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You never fully realize what you have until something threatens to take it away. It had not dawned on me how much I had grown to love Maria until this very moment – and now it was likely too late.

We had been betrayed. Found out.

I could hear Maria crying behind me as the guards dragged us across the courtyard. They had pulled something over my head, making it impossible to see where we were going, and my shackled feet caused me to trip several times, resulting in stinging hits with the cane against my naked body until I got back up.

Maybe they will just put us in the cage for a few days. When I had first arrived, my time in the cage had been a nightmare, a torturous hell, but now it felt like the best-case scenario.

I heard a heavy door open, and the gravel beneath my bare feet turned to cool concrete.

“Separate them.” Number One’s voice was cold and detached. “Mr. Crow himself will decide their punishment.”

That can’t be good. I had never interacted with the man that owned us, but I expected no mercy from someone who kept women as slaves and had sold several of them to shady characters. Maria and I had volunteered to come here, but in doing so, we had signed over our lives to this man. He could do with us as he pleased.

Another door squeaked open on rusty hinges. The chain connecting my wrist shackles and ankle restraints was unlocked, and my hands were pulled over my head and locked to a chain hanging from the ceiling. I then heard the deafening sound of metal against metal as the chain was pulled, likely through a pulley, and my arms were stretched until I was standing on my toes. The sound of the chain echoed between the walls; I was in a tiny room, likely a cell.

I could hear Maria’s screams, but they were muffled and distant, and it sounded like Number One was arguing with Isabel Crow, the daughter of Mr. Crow, outside my cell, but I could not make out the words.

A few minutes later, the familiar sound of high heels on concrete told me that Number One was walking towards me.

“You really fucked up this time, 246.” Her voice was raspy and angry.

The hood was torn off, and I stared into the intense, cold eyes of the woman in charge of the estate’s hucows. She looked imposing, like a force of nature, in the tiny cell. I opened my mouth to reply, but I did not get the chance before a large ballgag was pushed inside.

“No. You don’t get to speak. You knew there was a risk.” She slapped my cheek. “Isabel wants to hang you both from the ceiling of the barn as a warning to the others. We don’t kill hucows, but it should tell you how angry she is.”

My heart started racing.

Number One nodded. “Now you get it. The Crows decide how your future looks. And you just gave one of them a damn good excuse to make your life even more miserable.” She looked up at my strained arms. “That is going to hurt soon. You better hope Mr. Crow bothers to see you this week.”

This week? Is she going to leave me like this? I knew the answer.

Number One left, closing the heavy steel door behind her. Total darkness enveloped me, and I could not help but scream into my mouth-filling gag in frustration. I had experienced fear, anxiety, and intense pain since my enslavement, but knowing that Maria was going to be punished as well was heartbreaking.

How long had it been? Hours? Days? I could hear no sounds from outside the cell, and the isolation toyed with my mind. Only the sound of my chains and the steady drip of breast milk on concrete could be heard; my mammaries were fit to burst, hurting as if someone was pinching them without pause. I was sleep-deprived and hungry, my jaw ached from the gag, and my strained arms felt like I was being pierced with thousands of needles.

When a guard finally opened the door, I was ready to submit to any punishment my owner could have in store for me, as long as I was let out of the cell. I had not stopped thinking about Maria ever since our separation, but my more immediate concern was the intense, mind-numbing pain when the guard unlocked my shackles and collar from the chain holding me, causing me to collapse and scream in pain as the blood flowed back into my arms. Every muscle and tendon cried out, and I was still sobbing when another guard came in, pulled a bag over my head, and the two men started dragging me down a long hallway.

If the ballroom of torture had been luxurious, it was nothing compared to the oversized office I found myself in when the bag was removed a short time later. I was dizzy from hunger, delirious from pain, and my frayed senses were overwhelmed by the perfumed smells and the wealth on display. Heavy, embroidered drapes framed the huge windows, expensive art lined the walls, and a gigantic desk made of rare wood was placed in the middle of the room as a symbol of infinite power and wealth. For a second, all I could think about was the fact that I was dripping milk on the expensive carpet.

I was forced to kneel next to Maria, who stared at the floor, a broken, hollow shell of who she used to be.

“These are the unruly cows?”

I looked up to see Mr. Crow himself sitting behind the desk. The thick, gray hair was combed back and the bushy eyebrows locked above the dark eyes in a disinterested scowl. He was flanked by Celine and Isabel, his wife and daughter, on one side, and Bradley, his son, on the other. Number One stood to the side with crossed arms and a face devoid of compassion.

“Yes, Master.” Number One’s cold eyes were fixed on Maria and me. Her voice, usually steady and confident, sounded submissive in the presence of the man that technically still owned her, despite her status at the estate.

Mr. Crow leaned in over the desk and looked down at us with a sigh and a raised eyebrow. He was a handsome man, like his son, but his face was made of stone as he witnessed the sorry remains of the two naked, shackled women in front of him.

He sighed again. “So, they have been having sex with each other and drinking my milk?”

Number One nodded. “Yes, Master.”

“You don’t need me to handle this, Number One,” he said and yawned. “Get rid of them. I don’t want troublemakers here, they’re not worth the hassle.”

Isabel stared at me with a menacing, gloating expression on her face. I felt the last few drops of energy leave my body; I did not want to stay, the estate was a horrible, soul-crushing place, but I had a feeling Mr. Crow had several contacts and customers that could make my life even worse.

Bradley cleared his throat. “Father, a word?”

“Huh? Sure, I guess.”

Mr. Crow and his son stood in the corner for a minute or so, whispering. Isabel glared at her brother, clenching her fists, while Celine laid a calming hand on her daughter’s shoulder. The hushed conversation ended when Mr. Crow shrugged and turned towards Maria and me.

“Sell the redhead, Number One.” He gestured at Maria. “The Scorpion loves her type. He’ll give us a good price.” A sadistic grin appeared on his face, the first sign of any real emotion from the man; it felt like my blood froze at the sight. “Take her away.”

I was still struggling to comprehend what was happening when Maria’s muffled screams faded away in the distance as she was dragged away by the guards. Gone. My hazy mind tried to send signals to my body, but there was no reaction. I simply stared at the floor, awaiting my judgment.

“The blonde gets to stay,” Mr. Crow said, directed at Number One. “But she will of course need to be punished. Severely.”

“Of course, Master.”

Number One started walking towards me, but she froze when Celine’s raspy voice started talking.

“Isabel and I will handle the cow’s punishment ourselves.”

I looked up at the two cruel women. For a second, I wished they had decided to send me away like Maria.

“Are you sure, Mistress?” Number One said, fondling her collar as she always did when she was either nervous or contemplating. “I will gladly …”

“You can leave, Number One. We’re not cruel people …” Celine said, interrupted by Isabel snickering, “… we will make sure she gets a little rest and food first.”

I looked first at Number One, then at Bradley, but none of them met my gaze.

“This will be fun,” Isabel said.

I had been saved and doomed at the same time. Maria was gone, and the loss nestled in my gut like a black hole of despair. I was thrown back into the small, claustrophobic cell, given a pitiful meal, and allowed to rest for a few hours, but my sleep was haunted by nightmares. I felt like a death row prisoner waiting for the chair; the prospect of being punished by the sadistic Crows made me yearn for the barn, even the cages in the courtyard. Bitterness and hatred towards my owners mixed with fear and panic, but even though 225 had ratted us out to the masters, I could not blame her. She had seen a chance to improve her miserable life, a chance anyone would have taken.

Maria had been my comfort in a sea of misery, but they had taken her from me. I knew that Bradley had spoken on my behalf, convinced his father to let me stay, and though I knew he would not interfere in the punishment to come, I had to hold on to the small sliver of hope that his interest in me could lead to something. Anything.

To my surprise, I was not taken to the barn or any of the cells I had already visited during my imprisonment at the estate. Instead, the silent guard dragged me by my collar chain back to the large mansion the Crows called home. We walked through the main entrance and into a gigantic foyer with golden chandeliers hanging several stories above us. Isabel awaited me with a grin on her porcelain face. She wore a black, short dress and high-heeled boots, and her long, blonde hair was tied in a tight ponytail.

“I will handle the delinquent from here,” she said to the guard and took the chain out of his hand.

The guard did not hesitate to make himself scarce, and I was soon left alone with the sadistic socialite.

She cocked her head and looked at me. “Do you fear me, cow?” Her voice was cold, devoid of emotion.

I stared at the floor. Number One’s warnings about the Crow women, coupled with my earlier taste of their sadistic inventiveness, kept the inner rebel in check. I needed to play the penitent submissive. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Do you deserve punishment, cow?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I shuddered as her soft hand caressed my breast. “The unruly cow has found her place, it seems.” She sounded disappointed. “We’ll see if we can’t bring out the rebel with a bit of torture.”

I bit my lip and looked at my captor, my owner, my Mistress. We were roughly the same age, but our lives had certainly taken different turns. She smiled at me.

“This way. We have much to do.”

Isabel yanked at my chain and dragged me into a study next to the main hall. My naked, shackled body felt out of place amidst the vast collection of rare books, neatly lined up on the mahogany bookshelves. The smell of leather furniture and old books lay over the study like a dense fog.

I would not be surprised if this woman actually believes reading is a form of torture. I was not naïve enough to think that it would be that simple, but I was still surprised when Isabel pressed a hidden button that made one of the heavy bookshelves slide open to reveal a staircase. My heart started racing at the thought of what kind of things this family felt needed to be hidden like this, considering they owned a barn full of shackled women.

The sound of the chains was deafening as we descended into the depths via a narrow staircase. It soon opened up into a wide stone corridor. The air was dense, the light dim, and I felt a rising panic in my body. I could not shake the feeling that I would never leave this place again.

We walked past several cells, similar to the one I had been put in after Maria and I had been found out, but these were even smaller and nastier. I saw no other prisoners down here, but it did not help silence the anxious voices in my mind. We soon entered a larger room that looked like it was modeled on a medieval torture chamber, filled with contraptions and devices. Several doorways could be seen, likely connecting the room with similar rooms of torment and torture.

“Welcome!” Celine said. The gray hair was tied in a ponytail, like her daughter, but she was completely naked, apart from a pair of high-heeled leather boots. The years, and the plastic surgeons, had been kind to her, and she managed to seem both out of place and right at home at the same time in the dark and dreary dungeon. “We haven’t had a cow down here in a while.”

While Isabel undressed, Celine locked my hands together behind my back.

“Should we gag her?” Isabel asked as she took off her underwear, revealing a gorgeous body.

Celine shook her head. “Not yet. She and I are going to have a little chat.” She approached me and lifted my chin, forcing me to look into her harsh, blue eyes. “Do you realize how fucked you are, cow?”

A small part of me was tempted to be defiant, to spit in the face of the horrible woman in front of me. But I was tired. “Yes, Mistress.”

“She broke the rules, but now she’s all submissive and meek?” Isabel scoffed. “I don’t buy it. What does Bradley see in this cow?”

Celine rolled her eyes. “Shut up. She’s obviously smart enough to know when to play along.” She smiled. “But we will dig past that veneer soon enough. Kneel, cow.”

I obeyed. As I lowered myself onto the cold stone floor, Isabel’s words kept repeating in my mind, nourishing the small flame of hope that had formed after Bradley had intervened on my behalf. Maybe there is a better life waiting on the other side of this. Grit your teeth and get through it. A subtle smile appeared on my lips. I might even enjoy some of it.

Celine started circling me, and I could not help but think back to my session with Number One. I knew these women wanted to hear me beg, to hear me scream, but I did not want to make it easy for them.

“Your breasts look fit to burst,” Celine said. She squeezed my breast and sent a jet of milk into the room. “Do they hurt?”

I groaned. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Do you want us to drink from them?”

“Yes, Mistress. Please.”

I had expected pain. A slap, maybe. But to my surprise, both Isabel and Celine knelt in front of me and started sucking on my tits. The relief trumped my disgust, and I stared in amazement at the two sadistic women swallowing my milk. It felt oddly intimate, which only served to increase my discomfort. I closed my eyes and embraced the subtle trickle of arousal.

Then I felt something being tied around my breasts. My eyes shot open to see the two women, still sucking, tying strong leather bands around my aching udders.

They stopped. My breasts were still strained and sore, not even close to empty.

Celine leaned in and whispered in my ear: “Bradley might like you, but you are nothing to us. A cow. A plaything. A piece of worthless flesh to be tortured and tormented.” There was no hatred in her voice. She merely stated cold, hard facts; she did not care enough about me to hate me. The words should have filled me with fear, but they had the opposite effect. They turned me on.

She tied the leather bands to a chain that Isabel lowered from the ceiling using an electric winch. My eyes widened as I realized what they had in mind, and the grin on Celine’s face only confirmed it.

First, the bands pulled me to my feet. Fire poured into my veins, streaming from my breasts.

But the winch kept whirring.

Soon, I was on my toes. I struggled, but my shackled hands left me helpless.

Then, the fire turned into an explosion as my feet were lifted off the floor. Milk squirted from my nipples as the bands tightened around my poor, tormented breasts. I screamed in surprise and pain while my feet flailed to find something, anything, to stand on. I could do nothing but stare at the straps in front of my head and the ceiling as my body arched backward.

They laughed. I felt their mockery in my bones, in my spine, as if the laughter penetrated my body rather than my ears. I could not tune them out as I wriggled like a tuna at the end of a fishing line.

I felt their hands on my body, pushing me, causing me to swing back and forth, putting even more strain on my breasts as they took turns carrying my weight. Isabel’s shrieking giggles cut like a knife through my brain.

“Nothing like a good cow pinata,” Celine said.

She steadied my body and slowly ran her hand down my thighs before tying a coil of rope around my ankles. I could not see what she was doing, but I felt a hard tug at the rope as it was tied to something below me. I tried to wriggle, but the rope ensured that my body stayed still. Vulnerable.

I could see Isabel out of the corner of my eye. She did not attempt to hide the lust in her eyes or the hand massaging her clit as she watched my predicament. The young woman moaned as she knelt to catch the dripping milk in her mouth.

“Her fear makes it taste sweeter,” she said.

Her mother laughed. “It always does.”

I bit my lip and tried to hold back the tears.

“Do you think we’re being unfair to you, cow?” she asked me, her voice taking on a false, exaggerated innocence.

“N… No, Mistress.”

She pinched my nipple between her sharp-nailed fingers.

Isabel wiped her mouth and stood beside her mother. “I want to hear her submit. I want her to say how worthless she is.” She slid her hand in between my thighs and into my pussy. “Do it.”

I squirmed, but I could do nothing to prevent her fingers and hand from penetrating me deeper, nor did I want to. The sensation was powerful combined with the pain. “I… I am a worthless cow.” The words tasted good in my mouth. This is what I had always wanted. “A slave. I… I am nothing.”

“I guess you were right,” Isabel said and pulled her hand out of my pussy. “She’s pretty smart.”

I knew there would be pain next. I expected it, prepared for it, but the first strike of the cane against my exposed butt still surprised me with its intensity and severity. Every hit made my body shake, putting further strain on my breasts. The force from the blows made my body start spinning slowly, and I felt like a merry-go-round of pain and humiliation.

They both joined in. Their canes left no area of my body untouched, untormented, but none of the hits hurt as much as those targeting my breasts.

Another strike. Right below my left nipple. Jolts of pure, undiluted agony shot through my entire body. I bit my lip, tried to hold it in, but they did not give me time to process the assault on my pain receptors. The next hit was a perfect, hard strike on the lower part of my butt. More agony. More pain. I could feel myself crumbling as they chipped away at my meager defenses.

Two surgically precise hits to both breasts. At the same time. A masterclass in punishment.

I cried. I screamed. Any semblance of stoicism, any defense I might have had, was broken down by their relentless onslaught.

“Please! Stop!”

For the first time since my arrival, I spoke out of turn. For the first time, I begged.

“I can’t take anymore! I beg you, please!”

The pain stopped.

“I guess there is a limit to her pain tolerance,” Celine said. She sounded out of breath. “But she lasted longer than I thought she would.”

“Impressive.” Isabel laughed. “But maybe she’s not as submissive as she tries to come off. I heard to ‘Mistress’ in her pitiful begging.”

I felt my body being lowered.

“It’s more fun that way. No point in tormenting an obedient, broken cow.”

My feet touched the ground, and a wave of relief washed over me as the pressure on my breasts lessened, but I was given no time to rest or recover before they dragged me towards an ominous-looking metal chair in the middle of the room. ‘Chair’ might be too generous; it was merely a chair-like construction made of metal bars. My collar was fixed to the backrest, my arms locked to the armrests, and my ankles to the legs of the chair, forcing my legs open. Despite the rigid construction and exposed position, it felt oddly comfortable after my breast suspension, even though I could barely move any part of my body.

The leather bands were removed, but the relief was short-lived. My bruised, swollen breasts were soon trapped in a metal vice, squeezing them. A milking machine was added and turned on. I had long since learned to ignore the humiliation of being milked by a machine and come to appreciate the relief, but the vice caused the machine’s powerful vacuum to cause more pain than usual.

The two women stood in front of me in their naked glory, observing me with wry smiles and arms crossed.

“She looks uncomfortable,” Isabel said.

Celine shrugged. “I guess we are not being very good hosts.”

“Maybe she misses the ice sculpture from the party.”

They laughed when they saw my eyes widen in fear. I tried to shake my head, but the fixed collar made it difficult, and the attempt only spurred them on. Celine left the room for a few minutes and returned with a pair of metal rods. The dim, fluorescent light reflected in the shiny steel dildos at the end.

“Do you like what you see, cow?” she said.

I did not answer, but my blood rushed to my genitals at the sight. I wanted them inside me.

“I’m going to jam these inside your pussy and asshole.” There was a chilling calm to her voice. “Then I’m going to attach electric wires to them.”

I should have been terrified at the prospect, but the feel of the rigid restraints holding me was making my pussy wet, and I wanted to be penetrated. Even if it meant electric shocks as well.

I shivered as the cold steel was inserted into me and the rods attached to the frame beneath me, making it impossible for me to move. Celine pushed them in as deep as she could. They filled my holes, and every movement of my body, even just the slight vibration from the milking machine, made the dildos rub against the inside of my pussy and ass.

Did I enjoy it? Yes. The discomfort was intense, but I had rarely felt this vulnerable and horny.

The two women took turns controlling the power supply. One second, the odd buzzing sensation, when the amps were low, would send torrents of arousal through my body, the next moment I was screaming my lungs out as it felt like a thousand needles pierced my most sensitive regions from the inside. At the same time, the milking machine had sucked me dry, but they did not remove it, causing even further discomfort, aided by the shocks from my collar in a chaotic hurricane of pain and pleasure.

After a while, even the pain could not keep the lust from building inside me.

“She’s starting to like it,” Isabel said and smiled. I could barely hear her over my moaning and screaming. “Maybe she will return the favor.”

The blonde woman approached the chair and climbed it, resting one foot between my legs and placing the other leg over the backrest. Her pussy was right in front of my mouth.

“You know what to do, cow.” Her voice dripped with arousal and superiority. “Lick it. Lick it as if your life depended on it.” She looked down at me with a sadistic smile.

Somehow, licking Isabel Crow’s pussy felt more humiliating and unpleasant than being shocked by steel dildos while shackled to a chair in a dark dungeon. I disliked the woman, but it did not prevent me from opening my mouth and sticking out my tongue, but she teasingly pulled her crotch away, forcing me to push against my rigid collar, choking me.

“Come on. Deep down, you want it.”

She grabbed the back of my head and pushed her shaven, scented pussy into my face.

I could barely breathe as I furiously licked the hateful woman. I could not help but think of Maria, the only woman I had gone down on before this, but the thought of her stung harder than the shocks pummeling my body.

We joined together in a choir of moaning, Isabel Crow and I.

Part of me did not want to come at the hands of the cruel women. I wanted to retain control, ride the pleasure as long as I could.

Then Celine added a vibrator to my clit.

I could hear Isabel laugh and moan as I screamed into her pussy. The feeling was like nothing I had ever experienced. It was painful, raw, yet mindblowing and intense. My entire body shook like a tree in a storm as I climaxed. Tears sprung from my eyes, my arms and legs pulled at their merciless restraints; every sensation, every piece of metal holding my body, all helped push me over the top.

For a second, I was free. Weightless. Drowning in a sea of bliss without a care in the world, far from the bleak reality. My tongue still explored Isabel, but for a moment, her warm, sweating flesh was welcome, a touch of human contact.

But the shocks did not stop.

The dildos were not pulled out.

The milking machine kept whirring.

“She might be a screamer, but she does have stamina,” Celine said, panting.

“Number One knows her cows.”

I could not see Celine, but I could hear the smile in her voice as she answered. “He has trained her well. She’s still a slut, though.”

“No doubt.”

The casual conversation continued as Celine kept fucking me with a huge double-dildo strapon. I had been released from the metal chair after what felt like an eternity of shocks and pain, only to be strapped to a whipping bench; wide leather straps held my body and limbs, giving Celine and her diabolic device ample access to my tortured pussy and sore asshole, while my poor breasts hung from the sides, where they were flogged by Isabel. A large ring gag kept my mouth open, and a pool of saliva had already formed beneath me. Even though the flogging was unpleasant, the whole experience was almost relaxing after the first few hours of torture, despite Celine’s violent thrusts ramming both pussy and asshole at the same time.

It was humiliating.

It was degrading.

It was making me horny all over again.

I was aroused, confused, and exhausted. Was this their plan all along? The conflict between my mind’s defiant hatred and my body’s arousal was threatening to drive me insane. I hated these women, but at this moment, I did not want Celine to stop fucking me.

I could hear heavy, determined footsteps outside the room.

The door flew open. The silhouette of a broad man filled the doorway, striking a confident pose.

“Celine, where are my ruby cufflinks?” the man said. As he entered, the flickering light fell on Mr. Crow’s gruff-looking face.

Celine did not stop what she was doing. “They… they are probably on the nightstand in the third bedroom… the… the one facing the garden.” Her strapon had a large dildo on the inside; she was pleasuring herself with every thrust.

Mr. Crow sighed and scratched the back of his head. “I checked there. Do you think Bradley took them?”

“Maybe… he always… mmm… liked them. Call him and ask.”

“I wanted to wear them tonight.” Mr. Crow adjusted the pristine, black suit he was wearing. “Bradley isn’t home for a few weeks anyway, I’ll find other cufflinks.” He looked at me for the first time since he had entered the dungeon. “How is the cow?”

Celine increased the pace. I had never been fucked so thoroughly before; double penetration was a new, wild experience, and I barely registered the mundane conversation between the spouses.

“She’s a decent ride,” Celine said. “Why don’t you join in?”

Mr. Crow checked his watch. “I was considering a quick fuck with one from my private stash, but why not? Always a pleasure to spend time with my family.” He nodded at Isabel. “Whip her harder, dear.”

He unzipped his pants as the flogging intensified. A huge, girthy cock appeared from the darkness and approached my face.

“A ring gag? How considerate.” He grabbed my hair and pulled my head back before ramming his cock down my throat.

It was surreal. Celine pounded me from behind, Mr. Crow fucked my throat, while their daughter did her best to make her parents proud by flogging my already sore breasts.

I felt like a submissive cow to be used and discarded. It was an intense sensation, one that drove my lust to new heights.

Celine came first. I felt her nails dig into my sides, heard her loud, moaning scream. I felt disappointed as she pulled out, depriving me of my glorious finish. I felt Mr. Crow fucking me harder, causing me to gag on his giant cock.

He came soon after. Part of his seed flowed down my throat, the rest was deposited on my face.

“That was fun,” he said and wiped his forehead with a small piece of cloth before kissing his sweating, naked wife.

“It was.” Celine removed the strapon and threw it on the floor. “The cow has stamina.”

Isabel stopped flogging my breasts. “It’s almost a shame to put her back in the barn.”

Mr. Crow shrugged. “Bradley likes her.” He smiled. “But who knows when he’ll be back?”

“He might have forgotten about her by then.” Celine knelt in front of my cum-stained face and cocked her head. “Let us keep her down here. I have a lot of… ideas.”

My horny mind struggled to find out if this was a curse or a welcome change. The orgasm and the intense fucking blurred my judgment.

Mr. Crow nodded approvingly at his wife’s suggestion. “Isabel, my dear, why don’t you find the cow a nice cell?”
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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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