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The human mind is a wondrous thing. Even the most despicable conditions and grueling torment can become routine as the mind adapts. I had given up my freedom, my body had been turned into nothing more than a source of milk, yet I managed to enjoyment in the bleak, desperate existence that my life had become since my voluntary enslavement at the Crow estate.

The brutal treatment I had endured during my first days still haunted my nightmares, and even though I was still disciplined from time to time by the guards, the canings only happened a few times a week now, ever since Bradley Crow himself had ordered the guards to back off. Even though I was still collared and shackled night and day, chained to a post in a barn, every day that did not contain a rigorous caning from a zealous guard felt like a small holiday.

The days in the barn were beyond monotonous. We were fed a few times a day when a trough was pushed in front of us, and being milked by a loud, ravenous machine had become second nature, a welcome relief for our strained, brimming breasts. The rest of the time was spent sleeping, daydreaming, or trying to exercise by walking in circles around the pole we were chained to. A few of the other girls had even attempted to do yoga, despite the heavy steel restraints weighing them down.

To my surprise, the thing I missed most was not my bed, my freedom, or decent food. It was talking. I spent every waking hour close to other women, but the punishment for speaking to each other was severe.

It had been roughly a month; I had tried to keep track of the days, but time had become a blurry concept in the barn. The moonlight shone through the large windows in the ceiling high above us, bathing the large room in an eerie, cold light. The nights were quiet, only the occasional rattling of chains and the footsteps of yawning guards could be heard.

I could not sleep. My breasts were tense, awaiting the milking cart's arrival in the morning, and I had received a severe caning earlier that evening – at first, I had found them humiliating, knowing that all the other girls could see me and hear my screams, but I no longer cared. The guard had told me to bend over, as usual, and I could see my ‘pole-mates’, as I liked to call them, cringe with every hit as I hugged the pole and gritted my teeth.

I touched the welts on my buttocks and bit my lip as I looked at the three other women chained to the pole with me. 225 and 229 had been there longer than me, but I knew nothing about them apart from the numbers singed into their flesh. 225 was a curvaceous, calm woman, a few years older than me, with short, black hair. Her eyes were always distant and submissive, and she never tried to communicate with the rest of us. 229 was the opposite – a tiny girl with large, milk-filled udders whose eyes glowed with hate whenever she looked at the guards. She was one of the few who could manage the occasional smile, and she had managed to strike the perfect balance between acting subservient and obedient when the guards ordered her and flipping them off when their backs were turned. She had chosen to be there, but it seemed that was having second thoughts.

And then there was Maria. I had known her a while through the lactation study we had participated in; she was a kind, gentle soul, far too good to live out her life in a place like this. I had no idea what had driven her to leave her life behind and become a slave. Though we were not allowed to speak, her comforting glances and gentle touches helped keep me sane.

I looked at her, lying across from me. Her red hair glistened in the moonlight, and I got a sudden urge to embrace her. We occasionally lay close to each other at night; some of the guards did not care, and the comfort of a warm body was like rain in the desert to us.

I reached out my hand slowly, trying not to make too much sound from the heavy chain connecting my shackled wrists, and held her hand. I felt her squeeze it as she opened her green eyes and smiled at me.

My God, she is beautiful, I thought.

Maria lifted her head; her wide steel collar reflected the sparse light as she tried to get a feel for the guard’s whereabouts. His footsteps could not be heard, and she dared to inch closer to me.

She did not try to speak. It was better to be caught sleeping close than talking, and she knew it.

My whole body quivered as her slender, soft fingers caressed my cheek. It was gentle but intense, and I ached for more.

I grabbed the chain attached to her collar and pulled her face closer. Her eyes were questioning at first, but I could tell that she wanted me.

Our lips met. It was not a wild, passionate kiss, but a comforting, loving display of emotion. Neither of us had ever indicated a desire to be with another woman, but sexuality did not matter here; this was a form of survival.

When the guard returned a minute later, he found two women sleeping apart, but a seed had been sown. A seed that would grow into a world of trouble for us both.

The first strike was always the easiest. I groaned and clenched the pole tighter. 225, 229, and Maria was kneeling in front of me with their shackled hands in their laps, looking at me. The guards forced everyone to watch my punishment, hoping to prevent any thoughts of disobedience. 229 gnawed her teeth as if she struggled to keep herself from standing up and punching the guard, while 225 seemed to look straight through me. I focused on Maria, tried to dive into her emerald eyes to escape the increasingly painful strokes of the cane.

She smiled at me. We had stolen kisses from each other every night for a week now, and I longed to feel her hands on my skin again that evening.

A perfect hit made me cry out, but Maria kept trying to distract me with her comforting smile. When the guards finally left a few minutes later, she inched closer to me as I lay sobbing on the floor, stroking my hair whenever the guards turned their back to us.

The sweet, warm liquid filled my mouth. Every drop was revitalizing and intimate; the initial awkwardness was all but gone as I pressed my lips harder against the soft skin. Maria let out a quiet moan as I sucked her tit, granting her relief and increasing the intimacy between us. I could feel the heavy collar against my neck every time I swallowed, but I barely noticed it anymore.

This is too dangerous, I thought, but I did not stop. Her hands stroked my hair before grabbing it and pulling me closer. I could feel her body tremble as my fingers entered her; I knew the guards would punish us if they saw us, even though we had never explicitly been forbidden from engaging in sexual acts, but breastfeeding was definitely against the rules.

I did not care. I wanted to show Maria how much I cared, how much I appreciated her silent support. I felt her pull my collar chain upwards, towards her face. The kiss was intense and passionate; her tongue explored my mouth as her hands moved downwards, looking to return the favor.

We tried to suppress the moans as our fingers and hands explored our bodies and genitals. I caught a glimpse of 229 out of the corner of my eye, but she only nodded at me and seemed to be on the lookout for the guards on our behalf.

Maria’s fingers were magic inside me, finding spots of pure pleasure that I barely knew existed. I wanted to cry out, to thank her, but all I could do was try and offer her the same sense of intense intimacy that she had so gracefully offered me. It was a welcome escape from our miserable lives as hucows, and the world seemed to melt away around us as we both edged ever closer to a climax that neither of us had imagined we would ever experience again.

I was close. So close.

Then I felt 229 tapping my shoulder

Shit!

Maria’s eyes widened in surprise and frustration as I pulled out of her and pushed her away. A second later, a guard’s flashlight shone on our faces as we tried to remain completely still.

A few weeks passed. Maria and I turned our predicament into an adventure of sexual exploration – we became ever more proficient in having hot, intense sex without alerting the guards, despite both of us being collared and shackled. 229 often functioned as a lookout; we had invited her to join us one night by pulling her chain and kissing her, but she had rejected us with a smile and a wink. I do not know what motivated her to help us; maybe she just wanted to know that someone had found something beautiful in all this misery.

It was not a life. But it was something.

We rarely saw other people than the patrolling guards in the barn. Some of the other girls were picked up every morning and returned in the evening, likely to be utilized for garden work and other deeds that my mind refused to consider. Sometimes, the girls that were taken away never returned, likely because they had been sold to one of the Crow family’s business partners.

I haven’t seen Diana in weeks. I shuddered at the thought.

The gates were opened. The hucow supervisor, only known as Number One, entered; I had not seen her since she had personally handled my initial, brutal punishments. The ebony hair had been gathered in a tight ponytail, and her radiant beauty and commanding presence demanded the attention of anyone that laid eyes on her. Her sharp eyes scanned the room while her finger distractedly touched the ring on her wide steel collar.

She was not alone.

The leader of the guards, Marcus, entered, along with two women I had only seen once; Celine and Isabel Crow, the wife and the daughter of Mr. Crow himself. Our owners. Celine was a tall, stern-faced woman in her fifties, but a life of luxury had left her skin and body in pristine condition. Only the gray hair revealed her age, but it looked beautiful against her tanned skin. She was an elegant woman, but her eyes were cold and ruthless, showing no emotion as they looked at the dozens of miserable, frightened slaves before her.

Her daughter was the spitting image of her mother, only younger and, if at all possible, even more striking. The white cocktail dress hugged her fit body tightly, and the high heels sounded deafening on the concrete floor.

“Can we make this quick?” Isabel said and yawned. She checked her watch. “It stinks in here.”

Her mother rolled her eyes. “I’m not going to rush this. Your personal trainer slash fucktoy can wait.”

“He has a name, you know.”

“Does he? Sounds like a waste – I’m not going to learn it anyway,” Celine scoffed. “You’ll have found a new one within a week or two anyway.”

The two women continued their bickering as they walked through the barn. Their eyes looked at us in disgust; it was obvious that we were nothing but animals to them. I noticed that Marcus and Number One sent each other concerning glances whenever the two women did not see it.

“How about this one?” Isabel said and kicked one of the girls. “Get up!”

The girl stood up. She was tall, with a round, pleasant face, and expressive eyes. She stared at the ground as the two women started circling her.

“I’m not sure…” Celine grabbed hold of the girl’s large breast and squeezed it, causing milk to trickle out. “A decent flow.”

The girl gritted her teeth when Celine started sucking her tit. Quiet tears started streaming down her face.

“Bland taste. Not good enough.” The gray-haired woman spat out the milk. She cocked her head. “Are you crying? Worthless cow…” She slapped the girl, who cried out in surprise and fear. “Does she at least deliver in quantity when the quality is so low?”

Marcus looked at a clipboard, checking the girl’s number against his files. “Average amounts, it seems.”

Celine bared her teeth in a wolf-like grin. “A waste of space, then. Give her to the guards for a few days, then offer her up to the Vulture, he’s always looking for a good deal.”

The girl went pale as one of the guards unlocked her collar from the pole and dragged her outside. Number One crossed her arms and bit her lip, but she did not say anything in defense of the poor girl.

Two more girls were inspected and found wanting. One was allowed to stay, the other was carried outside to spend a few days in the cages and to be flogged; apparently, Isabel had found the girl’s very presence to be a personal insult.

Oh God, they’re coming this way.

My body tensed up as the diabolical women and their entourage came closer. All four of us tried to make ourselves as small as possible.

“The blonde is pretty,” Celine said and pointed at me. “A new arrival?”

Number One cleared her throat. “Little over a month ago, yes.”

Mrs. Crow pulled my chain, forcing me to my feet. “Branded ‘unruly’, I see?” She looked at Number One.

“Bradley has personally excepted her from… being available to the guards, but she is still being disciplined regularly.” Number One looked at me with a subtle smile. “It seems to have worked. We have had no trouble with her since her arrival.”

“Why was she branded in the first place?” Isabel said as she opened my mouth to check my teeth, making me feel like a horse at the state fair.

“She broke Captain Rowan’s nose…”

Celine started laughing. It was a burst of menacing, spiteful laughter, and it sent a chill down my spine. “So there was a little fighter in this one.”

I looked up and met her cold gaze.

She smiled. “Maybe there still is. How is her milk?”

Number One handed her a small plastic cup, and Celine started milking my breast. Somehow, it felt more humiliating than the milking machine, and a lot more was at stake; even though being imprisoned in the barn was a gray existence, I had no intention of finding out what it meant to be sold to someone else. Celine was rough, and it hurt every time she pulled at my sore tits.

She frowned as she drank from the cup. “Average at best. Sweet, though, a crowd-pleaser.”

Fuck you.

A chilling smile appeared on Celine’s face. “How is her pain tolerance, Number One? I assume she has been thoroughly… tested?”

Number One nodded, but her face darkened. “It’s quite good. She can take a lot of abuse.”

“Perfect. I might have a job for her.” She looked at me. “Bend over, cow, let me inspect your genitals.”

I did not even have time to consider being disobedient before two guards grabbed hold of my arms and bent me over. I tried to struggle, but they were too strong, and I was weak after weeks in the barn. The shackles around my wrists did me no favors, either.

I bit my tongue as Celine’s fingers started exploring the edge of my vagina. Her touch was gentle, and I hated that I felt a tinge of arousal, maybe aided by the fact that Maria was sitting right in front of me, trying to comfort me with her deep, beautiful eyes. I groaned as the fingers entered me; first one, then three. The gentle touch was gone as she stretched my pussy, testing it, inspecting it.

“A fine pussy, we’re going to have some fun with this one,” she said and slapped my ass.

“How about this one, mother?”

No. Take me, leave her! I almost protested when Isabel pulled Maria to her feet and started squeezing her large breasts, but I knew I would only make it worse. Maria looked at me with panicked eyes, not used to being singled out this way.

“She tastes great,” Isabel said after sucking Maria’s tits. “Very full and round. I want her at the party too.”

The what?

Isabel pinched Maria’s nipple, causing her to cry out in pain. “A bit sensitive, it seems. Have you tested this one, Number One?”

“No, there has been no reason.” Number One grabbed a riding crop from her belt and started whacking Maria a few times on the back and buttocks. The hits were hard and precise, and Maria screamed in pain and surprise.

Isabel laughed. “So unspoiled, so innocent! I love it!” She looked at her mother. “Please? My friends would love to torment her!”

Celine shrugged. “Sure, I guess we can have a hucow pinata at the party.” She looked at Marcus and Number One, who both seemed slightly uncomfortable with the situation. “Have these two cleaned up and ready an hour before the guests arrive. I’ll have the sommelier come over and pick a few more for drinks.”

Then they all left. The moment there were no guards in sight, Maria threw herself into my arms and started sobbing. None of us knew what our sadistic owners had in store for us. It frightened me, but even now, I could not help but feel enticed by the helplessness. I was a slave, after all, and being used to please others was one of the enduring fantasies that had driven me to sign away my life.

A few days later, Number One herself came and picked up Maria and me. She dragged us across the courtyard by our collar chains; we followed as best as we could, but it was difficult to keep up with the long-legged woman with our chained feet. I stole a glance at Maria; her lips were quivering, her eyes wide and scared like a deer caught in a headlight. I wanted to hold her hand, to comfort her, but it was neither the time nor the place.

Number One took us to a service entrance at the back of the huge building. I could see an impressive, lush garden behind the building, where several staff members were setting up chairs and tables.

“Are you up for this, 246?” she asked me after closing the door behind us.

I was surprised at the question; despite the numerous torture sessions at her hand when I had first arrived, we had only exchanged a few words. “I… I guess so?” Speaking felt odd after weeks of silence.

Maria looked shocked to hear any words coming out of my mouth. 

Number One looked at me with her characteristic cold stare. “This house might seem luxurious and comfortable, but you have managed to draw the attention of the Crow women – you might find yourselves longing for the barn soon enough.”

The hairs on my neck stood up as the words sank in. This was new territory.

Maria started crying.

Number One rolled her eyes and sighed. “I see why Isabel picked her. She enjoys breaking the timid ones.”

The room we found ourselves in had tiles everywhere but the ceiling and looked like it had been built to prepare slaughtered livestock, judging from the hooks in the ceiling. At least I hope it was meant for livestock. A knot formed in my throat as I pondered what had happened to all the hucows that had disappeared since Number One had first arrived.

She seemed to guess my thoughts as I stared at the stainless steel hooks hanging from the ceiling. “Relax, 246. They don’t slaughter hucows.”

She unlocked the chains connecting our shackles and manacles and chained us in a standing spreadeagle facing each other; our hands were chained to the hooks in the ceiling, our ankles fastened to steel spreader bars, leaving our bodies in an X-shape, nearly unable to move.

Is she going to whip us? I had almost gotten used to canings and floggings, but the thought of being forced to watch Maria endure a punishment like that somehow seemed worse than receiving the lashes myself.

Number One took a step back to observe her handiwork with a satisfied nod before leaving the room and closing the door. I had to admit that Maria looked amazing, standing across the room from me. Her slender body was stretched, her huge, round breasts bouncing whenever she pulled at her restraints. The red hair was a mess, but she wore it like a crown. We did not dare speak to each other, even though we were alone, but we both found solace in each other’s eyes. I could tell that she was uncomfortable, as was I; it had been a while since we were last milked, and the precious nectar dripped from both of us, forming small puddles on the floor.

I could hear soft footsteps in the hallway. I wondered what awaited us, but I was not prepared for the sight of four naked slavegirls entering, carrying sponges, towels, and buckets. I recognized one of them as 195, the hucow slavegirl that had milked and fed me during my time in the cage. She smiled at me, but a guard soon appeared in the doorway, preventing us from talking to each other. The girls wore the same collars and restraints as Maria and I, but all of them had been fitted with chastity belts. The belts marked them as the property of Mr. Crow himself. I had only ever seen the chosen women doing chores outside and figured they lived on another part of the estate since I never saw them in the barn.

The women started washing us thoroughly. The guards occasionally walked through the barn with a hose, which they found infinitely amusing, but I had not had a decent shower since leaving the boat. It was an odd sensation, being tied up while others made sure to wash every inch of my body, including the hair, but the scented shampoo reminded me of a simpler life before it had been brutally taken from me.

The women were effective, making me think that this was not the first time they had washed shackled hucows, and they applied light makeup to both Maria and me afterward.

She looks amazing, I thought, and I could not help but smile at my friend. Despite my arms aching from the strenuous position, I found the experience fairly relaxing, but it was obvious that Maria could not shake Number One’s ominous warnings.

Whatever happens, happens. We have to enjoy the small moments.

I should have enjoyed the moment more, I thought to myself a short while later, when I was dragged into a large ballroom by Number One. Every inch of the room was dripping with luxury, from the thick, handwoven carpets to the golden decorations and expensive paintings. I was no stranger to art and recognized the works of several painters whose works were easily worth tens of millions. The surroundings failed to distract me from the installation in the middle of the room where a large table had been placed. Dozens of glasses were being filled with expensive champagne, but it was the ice sculpture in the middle of the table that caught my eye.

The ice had been sculpted in the shape of what looked like a saddle, with two rubber dildos protruding from the top – a smaller one at the back and a giant one in the front.

I did not need to ask who it was meant for.

“Get her set up, the guests will be here in minutes,” Number One said.

Two guards shackled my hands behind my back, connecting them to my collar using a short chain, forcing my hands upward. They pushed a large ballgag into my mouth, locking it on tight with leather straps behind and over my head, as well as under the chin. The chain connecting my ankle restraints was removed, and I was lifted onto the sculpture.

I groaned as the dildos entered my pussy and ass. They were large and uncomfortable, but at least they did not go in too far. The more immediate sensation sending a flood of fear and terror through my body was the intense cold and pain when the ice hit my pussy.

This is going to hurt like hell, I thought as my eyes teared up.

I should have known that this was only the start of my predicament.

Number One looked up at me with her arms crossed. “You’re the centerpiece, 246. You should feel proud.” Her sarcastic voice did not fit the furrowed brow. “The staff will try to keep the sculpture cooled, but as the night goes on, it will melt, pushing those lovely dildos even further inside you.” She nodded at a guard behind me, who climbed a ladder to lock the chain from my collar to the ceiling. “And your collar will start choking you harder.”

I felt a surge of panic creep up my spine, accompanied by intense arousal. I knew there was no point in trying to fight my chains, no point in trying to form words through the mouth-filling gag. Part of me loved the predicament.

“I think you get the point.” She smiled, but there was no joy as if this was against some twisted code of ethics she had. “The Crow women are cruel like that.” She sighed. “I hope you survive the evening, 246.” She was about to leave when she paused and turned back around. “Oh, I almost forgot. Apart from dispensing drinks, you will also serve as entertainment for the guests.”

A small device with a range of buttons and dials had been placed on the table in front of me. When Number One turned one of the dials, the large rubber cock in my pussy started vibrating. My body was still adjusting to the exposed position, but the wave of pleasure was welcome. For now. Number One soon turned it off again with a wry smile before leaving.

Every time I think this place cannot get any crazier …

I quickly gave up finding a comfortable position on my icy seat. The dildos filled my holes, and after trying to lift myself off of them, a guard locked a steel belt around my waist and locked my ankle manacled to it, ensuring that I could not try and stand up.

I started to look at my surroundings, desperate to find a distraction from my predicament. Service staff and shackled slave girls were busy putting the finishing touches on an extravagant buffet across from my table, and more drinks were constantly added next to the ice sculpture. I could see Maria at the far end of the gigantic room, where she had been shackled with her hands above her head in the corner. A collection of paddles, whips, canes, and floggers were lined up on a table nearby. Our eyes met across the busy room, but our attention was soon drawn to the crowd entering, led by the two Crow women.

The amount of money on display was staggering; women dressed in expensive, tailor-made ballgowns wore glistening, diamond-filled bracelets and necklaces, and the immaculately clad men escorting them could have bought a medium-sized house back home with just one of their cufflinks. This was not the elite featured on the cover of Forbes, this was a different league – this was dirty money. None of them had any qualms about being seen here, and they greeted each other like old friends.

“What a marvelous installation!” a voice sounded, drawing my gaze downward.

A tall, dark woman and her older, gruff-looking husband were staring at me. Her eyes sparkled with excitement.

The man snorted. “Another one of Celine’s whims, I suspect. Not a bad specimen, though.”

I shuddered as his hand graced my thigh.

The woman inspected the device on the table. “Oh, this looks like fun.”

She turned the dial slightly, and a muffled moan escaped my gag as the large dildo started vibrating inside me. Her husband started milking one of my breasts into a glass of champagne, and though I welcomed the relief, it felt even more humiliating than usual.

The vibration caused me to move slightly in my seat, causing severe pain to my already burning pussy; the ice was a cruel mistress.

“I wonder what the other dials and buttons do,” the woman said. Her voice was high-pitched, like an excited kid, and she was in no way affected by the torment her playfulness was causing me.

She turned another dial. The dildo in my ass started vibrating as well. It was a strange, unfamiliar sensation, coupled with the man’s rough treatment of my breasts, but a few fragile jolts of pleasure snuck through.

It was immediately halted when the woman discovered the button that activated my shock collar. I screamed in surprise, then in pain. The woman clapped her hands in joy at the sight of my discomfort and pressed the button again and again.

Why does this turn me on so much? I thought. The prospect of spending an entire night at the mercy of sadistic psychopaths was both overwhelming and hot.

The woman fiddled with the controls for another minute or two before getting bored. She left the vibrators on their maximum setting.

I tried closing my eyes, tried to focus on the pleasure. There was solace in arousal, but I was forced back to reality by a piercing scream.

A group of young men and women, led by Isabel Crow, had formed a circle around Maria, and they were taking turns pummeling her gorgeous body with the tools available. Maria’s screams mixed with the laughter and cheers from the group. My heart broke at the sight of her begging and crying. They fondled her pussy, hit her harder and harder, and they drank from her breasts.

The night had just begun.

As the hours passed, my discomfort multiplied. Countless guests had used the opportunity to toy with the vibrators and shock collar, and the sensation intensified as the ice melted beneath me. The dildos sank deeper into my orifices, impaling me, their vibration amplified by the collar choking me harder and harder. I was a mess of drool and tears, shaking from multiple orgasms – there was great pleasure to be had, but I was never given a moment’s rest, and the constantly vibrating rubber cocks inside me were now devices of agony and torture. On top of it all, Maria’s screams could still be heard – I could not always see her because of the crowd, but I occasionally caught a glimpse of a broken, sobbing woman hanging from her wrists.

The pressure on my neck increased, and breathing became a chore, yet the party showed no sign of stopping.

These people would find it amusing to watch me cling to life, maybe even watch me die.

A familiar face suddenly appeared in front of the table. Bradley Crow himself, dressed in a white suit, stood before me with a concerned look on his youthful, handsome face. For a second, I thought I had died and he was an angel coming to take me away, but the torturous vibrations soon quelled my daydream.

“My mother and sister are inventively sadistic,” he said and turned off the vibrators. Did he look at me with a mix of worry and… lust? I had a hard time focusing at this point. “You look amazing, though.”

I tried to speak, but the gag prevented it, and the collar pressed too hard on my neck. I only managed to make even more drool come out.

He smiled. “I cannot help you, sorry. I can only ease your discomfort by disconnecting this device.” He sighed. “We do not interfere with each other’s … handling of the livestock.”

Bradley looked around; most people had moved outside, apart from a group of young men tormenting Maria at the other end of the room. He let his hand move up my thigh and body for a few seconds of gentle bliss. His touch was warm, an invigorating oasis in a desert of desperation.

“I will make sure that Number One and the guards take you down the second they see an opening. I would hate to see you go to waste here.” His deep eyes stared into mine. “Maybe you and I can see more of each other soon.”

As he left, I wondered what it all meant. My mind was still racing with the possibilities he had opened for me when the guards took me down shortly after.

Maria and I were soon back in the barn as if nothing had happened, but the scars from the experience were still visible on her body and in her eyes. We huddled together in the dark, beaten and broken, and soon fell asleep from exhaustion.

I hoped we would never fall into the hands of the Crow women again, but it was not to be. A few nights later, as Maria and I were engaged in silent, intimate sex, a sharp light suddenly shone on us.

“Well, this is something,” a cold voice sounded. The light blinded me, preventing me from seeing who held the light, but I froze when I recognized the voice. Isabel Crow. “It seems the chirping bird was right. Hucows in love.” I could hear the sadistic grin on her smug face. “It makes me sick. Thank you for the heads up, 225.”

No! I looked at 225 in horror, but she refused to meet my panicked gaze.

“You will of course have to be punished for speaking, even if it was to inform us of this atrocity.”

Rough, strong hands grabbed me and Maria as our collars were unlocked and we were dragged away.

“Take them to the cells. Behavior like this needs to be punished. Severely.”

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 to save her mother. Contains all five stories in the series.

Hucow Slaves of the Imperators

In a dystopian far future, Halley has been genetically engineered to be a hucow slave for the ominous Imperators. Her journey takes her from the Imperators itself to the deep bowels of the Galactic Unity’s pleasure ships.
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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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