, to pretend that I was unfazed by the torture and torment I had suffered, but I was tired. Exhausted. I could not help but feel that my spirit was slowly drained from my body as I watched the milk drip from the nipple that had just been pinched. Despite the torment, I did not regret my decision, not yet at least. I had found pleasure as well, but I wondered if the captain had just been a taste of what awaited.

“Stubbornness won’t get you far here, 246,” Ellie said. The supervisor had been inspecting the other women and had now reached me. She let her hands run over the bruises and knocks I had picked up since our departure, several of which had been by her hands, but her gentle touch was welcome. “You belong to the Crows now. Good luck. We won’t meet again. Ever.”

The Crows?

Ellie did not get a chance to elaborate further before steps could be heard on the gangplank connecting the deck to the pier. A tall, stout man stepped onto the deck, followed by two brutish-looking guards. They all wore sand-colored uniforms, distinguishing them from the black-clad crew of the ship. The tall man flicked a lit cigarette overboard and looked at the newly arrived prisoners with a menacing, intimidating grin. This was a man of power, a man to be feared, and though his eyes were hidden behind a pair of large, mirrored sunglasses, I could feel his eyes on my naked body.

“So this is the pitiful selection you bring me, Ellie?” he said.

Ellie shrugged. “Somewhat mediocre, I agree.” She handed the man a folder. “Here are their files. I’m sure you’ll find a use for them all, Marcus.”

The man called Marcus quickly studied the papers, occasionally looking up to match a file with one of the chained women in front of him. He paused when he finally came to me. “This is 1999-246?” he said, nodding in my direction. “Looks like Rowan got his claws on her.”

Ellie cleared her throat. “Some of those bruises are by my hand, I must admit, but yes.”

“Deemed ‘unruly’, it seems.” Marcus scratched his clean-shaven chin. “Haven’t had one of those in a while. The guards will enjoy that.” He turned towards Ellie. “Where are you headed next?”

“We have to deliver the yacht to Greece, the younger Crow is going to host a party there.” Ellie yawned and checked her watch. “After that, I’m going to spend the generous paycheck from this trip on a nice holiday.”

Marcus laughed. “Well deserved. I’ll see you when I see you.”

The two shook hands as if they were old classmates who had randomly bumped into each other on the street and quickly run out of things to talk about. Marcus nodded at his two guardsmen, one of which grabbed the end of the chain connecting all of our collars and started walking down the gangplank. I looked over my shoulder, but Ellie was gone.

I could hear one of my fellow slaves sobbing, but I tried to ignore it; from what I had gathered, I was in for a rougher time than the rest, and I knew I had to save what precious energy I had left to endure what was to come. A pickup truck awaited us on the pier; a cramped steel cage had been welded onto the cargo bed, and we struggled to fit as the guards pushed us inside, aided by cattle prods and shocks from our collars. We were already sweating in the mid-day sun, despite the sea breeze, and standing close together only made it worse. My place at the back of the group meant that my body was pressed up against the burning hot steel bars with my boobs sticking out, and one of the guards saw fit to shock them with his cattle prod while laughing hysterically. The stinging, intense pain was nothing new at this point, but that did not prevent me from screaming into my gag. Our little group stank of stale breastmilk and old sweat; only a few of us had been allowed to shower since our departure, and now we were cramped together like sardines in a can.

The car set off at a ferocious speed, not slowing down for bumps in the road, probably to torment us. Our heads hit the bars above us, bodies were flung back and forth, and I was squashed against the bars, often giving me trouble breathing. We felt like cattle heading for the slaughterhouse, which was likely the intent. I doubted anyone watching the terrified chained and gagged girls driving by would ever guess that we were here of our own free will.

We mostly drove through dense woods and marshlands; apart from a few buildings at the small harbor, we saw no huts or houses, adding to my initial suspicion that we were on a private island with only a few inhabitants. The surroundings were beautiful and unspoiled, but none of us was in the mood for sightseeing; we were all worn out and frightened, seeking any shred of solace we could find. At one point, I felt a hand in mine as the turbulent ride pushed our backs together, making our cuffed hands touch. I do not know who it was, nor did it matter. It was a tender moment of fragile humanity amidst the chaos.

After driving a while, the forest opened up to reveal a gigantic estate, built amidst fields of meticulously cut grass and what looked like a few acres of grapes, likely for wine. The buildings were painted white and shimmered in the sharp sunlight. Aside from the opulent main building, there were numerous smaller buildings for staff as well as stables and barns.

The car slowed down as we neared the large courtyard, adorned with beautiful rose bushes and flower beds. Uniformed guards patrolled the premises, while a few naked, shackled women tended to the gardens. They looked up as we drove by, staring at us with tired eyes. Their breasts looked uncomfortably large for their slender bodies, and the heavy shackles worn on their wrists and ankles, connected to their collars by a chain, made their work cumbersome and laborious.

How many women do they keep enslaved here? I’m number 246, it can’t possibly be that many! The thought sent a chill down my spine, and I could not help but wonder if they had all chosen to be here.

The pickup truck backed up towards a large building, and we were soon forced out of the cage and through a metal-barred tunnel as if we were sheep being herded. We could see stalls on either side as we walked, but not what occupied them. The tunnel ended up in a small, cell-like room with only two narrow, barred windows at the top giving any light. It was hot and humid, and I felt my heart rate rise when the tunnel was closed off behind us, leaving us trapped in the tiny room.

Now what?

We all looked at each other. Some sat down on the ground, shaking their heads in disbelief, while others tried standing on their toes to sneak a peek out of the windows. Maria and Diana walked over to me, pulling a few of the others along due to the chain attached to their collars, and the three of us rested our heads on each other’s shoulders. It was the first moment of calm in a long time, and I suddenly felt tired and became acutely aware that my breasts needed milking.

Then a heavy steel door on the far side of the room opened. Two guards walked in and grabbed the first girl they reached, the one I only knew as 239. They unlocked the chain from her collar and dragged her out of the room. The door slammed behind them.

An eerie silence fell over the small cell, only to be interrupted a minute later by 239’s horrific scream of terror and pain that seemed to go on and on until it slowly faded as if she was being pulled away. Fear grabbed my throat, and I felt like I could have passed out. For the first time, I was truly afraid. One of the other girls, a gorgeous, young brunette with expressive eyes, panicked and tried to pull away from the rest of us, frantically using her neck to pull at the chain, but it was no use. When the guards returned a moment later, she was the closest one to the door, and they dragged her kicking and screaming into the next room.

Once again, a primal scream of intense agony, distorted by the ballgag.

The six of us were left huddled up in the corner, desperate to create as much distance between ourselves and the door as possible. Deep down, we all knew it was inevitable, but we were driven by instinct. You chose this. You chose this. The mantra kept repeating in my mind, but my trembling body did not listen.

One by one, everyone was collected. Diana and Maria were the last to be taken before only I was left in the small cell, sobbing from fear, anxiety, and the discomfort of my swollen breasts.

I tried to stay calm when the two guards came to get me. I was helpless to resist as they each grabbed an arm and half pushed, half lifted me into the next room, where the air was thick with smoke and the sweet, nauseating smell of burned flesh. A collection of metal rods poked out from a roaring fire, and the flames illuminated Marcus, the man who had greeted us at the docks.

“Saving the best for last, it seems,” he said with a smile; the light from the flickering flames danced on his white teeth. “The doctor calls you mediocre stock but your sub-par DNA is certainly wrapped in a marvelous body.” He cleared his throat and looked at a piece of paper attached to a clipboard. “Hucow 1999-246, welcome to the Crow estate. Your collar already symbolizes the family’s ownership of you, lasting until you perish or they see fit to sell you on to someone else.” The speech sounded rehearsed, but the words were still delivered with purposeful malice. “Your file have you scheduled for regular discipline, as well as the added stamp of ‘unruly’.” He smiled. “This means that your continued presence here is already in question.”

What does that mean?

He removed his sunglasses and looked at me with intense, commanding eyes. “This place is rough, 246, but trust me, the places you could end up if you no longer serve a purpose to the Crows can make this place seem like a holiday resort. I don’t know what you thought you signed up for, but I’m pretty sure that you’re more likely to find it here than … elsewhere.”

Marcus pulled out one of the iron rods from the fire. The end was red hot, consisting of a series of dials containing numbers. The number ‘1999-246’ had been dialed in and was visible on the end in searing hot letters.

I shook my head, tried to pull away, but the two guards held me fast. They turned me around and bent me over a wooden bench. There was something about the thought of being branded that appealed to me due to what it symbolized, but my body was evolutionarily wired to steer away from pain.

The pain shocked my entire body when the iron touched my right buttock, and I could not have held back the scream even if I wanted to. My entire body shook with a force I could not control. The scream continued, and the two men had to help me stand when my legs refused to carry me.

When I opened my eyes, Marcus was standing right in front of me with a big smile on his face, a face glistening with sweat from the intense heat of the fire. He held another rod up with the letter ‘U’.

“That was only the first one,” he said.

I was barely conscious when the guards threw me onto the floor next to the other seven. The brandings, one on my ass cheek and the other on my shoulder, burned with intense, constant pain as if they were still on fire. The others were all crying as well.

I tried to look around, desperate to find something, anything, that could help distract me from the pain. We were in the middle of a barn, observed by the large, brown eyes of a dozen or so Thoroughbred horses peeking out from their stalls. They were beautiful animals, but even their majesty and grace were beaten by the tall, intimidating woman walking toward us. She wore a black, knee-length dress with no sleeves that looked like it had been painted onto her body the way it embraced the woman and her huge breasts. The sound of her high-heeled boots on the concrete floor rung out like a sharp heartbeat, and wavy, ebony hair flowed onto her shoulders, caressing the impeccable, honey-colored skin. Only the fine wrinkles at the eyes and a few strands of gray hair revealed her age. But it was not her looks or presence that caught my eye; it was the wide steel collar around her neck.

“Welcome to the Crow estate, hucows,” she said in a deep, commanding voice. “As you were all told when you signed up, you’re here to serve as dairy cows. You are only worth something to your new owners as long as you fulfill that role.” She crossed her arms. “You may be given other tasks along the way, and some of you may be chosen for breeding, but the delivery of breastmilk is your primary purpose.”

She nodded at the guards who started pulling us to our feet if we were not already standing.

“My name is Number One. It is not important why, nor will you ever need to speak my name. We will remove your gags, but you are forbidden from speaking to each other or any of the staff here at the estate unless one of us asks you a direct question first or allows you to speak freely.”

Rules. Simple rules. I like that.

One by one, our gags and handcuffs were removed. No one dared to speak, and we only stole fleeting glances at each other. I was one of the few that had spent any time uncuffed during our voyage, and it was seemingly a big deal to some of the others, including Maria, who stared at the deep, red marks on her wrists until the guard hid them behind wide steel shackles like the ones I had worn to the dreadful party aboard the yacht.

I looked at the shackles that now restrained me; they were shiny, elegant even, but heavy. The guard locked them together with a padlock and connected them to a set of matching manacles around my ankles with a chain.

At least I get to have my hands in front now, I thought. My shoulders were hurting, my jaw was aching, and the two brandings still burned, but at least a second guard came by to clean the wounds and cover them up to prevent infection.

Number One observed the process with a furrowed brow, correcting the guard who was disinfecting our wounds if he was being sloppy, but she did not hesitate to activate the shock collar if someone made a noise.

“Very good,” she said when we were all lined up in our new restraints. “I assume you all need to be milked at this point.” She looked at the puddles of milk being absorbed by the concrete floor. “Follow me. I will show you your new home.”

After walking across the courtyard to the sound of rattling chains, the guards opened a large gate and showed us into another barn. My sore jaw dropped open.

I had never imagined it was like this!

At least fifty women were shackled to steel poles sticking out of the concrete floor, four per pole. They wore the same restraints and collars as we did. Some of them were walking in circles around their pole in an attempt to get some exercise, others were sleeping, but most just sat there, staring into thin air. Guards patrolled the gigantic room, while a few of the slavegirls not collared to a pole pushed a large, cumbersome cart down the middle, emptying disgusting toilet buckets. Two other wagons were being pushed in between the prisoners, each containing four milking machines hooked up to a large tank and a diesel generator. When the wagon arrived at one of the steel poles, the four women chained to it stood up and allowed the guards to hook them up to the milking machines.

This is dehumanizing! Is … is this what I want?

I watched as Diana and 239 were collared to an empty pole along with two others before being hooked up to the milking wagon. I was next to be milked, but unlike the others, the guards did not chain my collar to any of the steel poles. The machine was crude but effective, and I could not help but breathe a sigh of relief as I watched my breastmilk being drained through the transparent rubber tubes. It hurt, but the pain barely registered amidst all the other overpowering pain receptors in the rest of my body.

“This is intense,” Maria whispered next to me. She winced as her breasts were being sucked dry but the noisy machine helped to obscure her words from the guards. Her auburn hair was frazzled, her eyes red from crying. She looked at me. “You’ve had it worse than most of us. How are you doing, Alicia?” She smiled. “Any regrets?”

My heart swelled at the kind, compassionate words. “I’ll be alright, Maria. And no … no regrets. I think.”

She nodded. “Same here. I don’t know why … I know I should hate this, that I should beg them to be let go, but this … makes sense for me.” She looked exhausted. Maria was still beautiful with her pale skin and playful freckles, but the spark was gone from her green eyes, at least for now.

When the machine had finished its task, we were separated. A guard pulled me aside, away from the others, and handed me over to Number One, who had been watching the milking from the entrance to the barn.

“This is the home of the well-behaved, docile livestock,” she said with a sinister smile and grabbed hold of my arm, pushing me outside. “We might let you back in here if you behave, despite your brand.” She patted me on the shoulder, causing me to cry out in pain. “You see, the unruly ones have to be broken first. Then we see if they are worth anything after.”

Next to the barn was a set of empty, rusty cages of different sizes. Number One pushed me inside a tall, narrow cage. As she pushed the door close and locked it, my boobs were pushed out between the bars, scraping on the sharp steel. I could not move my body in the cramped space, and I feared it would tip over if I tried.

She gently caressed my exposed breasts and licked my nipple before sucking a few drops of milk. “There was a little left,” she said and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “A shame you had to be branded unruly; you do have a gorgeous face. I hear you broke Rowan’s nose?”

I nodded.

Number One laughed. “Good work. He has had that coming for years.” Her face lit up from the smile; she reminded me of Ellie, but Number One had an odd, hard-to-define glimmer in her eyes that gave her an unmistakable, magnetic aura. “Life here at the estate is hard, 246, despite the beautiful surroundings, and you made your situation far worse when you headbutted the captain.” She sighed. “Unruly hucows are often sold on to the worst clients for cheap, and the guards are free to do with them as they see fit. I’m sure you can guess what that means.”

My mouth felt dry, but I could not help but feel a little excited by the thought of being groped by horny guards. “Since I am doomed anyway, can I ask you something?”

The woman cocked her head and observed me for a bit before answering. “A simple question? Not the request I usually get before I hang people up in a cage.” She shrugged. “Sure, why not?”

I pushed all my anxiousness aside for a second, just pleased to have the semblance of a conversation with another person. “The collar. Why?”

Number One hesitated. Her hand absent-mindedly touched the steel around her neck. The collar was weathered and scratched from countless years of use and abuse. “I was the first one, hence my name: 1974-001,” she said. “I barely remember my real name anymore. I was milked for years, but I pleased the Master, in more ways than one, and was allowed to retire when the well ran dry.” Her eyes glistened with sorrow and memories. “Retired, but not allowed to leave. See … I wasn’t a volunteer, 246.”

I swallowed a lump, fearing the answer to my last question. “What happened to the ones that came after?”

A dark shadow fell on the beautiful face. “You don’t want to know.”

She nodded at a nearby guard who attached a chain to the top of my cage and used a nearby winch to hoist me into the air, suspending the cage from a beam sticking out from the top floor of the barn. I bit my lip to keep myself from screaming as the cage and chain creaked and the wind moved me from side to side. A fall would break my legs in the best-case scenario.

As I watched Number One walk away, leaving me behind, I was left to my own thoughts. It was all so overwhelming; I had signed away my life to become a slave, but in a moment of reckless instinct when I broke the captain’s nose, I had made my new life far more difficult than I had expected. As I hung in the cage, shackled and collared, an odd, unexpected calm settled in my body. My old life was far away, a distant memory; it was no use worrying about a future I had no influence over. I had made my choice, and for the first time in years, I felt present.

The evening brought a welcome respite from the scorching sun, but it also brought out the off-duty guards. A few of them assembled beneath my cage, catching the milk dripping from my breasts in their mouths and riling each other up.

“If they ever let you down from there, you’re ours!” one of them shouted while throwing rocks at me.

I watched in horror as one of his companions returned from the nearby barracks with a long stick with a large, black dildo duct-taped to the end. I tried to flinch away, but in the end, I could do nothing to prevent the crude instrument from entering my pussy as he pushed it through the cage bars and started fucking me with it.

Do I like this? I whimpered and squirmed as I felt the large rubber cock inside me being pushed in deeper and deeper. It was humiliating. Degrading. Arousing.

“That’s enough for now,” a brash voice sounded. “Go eat, you can have more fun with her later.”

I looked down to see Marcus approach with a shackled slavegirl in tow. He lowered me down and allowed the girl to milk me by hand into a small bucket. Afterward, she fed me a few pieces of bread and gave me a drink of water.

“We’re not seeking to kill you, 246,” he said and yawned. “No matter how much Rowan might’ve wanted to.”

After the feeding and milking, I was hoisted back up to spend the night.

The night was cold but uneventful; the guards did not return. It was impossible to sleep standing up, and when the sun rose, I had not managed to get any rest.

It was odd to observe the daily routines from my high vantage point. Guards started their shifts with coffee in hand and a yawn, shackled women were being led out from the barn to start their chores, and horses were being exercised on the nearby field. Had it not been for the absurdity and cruelty that took place, it could have been called harmonious, even romantic, considering the gorgeous view surrounding the estate.

I was taken down a few times during the day for feeding and milking, but a guard always accompanied the slave tasked with taking care of me, leaving no opportunity for conversation, at least the first few times she came by.

It was past noon when a guard walked up to the cage, dragging the shackled woman by a chain connected to her collar. She did not seem to mind; I had noticed that her branding named her as 1996-195, meaning that she had probably been here a while. The guard disconnected her shackles from her ankle restraints to allow her to milk me, but he was called away by a guard on the other side of the courtyard.

“Oh, shit,” the guard said and locked 195’s chain to my cage. “Now you can’t go anywhere. And no talking!” He ran across the courtyard, leaving the two of us in each other’s company.

195 was a short, caramel-skinned woman with sharp features and large, intense eyes. Like the other girls I had seen on the estate, she was gorgeous and had large breasts. Unlike the rest I had seen though, she wore what looked like a steel chastity belt.

“There’s probably trouble with one of the horses again,” she whispered while her hands gently milked my sore breasts. “It’s safe to talk for a bit. How are you doing?”

“I’m tired.” It was the only thing that came to mind.

She nodded. “They’ll likely keep you here until tomorrow. I’m Sofia.”

“Alicia. How long have you been here?”

Sofia shrugged. “I don’t know, time is odd here. Five years, maybe?”

Five years …

She smiled at the sight of my disbelief. “Yes, it’s rough. But I chose this, just like you. And yes, I regret it sometimes, but it’s a simple life. I have it a bit better because the Master singled me out to be one of his flock.” She grabbed hold of the chastity belt and shook it. “Noone but him gets to be with me.”

“He fucks you?”

“It’s better than being fucked by the guards, I’m sorry to say.” She looked at me with a concerned smile. “Unless you like that kind of thing, of course. Most hucows will be fucked by someone in the family or their guests at some point, it’s part of life here, and it’s not necessarily unpleasant. But the unruly ones are fair game to the guards, who usually only get to toy with the hucows on special occasions.”

I had a hard time wrapping my head around the concepts presented to me; Sofia spoke of them casually, as if it was normal.

“Who are the Crows?” I asked.

“They are your owners.” She put the bucket of milk aside and started feeding me through the bars with dry bread. “From what I’ve gathered, they sell our breastmilk to their rich friends, at least the milk they do not drink themselves.” She nodded towards the middle of the courtyard. “And sometimes, they sell some of us as well.”

A group of elegant, immaculately dressed people came walking out of the main building. In front was a big-boned, grey-haired man in a white suit, followed by a gray-haired woman in a red silk dress. They were accompanied by a young woman and man in their twenties, as well as an older couple.

“The man in the white suit is Mr. Crow himself.” Sofia sighed. “The woman in red is his wife, Celine. The two youngsters are Bradley and Isabel, their children. I hear the two women are cruel, but Bradley has treated some of the others well.”

“And the old couple?” I asked, my mouth struggling to produce enough saliva to dissolve the dry bread.

Sofia sighed again. “Clients.”

At that moment, the guard returned and pulled Sofia away before hoisting me back up. From my unpleasant viewpoint, I could observe the Crow family and their dealings. Five women had been dragged out into the middle of the courtyard, among them 239 and one of the others I had arrived with. The older couple inspected them all; touching their breasts, fingering their pussies, and tasting their milk. The Crow family observed, but both Celine and Isabel seemed bored with the display.

Bradley was distracted as well. By me. Our eyes met across the courtyard, and though it was hard to determine in my exhausted state, I could have sworn that he smiled at me before his attention was drawn to the older couple. The man and Mr. Crow talked for a bit before shaking hands, and 239 and one of the others had black sacks pulled over their heads and were pushed into the trunk of a nearby limousine. The deal had been done, and a guard brought champagne for the couple and the Crows.

“How are we feeling?” Number One asked when she opened the cage the next morning. “Humbled?”

I nodded as I struggled to stay on my feet. “Yes.”

“Good. Let us see by how much.”

Number One dragged me into an empty stall in one of the nearby barns not being used for the hucows. There were no guards in sight.

“You were branded because of your unacceptable behavior towards captain Rowan, deserved or not.” She pointed at the dirty, straw-covered floor. “Kneel.”

I did as I was told.

“Very well. I need to see if your rebellious nature has been handled. You will forever be branded ‘unruly’, with all that entails, but I won’t have to put you back in the cage.”

That is some motivation I can get behind.

“Do you want to be let back in the cage?”

I shook my head.

“Then you will do all I tell you to, without question, and you will endure any punishment in silence.” She lifted my chin and stared into my soul. “Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

Number One started undressing before me. She had an air of elegance to her, even when she took off her clothes. It was a performance, an artist gradually revealing a masterpiece. It was a shame, an affront to the world, that this body was hidden under clothes, even the tight dresses she seemed to favor. Age had not affected the gorgeous hourglass figure, and the long, dark hair flowed with youthful exuberance.

“First, you will lick me,” she said and stood in front of me.

I’ve never tried that before.

I obliged. I gave in. I extended my tongue, tracing the outer walls of her vagina. I felt a certain satisfaction whenever Number One shuddered and moaned with delight.

“Deeper.”

I obeyed without hesitation. I felt her hands grab my hair as my licking intensified. I wanted to please her; I had no illusion that she would treat me better, but I figured it was important to be on Number One’s good side.

“Not too bad,” she said and pulled my face away, “but you will have to do better if Ms. Crow puts her nails in you at some point.” She pulled me to my feet. “And you will have to endure pain.”

She picked a riding crop and started pummeling my poor breasts. My eyes welled up, and I had to bite my lips to keep from crying out. The hits came faster and harder, and my body shook from the stress.

“Sometimes, they will want you to scream. Don’t worry, you will know when.”

Number One poured all her strength into a single hit that landed right on my nipple, breaking through any defense I might have had, causing me to cry out in pain.

“Exactly.”

She unlocked my shackles from my ankle restraints and locked them to a chain hanging from the ceiling, raising my arms above my head. She exchanged the riding crop for a mean-looking, nine-tailed flogger and started circling me like a predator surrounding helpless prey.

The first hit to my back was mild. My body was still aching from the days spent in the cage, and the playful hits to my body seemed negligible in comparison to the torture I had endured.

At first.

“If you cry out, I will shock you. If you scream, you earn yourself another night in the cage. Do you understand?”

I nodded, terrified at the prospect of another night of sleep deprivation.

She started whipping my back, harder and harder. The stinging sensation mixed with the pain I was already feeling, but I could manage it.

Until the flogger hit my branded butt.

I cried out, barely preventing a scream.

The following shock from my collar made me cry out again. The scream wanted to be let out, to offer my body a sliver of release, and I had to fight to keep it contained. I was shocked another three times before I was finally able to keep from crying out, but it only made Number One turn her attention to my breasts. Milk started spraying as the hits increased in force, mixed with the increasingly powerful shocks whenever I lost control and let out the smallest sound.

It went on for what felt like an eternity.

“That will do. You are free to let out the pain you’re feeling by whatever means you find necessary,” Number One said, massaging the arm that had whipped me with relentless determination.

I cried. My legs had given in a few minutes earlier, leaving me hanging from my wrists. I sobbed like a child with a skinned knee, sending streams of drool and tears unto the floor where it was soaked up by the straws along with the rivers of milk flowing from my breasts. It felt like years of stress and anxiety had been beaten out of me. There was a weird liberation in the pain and exhaustion.

“What a waste of milk,” Number One said and started sucking one of my breasts while her fingers entered my pussy.

I do not know if it was the exhaustion or the torture, but for once, the touch of a stranger felt nourishing. Any intimacy likely would have been welcome at this point, and I found myself embracing the pleasant sensation as her tongue played with my nipples and her fingers danced with grace and determination inside me. Waves of pleasure started fighting back against the tides of agony.

I could not come in the state I was in, but it did not matter, and I could not help but smile as Number One released me from the ceiling chain and pulled me out of the stall and into a tiny, dark cell at the back of the building. There was nothing there but a bucket, but I fell asleep on the concrete floor the second she closed the door.

The next day, I was let back into the barn with the others and collared to a pole with Maria and two others. After the days in the cage, lying close to Maria while sleeping, feeling the warmth of her body and her comforting touch felt like a hard-won luxury. The days passed, and we were never let out, never released from our chains. We did not dare speak, not even whisper, after having seen one of the other new girls being flogged and shocked to within an inch of her life when a guard had caught her trying to start a conversation. In the end, we had nothing to discuss; at least there were no rules against physical contact.

We were only milked three times a day, which quickly became painful. We were tempted to relieve the pressure ourselves, but it was forbidden.

After a week on the Crow estate, my extra brand had only led to two canings administered during milking, and I had started to think that the guards had forgotten about the threats they had shouted at me during my time in the cage. But I was to be proven wrong.

Very wrong.

One night, I was woken by the sound of my collar being unlocked from the steel pole, and the touch of brutish hands grabbing my arms and dragging me outside the barn. As the gate closed behind me, I saw four guards staring at me.

All of them with sadistic, horny grins on their faces.

All of them were naked.

It’s about time. I was anxious; this was a long-time fantasy of mine, helpless and chained in front of a group of men that wanted me.

I did not have time to react before a strong push from behind sent me into the gravel. I was barely able to stop the fall with my shackled hands, and both of my breasts were scraped badly.

“It’s been a while since we’ve had an unruly hucow in the fold,” one of them said. He pulled my hair back and smiled at me; his breath smelled of alcohol. “We might have to make this a recurring thing.”

I screamed when one of the guards activated my shock collar, and I did not have time to close my mouth before the bad-breathed guard forced his massive cock down my throat. I gagged as he started fucking my mouth, helpless to resist; my shackled hands were still connected to my ankles, and I could not lift them from my kneeling position.

“Get her on her feet, let the rest of us have a go,” another one shouted.

The first guard still had a firm, brutal hold of my hair, forcing me to choke on his sweaty, girthy cock, when someone grabbed me by the hips and raised me to my feet before fingering my exposed pussy.

There’s nothing you can do, Alicia, I thought with a smile. It was not a bad thing; it was the whole point. I wanted this. I looked up to see Number One standing in the middle of the courtyard, observing the heinous act with crossed arms and a furrowed brow. They are not doing anything they aren’t allowed to. The thought was both scary and arousing; Number One would not interfere, no one would. I knew what I had to do. I knew that what she had taught me would make it all easier on me, but a few principles and convictions from my old life still lingered.

This is your life now… 246.

I started sucking the guard’s dick with enthusiasm, closing my full lips around his shaft with a pleased moan.

“Holy shit, she is good!” he proclaimed.

I know I am. Always was.

I gave in. When one of the guards appeared beneath me and started sucking my breast, I welcomed it. When his comrade brought out a flogger and started whipping my back, I leaned into the blows, embraced the pain.

Even when the largest cock I had ever experienced entered my pussy, I was ready for it. I allowed my mind to wander, to relive the old fantasies of being taken by a group of men. This was far more intense than what I had had in mind, but my mind filled out the blanks, and I soon felt the arousal shooting through my body.

A guard freed my shackles from the chain connecting them to my ankle restraints and placed my hands on his throbbing, erect cock, and I gladly returned the favor, though my handjob skills were severely restricted by the steel restraints.

Somehow, I felt in control for the first time in weeks. I was in control of my pleasure, and these men were my tools to fulfill my needs. I ignored the fact that I was completely helpless to stop the act, unable to escape, but every time someone pulled at my collar or forced my hand, I sucked a cock even harder or leaned into the insistent fucking from behind to take back what little control I had. I wanted to be a slave, I relished the helplessness, but the fragile sense of freedom was made far more intoxicating now that it was such a rarity.

Through the glistening, sweaty bodies, I caught another glimpse of Number One. She was smiling, but it was a resigned smile, not one of pride or enjoyment.

The gangbang continued for a while; every time I managed to bring one of the guards to a loud, messy climax on my back or face, another one took his place. I was exhausted, but I still managed to ride the rush of lust to my own powerful, dirty climax; for a few magical seconds, the groping hands and thrusting cocks felt more intense than ever, the lips on my breasts a blessing, only to be replaced by the disgust of what was being done to me as clarity of mind returned.

I … I think I’ve had enough for now.

“Stop this at once!” a voice sounded, a voice I had never heard before.

“Of course, Sir!” one of the guards said, and within seconds, my abused orifices were emptied.

I fell to the ground and started coughing, sore, and overwhelmed. The guards pulled back and started putting on clothes as a man appeared above me; Bradley Crow. He wore a worn T-shirt and a pair of shorts, having seemingly been woken by the cheering and my moaning screams. He reached out a hand and helped me to my feet.

“What is all this about?” he said and looked at Number One.

“She has been branded ‘unruly’, sir.” She nodded at the brand on my shoulder. “It was their right.”

Bradley shook his head. “Not anymore.” He turned towards me. “What is your name?”

I looked nervously at Number One, who nodded approvingly. “A… Alicia Connor, sir.”

He smiled. It was not a warm, welcoming smile, but it was the closest I had gotten since my abduction. “I won’t let a hucow like this be wasted on horny guards. Keep disciplining her, but she is no longer available to the guards.”

“Very well, sir.”

He pushed me gently towards Number One and walked back towards the main building. The guards scattered, and I was left behind confused and exhausted. It felt like my life had just gotten a lot easier, but something about the look Number One gave made a shiver run down my spine.

Now what?

TO BE CONTINUED
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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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