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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I smiled. “I’ll be fine.

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

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

Well, you wanted this. No turning back now.

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

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

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

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

Laughter. Cold, cynical laughter.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I loved it. Well, part of me did.

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

Now we’re talking.

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

They laughed.

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

“I don’t want them to find me.”

He licked my cheek and laughed. “Good.”

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

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

“What the hell is going on here?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Answer me!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ll take her from here,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The guard sighed. “Very funny.”

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

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

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

“Diana? You signed up too?”

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

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

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

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

These people do not mess around.

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘It’?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Increase? These things already cause me pain!

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

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

Then it started vibrating.

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

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

It… it’s not stopping!

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

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

I nodded furiously. “Yes… please…”

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

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

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

That’s what I’m counting on.

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

“This is happening, 246.”

I started crying. I did not know why.

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

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

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

A sharp, intense pain hit my neck.

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

Why would I want to escape?

“Now, I am a bit thirsty.”

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

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

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

I ate like an animal.

I felt like an animal.

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

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

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

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

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

“The machine will milk you until you are empty, then turn off. It will turn on again every hour or so.” I could not lift my head to look at her, but I could hear the smile in her voice. “I recommend trying to get some sleep in between the milkings.” She slapped my ass hard. “Welcome to your new life as a hucow, 1999-246.”
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In my dreams, I was back on my parent’s farm. The corn flowed like gentle, yellow waves in the breeze as I sat on the porch, drinking iced tea and eating my mom’s homemade chocolate chip cookies. The scent of fresh strawberries from the kitchen and motor oil from the old tractor smelled like childhood, and since I had just passed my exams, I had a whole summer of youthful frivolity ahead of me.

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

But I always woke up to the same chaos.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You look like shit, 246.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded. My breasts were swollen and strained.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Can you move, 246?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I… I don’t think so.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But…”

“Do it.”

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

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

“AAAAAARGH!”

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

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

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

Harder? No!

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

“I don’t care. Harder!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Party?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And I knew why.

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

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

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

I did not answer.

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

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

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

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

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

I obliged.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My collar was pulled back.

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

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

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

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

Then I felt the collar shock me.

I screamed

Then the full length of his cock rammed inside me.

He pulled out.

The collar shocked me again, this time more intense.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But I was alive.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What happens then?”

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

At least I’ll be out of reach of the captain.
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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?
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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.”
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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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Maria smiled at me. It was a smile brimming with love. Her arms were open and welcoming, promising me sanctuary and comfort. The gentle breeze caught her auburn hair as I ran towards her, but no matter how hard I tried, I could not get any closer. The smile on her face turned to disappointment, then horror.

I woke up. Darkness greeted me; if I had turned blind in my sleep, I would not have been able to tell. The only sound was the metallic, piercing noise from my chains as I moved around on the cold stone floor. I was alone. Lonely.

I pulled at the chain connecting my collar to the wall as I had done a hundred times as if the hundredth and one time would release me.

Even if it did, there is still a door made of thick steel bars keeping you here.

I found the bowl on the floor; there were still a few pieces of bread left. Necessity had taught me to ration the pitiful meals. Sometimes, the Crow family would visit me several times a day and leave plenty of food for me to recover from their increasingly challenging and painful sessions, but other times, they would leave me alone for days.

On the one hand, I did not mind it. The sessions were painful and humiliating, and I was still sore from the last beating at the hands of Isabel Crow. On the other hand, the intense loneliness in the dark dungeon was starting to get to me. After a while, any human contact was welcome, even being tormented by the Crows.

Isabel was the worst. Her visits only brought pain. But even though her parents still treated me like a worthless, expendable cow, they usually fucked me or found some other way to torture me using edging and pleasure.

I sighed and allowed my fingers to wander. Across my breasts, brimming with milk and aching to be sucked, down my torso towards my vagina. The steel shackles dug into my skin, the cold chains connecting them rested on my belly and made me shiver, but my fingers continued their journey. For a second, I felt grateful towards Isabel; after her furious flogging, she had merely collared me to the wall and left my shackles and ankle restraints connected by chains. It was a far more comfortable position to be left in than our previous session, where I had been left in a tight hogtie for more than a day.

I was free to explore my tired body, driven by the memories of Maria’s generous tongue and Celine’s collection of menacing strapons, as well as Mr. Crow’s powerful cock.

My mind replayed the last time Celine and Mr. Crow had visited me. Dragged me out of my cell to be their fucktoy, their entertainment. I recalled his warm breath on my neck as he chained my collar to the ceiling, ensuring that it choked me as he rammed his magnificent cock inside my pussy again and again while his wife Celine lounged in a chair in front of us, masturbating.

Three fingers snuck inside my pussy, already wet from my vivid imagination.

I had been a tool in their sexual escapades, for hours pulled from pleasure to pain. One moment, I was screaming and begging for their brutal canings to stop, the next begging for more as my holes were filled and my clit vibrated. Always bound, always collared, as I had been for months now without pause, but the restraints only added to my enjoyment, both when I was alone and during the prolonged sessions.

I had signed up for this. I wanted this. All of it, even when I screamed for mercy.

My chains rattled as my fingers explored my vagina, and my subdued moans echoed between the hard walls. I moved my body away from my collar’s anchor point until I felt the chain tighten, the feel of my wide steel collar pushing against my neck.

They had told me the collar would never come off.

At this moment, I hoped they were right.

They had shackled me to an X-shaped table. My legs and arms stretched, my body unable to move. Mr. Crow had fucked me hard, standing between my legs to pummel my exposed, vulnerable orifices, while Celine had lowered her vanilla-scented pussy onto my face.

The tiny cell became a cathedral of lust as my other hand started massaging my clit. It was dirty and awkward because of my heavy shackles, but I could not stop. It was a moment of divine beauty in my miserable existence. I cried out to the dark as the collar choked me and enhanced the torrents of lust flowing through my veins.

It was not the memory of Maria’s face that filled my mind as the filthy orgasm shook my body.

It was the memory of being fucked by my owners, flogged and caned till drool and tears mixed with milk from my bursting breasts on the floor.

Who have I become?

That final thought lingered for hours, haunting me in the dark. I had yearned to become a slave, to leave my identity behind, but I had never thought the effect of submitting would be this profound.

“My name is Alicia.” It was a test. First, I whispered it. But it sounded wrong.

I kept repeating the phrase until it became a scream of desperation. But no matter what, the words refused to ring true. The name belonged to someone else now, a person that no longer existed. The realization frightened me, chilled me to my core.

“Am I … 246?”

I knew there were still traces of Alicia in my mind, but the submissive, worthless hucow called 246 had slowly managed to gain a foothold. I wanted to be used and abused, to be fucked and tormented. At least it made me feel something other than loneliness.

I was a hucow slave.

I do not know how long I stayed in that dungeon. There was no natural light, no way to tell the time of day. I slept when I was tired, I ate when I was hungry. I relieved my strained breasts into a bucket in the corner when the discomfort got too great. I moaned, groaned, cried, and screamed when my master and mistresses had their way with me, only to be tossed back into the darkness. Not even Number One or any of the guards came down here.

My shoulders ached, and I tried to move to get into a better position, but my restraints prevented it. I was shackled to the metal chair I had been subjected to numerous times, only this time, they had placed it inside my cell. My collar was locked to the backrest, my arms shackled behind my back, and a large steel dildo kept my pussy in place. I was shivering from the cold shower Celine had graciously awarded me after commenting on my smell.

I had expected to sit like this for a while, maybe even a full day, when I heard footsteps outside my cell and saw the lights come on in the corridor.

“So, this is where they have hidden you while I have been gone,” a familiar voice sounded.

I could only make out the silhouette outside my cell; the light was dim, but still disorienting after hours in total darkness, but I felt a warm sensation in my chest when I realized that the voice belonged to Bradley Crow, the son.

He unlocked the cell door and entered. I became acutely aware of how messy I probably looked. I could smell his intoxicating cologne over the rancid smell of stale milk.

He sighed. “This is quite a predicament. I’m impressed that you have managed to stay sane this long.”

Am I, though?

I tried to nod, but the collar would not let me, and Bradley made no attempt to release me.

“Do you want to stay here?” he asked.

I was surprised that I had to consider the question for a few seconds. “No, Master.”

“Master?” The dim light reflected off his white teeth as they bared themselves in a warm smile. “Sounds like they managed to beat the rebel out of you.” His hands touched the brand on my shoulder marking me ‘unruly’, and my entire body quivered at his soft, warm touch. “I hope there’s a little left.”

His hand stroked my hair as he seemed to weigh his words.

“I … I have thought about you a lot,” he said.

The warm feeling in my chest grew.

“I want you for myself, 246.” He took a step back. “I can take you for my own without your consent, you know that, right?”

“Yes, Master.”

He nodded. “You will be fitted with a chastity belt, just like my father does with his cows, but only I will have the key. Do you want that, 246?”

“I would love that, Master. If you will have me.”

My mind struggled to comprehend what was happening as Bradley escorted me out of the dungeon beneath the Crow estate. I was still shackled and collared, but I felt liberated for the first time in months. I caught a glimpse of myself in one of the large, gold-framed mirrors in the foyer of the mansion; I did not recognize the frail woman staring back at me. She was pale and had lost weight, even if the breasts were still massive compared to the slender frame.

Number One was waiting outside. She usually wore tight, short dresses, but on this day, she was surprisingly casual in a pair of denim shorts and a tank top. She still managed to look impossibly elegant and intimidating, though.

Bradley handed her the chain locked to my collar and smiled.

“Thanks for doing this, Number One. I know it’s one of your rare days off. Get her a chastity belt and make sure there are no other keys but the one you give to me,” he ordered. “And clean her up.”

“Yes, Master Bradley.” Number One bit her lip. “You still want her to … get to know you?”

“Of course.” He smiled at me. “I’ll be seeing you soon, 246.”

Number One did not take her eyes off Bradley as he left us and returned to the manor. The rays of the midday sun warmed my body as we stood in silence for a bit.

After a while, she turned towards me. “Welcome back, 246.”

“Thank you?” I said, raising an eyebrow.

“I assume you have been spending a little time in the Crows’ personal playground?” She started dragging me towards one of the barns.

“You know of it?”

She scoffed. “Of course. It was built for me. But I don’t go there anymore.” She briefly touched the worn steel collar around her neck. “Do you feel special, 246?”

“Excuse me?”

“Singled out? Chosen by the young Crow himself?”

I did. “I don’t know. Maybe.” I looked over my shoulder at the manor. “It’s probably better than being tortured by Isabel.”

Number One stopped. “Maybe it is.” She paused and looked into the distance, towards a few smaller buildings at the other end of the huge estate. “I guess you’ll find out.”

Number One allowed me to wash up under a cold shower, but it felt good to wash the grime, dirt, milk, and sperm out of my hair, even if showering with shackled hands was cumbersome. She then escorted me into a large room; this seemed to be where they kept the restraints used on the imprisoned women. Rows of chains, shackles, and collars were meticulously lined up on the walls, along with canes, riding crops, whips, and any other instrument of torture one could think of.

“Bradley asked me to prepare this the moment he came home,” Number One said and picked up a chastity belt from a nearby table. “You have lost a bit of weight since you were measured, but it should still fit you well.”

I stared at the metal device with a mix of fear and anticipation. It would likely make the other Crows lose interest in me and mark me as Bradley’s property, but also prevent me from gratifying myself. It was elegant, made from shiny, stainless steel with a hole for the anus – with small spikes to discourage any adventurous people from trying to go against Bradley’s will. It looked like the belts I had seen on 195 and other hucows belted by Mr. Crow, but unlike theirs, this belt had rubber-coated edges to keep it from chafing.

“Impressive, I know,” Number One said at the sight of my wide eyes. “But it comes with a small accessory to get you and Bradley better … acquainted.”

She presented a large rubber dildo and clicked it in place on the part of the chastity belt meant to go between my legs.

She has got to be kidding!

Number One smiled. “I think you understand. It’s made from a cast of Bradley’s erect cock – just so you know what to expect. And be glad that I’m not putting another one in your ass.”

She locked the belt part around my waist. It was a nice fit, despite my weight loss. The dildo was lubed and slowly inserted into my pussy as Number One locked the final part of the belt in place, making it impossible for me, or anyone else but Bradley, to remove the large rubber cock. It was massive, stretching my pussy more than his father had managed to, and I could not help but blush in anticipation of what I had in store, even though I could barely move without feeling it rubbing against the inside of my pussy.

To my surprise, Number One pulled out a phone from the back pocket of her shorts and dialed a number. “Sir? Yes, it’s in. Go ahead and test it.”

“You have a phone?” I stared at her in surprise.

She put the phone to her chest to mute the microphone. ”It only works to call the Crows and guard captains – it’s not a way out of here,” she said and checked her watch.

“What did you mean ‘go ahead and – AAAAAAAH”

My question was interrupted when the massive dildo started vibrating. It was only for a few seconds, but the sensation was intense and caught me completely by surprise.

Number One laughed. It was a hearty, warm chuckle, a contrast to her usual cold demeanor. She put the phone back up to her ear. “Master Bradley? It works perfectly. Enjoy.” She hung up and smiled at me. “Let us get you back in the barn. You might belong to Bradley now, but you are still a cow.”

I was still recovering from the surprise pussy attack that had sparked a flood of lust and could only nod. I did not mind returning to the barn; being milked and fed regularly, as well as being able to exercise, felt like a welcome change of pace from the dark dungeon.

Walking across the courtyard was an interesting experience. For once, my attention was not drawn to the heavy manacles weighing down my ankles. Every step now caused me a distracting amount of pleasure as the gigantic dildo moved inside me. Two guards stopped to look at me as I walked cross-eyed and moaning past them.

It was a brilliant move by Bradley. Every movement would remind me of him, and he was the only one that could grant me release from the pent-up lust and desire that would inevitably start driving me insane.

As Number One and I neared the gate to the main barn, my eyes were drawn to a cage hanging a few meters above the ground, just outside the entrance. It was a smaller cage than the one I had spent a few days in upon my arrival, but it seemed the unfortunate woman inside could at least lie down in a fetal position and sleep. I did not recognize the cage’s inhabitant at first; she was curled up, her face hidden. She wore the same shackles and collar as the rest of us, and something about her seemed familiar.

Number One stopped in front of the cage. “That is 225. After she turned you in, she was placed here for speaking out of turn.” She looked at me. “Do you find the punishment severe?”

I nodded and felt my mouth go dry. My time in the dungeons suddenly seemed like a mild punishment.

“She was only supposed to be here for a few days,” Number One continued, “but when they lowered the cage, it landed on Isabel Crow’s foot. She demanded that 225 is to be left here until she says otherwise.” She sighed. “In the end, we’re all at the mercy of the family’s whims.”

My collar was locked to the pole I had been torn from weeks earlier. Or had it been longer? I had no idea. 229 greeted me with a warm smile and nodded at the chastity belt with a raised eyebrow.

I looked out over the countless shackled hucows as I pondered my situation. I hoped to endear herself to Bradley. He seemed different from the rest of the family, and even though he had just had me fitted with a chastity belt and pussy-filling accessory, I clung to the hope that I could find a more comfortable life in his care. I did not want to stop being a slave, not at the moment, but being close to Bradley might give me a choice further down the road, should I wish to quit.

But at this moment, I had to learn to live with my new rubber friend inside me. Sitting was quickly ruled out as an option. I could feel the eyes of all the surrounding hucows on me as I writhed on the floor, trying to find a position that would not turn me on. I did not find any but after a thorough milking and feeding, I managed to fall asleep on the concrete floor.

My status as a chosen cow brought with it a new daily routine. Like the other belted hucows, I was picked up every day and put to work in the gardens and fields around the estate. It was a welcome change of pace, and I relished the opportunity to work in the fresh air and get some exercise, even if the restraints, and the Bradley-shaped cock, made it rough. I got to see more of what had become my home; the gardens were vast and beautiful, and my favorite job was being left to tend the huge flowerbeds. The guards were not afraid to leave us alone; they told us our collar was set to shock us unconscious if we tried to leave the premises, and none of us ever dared to find out if they were telling the truth.

I was never truly alone, though. Once in a while, the cock inside me would buzz to life, forcing me to pause my chores to embrace the torrents of lust building up inside me. Sometimes, it was just a short tease, a trickle, but more than once, I had collapsed in the middle of a flowerbed while moaning loudly. I suspected that Bradley watched me from the windows of the estate since my involuntary sessions always seemed to stop just short of me orgasming.

Some days, I was chained in front of an old plow with another girl and forced to plow the field next to the estate as if we were simply livestock. Which I suppose we were. It was not an efficient way to work the land, despite the guard’s persistent whiplashes, but I suspected it was a way to remind the belted cows of their place. It was hard, humiliating, painful labor, but I still preferred it to the dungeon.

Finally. My entire body was buzzing with excitement and a tinge of anxiety, but mostly from days of edging and teasing by the vibrating cock inside me. It even woke me, and the surrounding hucows, in the middle of the night at times. But now, I was to be rewarded.

It was odd how my months at the estate had changed my perception of a reward. The guard had shackled me spreadeagle to a king-size bed, connecting my collar to the headboard; I was exposed and vulnerable, but the soft mattress felt like heaven after countless nights on hard floors. I had not slept in a proper bed since I had signed up to become a slave, and though I did not expect to get to spend the night in this bed, I appreciated the comfort.

I could hear movement on the other side of the wide mahogany door. I was certain it was him. He was making me wait. I spent the time looking around; the cabinets were all handmade, the curtains were woven from the finest silk, and everything matched the opulent luxury present in all corners of the mansion. The only thing out of place was me. My gaze fell on the wide steel shackles around my wrist. They had not come off since my arrival at the estate, just like the collar currently pressing lightly on my throat, and I could no longer imagine life without them. I did not even notice their weight anymore. The shiny steel had picked up a few scratches along the way, but the seamless, oval-shaped metal was nigh unbreakable.

The cock started vibrating. It was a gentle, teasing sensation. I closed my eyes and drew every droplet of pleasure from it. I felt my body getting warmer, and I loved every second; I was helpless to resist it, and I wanted it no other way.

The vibration increased, as did my moaning. I knew he was listening, but I did not need to fake the sounds escaping from my horny body.

He kept increasing the power, and with it, the flow of pure, mindblowing lust threatened to eject the last bit of independent thought from my mind and turn me into a horny, willing slave, begging for orgasmic release.

It kept going. I pulled at my restraints, only to feel the steel dig into my flesh, to constantly remind myself that I was but a worthless slave. It was enticing, arousing. I bit my lip and arched my back as I edged ever closer.

Then it stopped.

The doors opened, and Bradley strode into the room with a huge smile on his face. He was naked, clutching the massive cock that had haunted my dreams for days now. It was fully erect, fueled by my moans and the power he had over me. His body was a sculpted wonder, perfectly tanned and meticulously groomed. Any woman would have found him attractive, but in my current state, he looked like a god.

“Are you enjoying yourself, 246?”

“Yes, Master.” I writhed on the bed, both to entice my owner and to wring every last bit of pleasure from the cock still inside me.

He stood at the end of the bed, still stroking his cock. What a sight it was. I wanted it inside me, even if it felt like it had been there for days.

“I am going to fuck you, 246,” he said. “Would you like that?”

It sounded like music to my ears. “Yes, Master. There’s nothing I want more.”

“Say it.” He climbed onto the bed. I could feel the heat from his body. His cock touched the inside of my thigh as he leaned down and started sucking milk from my breast.

It felt different. Welcome. Intimate. My milk was his. I almost forgot to obey his command. “I … I want your cock, Master. I want it badly. Please fuck me.” I did not need to pretend anymore.

I was his slave.

It was my entire purpose.

His full, steaming lips felt amazing on my breast, and while the milk flowed, he teasingly licked my nipple with his tongue. I could feel his smile against my sensitive skin as my moans grew louder. It fueled the roaring fire inside, even though the vibrations had stopped.

A small piece of metal touched the inside of my thigh. At first, it distracted me, until I realized what it was.

The key to my chastity belt.

I had to bite my lip to keep myself from begging him. After what felt like days of foreplay and edging, I wanted him inside me. I would do anything, and my mind could think of nothing else as he playfully moved the key up my inner thigh. Excruciatingly slow.

The click of the lock opening was like a full orchestra reaching a powerful crescendo in my ears. He continued to drink from me as he carefully opened the gate to my chambers, removing the dripping wet dildo from my pussy. I suddenly felt empty, as if an important piece of me had been taken from me, but I knew he would fill the void soon enough.

He removed his mouth from my breast and knelt between my legs, stretching his strong back, looking down at me with a satisfied smile. He emanated power as he prepared his cock for the main course.

“You look amazing, 246,” he said. “I will grant you what you wish; after all, I am a generous master.”

The seconds felt like hours as he leaned in and traced the outside of my vagina with the tip of his cock. My entire body sought it, wrestled against the restraints to inch closer, but he kept pulling back with a grin on his face. He had the power, the control, and he wanted me to know it. Every touch, every teasing graze was driving me insane, and nothing in the world mattered but this. I wanted to be fucked like a worthless slave. His slave.

He peeked inside, then pulled back out. He continued to tease me as he entered me at a snail’s pace, letting me soak in every nanometer of penetration. The world vanished around us; all I could focus on was every crumb of arousal I could wring from his cock. This was a masterclass of self-control on his part – I had lost every last bit of it and was a desperate mess. I pleaded with my eyes, but he just smiled at me.

With every slight movement, he delved deeper inside me before pulling out, until he finally completed the journey. A primal, guttural moan flew out of me as he filled me. It was as if I was finally made whole. I did not care that I was shackled, his slave to command; it was all worth it to have this magnificent cock inside me.

I had been edging for so long that I was already standing on the mountain peak, staring into the bliss of orgasmic release, and he could tell. As he started his rhythmic, mind-blowing thrusts, he leaned down and whispered in my ear: “You are not allowed to come until I say so. Do you understand?”

His warm breath on my ear only made me more aroused, but I nodded feverishly. I did not want to disappoint him, but it was hard. I was so close. My body tensed up, the chains clattered loudly as I fought with every cell in my body to keep the hurricane at bay.

Mercifully, he spoke the magic words a few minutes later. “You may come, slave.”

Less than a second later, the mansion shook from my roar of divine release. It felt like my body was made of light, like every part of it sung in unison in an angelic choir. He was still inside me as I pulled against the collar, feeling the slight asphyxiation push my orgasm even further. It was amazing. It was brutal, intense, intimate.

And he continued to fuck me.

He slowed the pace to allow me to catch my breath, to ease the discomfort after the ravenous climax, but though I had jumped off the peak, I never reached the ground before I started my climb again.

Bradley’s stamina was impressive. Another orgasm, almost as wild as the first, followed a while later, shortly before Bradley pulled out and came on my belly. It was a dirty, fitting, glorious end to the most incredible sex I had ever had. I was spent, exhausted, but my silly grin refused to leave my lips. I felt truly happy for the first time in months. If this was the reward for being Bradley’s chosen, I could easily manage the hard labor and pitiful conditions in the barn.

He sucked my tit a final time before untying me from the bed. He immediately shackled my hands together again, but I did not mind, and I was still smiling when he handed me over to the guard and I was taken back to my pole in the barn, with the rubber dildo once again firmly locked inside me.

The experience was the first of many. My life became a surreal existence of stark contrasts; on one side, the harsh treatment and hard work as a hucow slave, on the other the constant sexual buildup from the vibrating dildo inside me, culminating in regular, fantastic sex with Bradley. Sometimes, it was quick and dirty. He would pull me away from my chores and bend me over a bench in the garden, other times it was intimate and slow. I loved it all. Though he was my master, he was never cruel, and not once did he flog or cane me. I started to feel an odd enjoyment in having my tits sucked by him, by having my milk nourish him; it made me feel appreciated.

***

Bradley’s warm, strong hands explored my inner thigh and pussy with the tenacity and inventiveness of a seasoned adventurer. My hands were still shackled to the headboard of the bed, even though the intercourse had reached its mind-blowing finale more than half an hour ago. His naked body lied next to mine, still steaming, and I closed my eyes and soaked up every sensation, knowing that I would soon be back in the barn.

“You know …” he said. He rarely talked much. “My father won’t live forever. I will have to take over this place.”

I looked at him; my heart started beating faster.

He smiled. “I’m going to change this place, I think. I’m not sure how. But that could still be many years from now.” Two fingers slid inside me, and I moaned in response. “I enjoy these sessions of ours, 246.”

I nodded. I did not yet dare to speak without being asked a direct question.

“I’m considering having you moved into my private quarters permanently. I have a place near here.”

My eyes widened. I would still be a slave, but free from the barn? The guards? The glare of the rest of the Crow family?

I hesitated. Would I want to? I pushed the thought aside.

He noticed my rapid breathing. “You’re not ready yet, 246. But maybe soon.” He removed his hand from my crotch and released my restraints from the headboard before slowly and meticulously inserting the large dildo and locking my belt.

He was about to get out of bed when I pushed him back down. I wanted to show my gratitude, even without words. He looked surprised at first as the shackled slavegirl took control, but a playful smile soon appeared on his face as he got comfortable.

I knelt between his legs and grabbed his cock. It was not easy to please him with my hands locked together like this, but I was determined. I closed my mouth around the shaft and did not take it off until I felt his warm seed in my mouth.

I had a purpose now, a goal. I fucked him harder. Longer. I sucked his cock whenever I got the chance. He started seeking me out more often, and my days soon turned into regular bouts of passionate, unhinged sex. I wanted to make him dependent on me, to make him feel that there could be no substitute, despite the hundred other shackled women at his disposal. I wanted to be his prize, his obsession. His addiction.

And it was working.

I knew something was different when the guard came to get me; instead of taking me to one of the bedrooms in the mansion, I was put in a large cage in the back of one of the estate’s pickup trucks. The dildo inside me, which had become a treasured friend, shook from the rough dirt roads as I sat on the floor, but I could not help but smile as we approached a two-story building on the outskirts of the island’s vast forest. It was a beautiful house, built in the same style as the main mansion, with a small barn next to it. Graceful horses grassed nearby, and no hucow slaves could be seen.

Bradley was waiting outside. For me. I had been naked for months now and never thought much about it, but as I looked at him in his tailored, white suit, I felt like I should have been arriving in a silk dress, not hobbled by chains and cumbersome restraints.

He did not grab the chain connected to my collar. He took my hand.

“Come with me, Alicia,” he said with a smile.

Never had my real name sounded more sonorous or beautiful, even if it sounded odd. I was not sure it was fitting. I felt awkward as he led me inside; the heavy chain connecting my ankle manacles echoed in the pristine hallway and made me cringe.

“This is my place,” he said. “Today, we will see if you are ready to move here.”

My chest exploded in a mix of anxiety and joy. There was nothing I wanted more.

He turned towards me and held both my hands. “Make no mistake, Alicia – you are my slave to command.”

I nodded.

We entered a huge bathroom with gilded fixtures and a large bathtub. It was already filled, and the scented bathwater was like a siren song, beckoning me.

Bradley locked the chain from my collar to a ring in the wall next to the bath before unlocking the chains connecting my ankles and wrists and removing the chastity belt and dildo. For the first time since my arrival, my hands were not bound. The shackles remained on my wrists like bold jewelry.

“Bathe. Wash yourself of the grime and torment. When you are clean, I want you to submit fully to me. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master.” I was beaming with joy and pride, not stopping to consider what the submission entailed.

The bath cleansed my soul and my body alike. Months of agony seemed to wash away, and I had to resist the urge to touch myself, now that my belt had been removed. My pleasure was his to give, after all.

I dried my hair and my body, all the while staring at the figure greeting me in the mirror. She looked healthier now, having been fed regularly since the ordeal in the dungeon, and the hint of a spark had returned to the blue eyes. My hands sought the heavy collar around my neck; I had hated it for so long, but now it was a symbol of my devotion to Bradley, a symbol I wore with pride.

I walked through the house, not knowing where to go. It felt odd to walk unfettered as if my body was lighter than ever, and I could not help but half dance, half run through the classy surroundings.

Then I felt strong arms grab me from behind. I immediately recognized Bradley’s cologne, and the initial panic quickly settled.

“You smell wonderful,” he whispered before carefully blindfolding me. “Don’t be afraid.”

I was not. How could I be in his company?

He guided me through the house; I saw nothing but darkness, but his gentle touch felt more powerful than ever.

He told me to stay, and I soon heard the rattle of chains. “Alicia, do you want to be bound by me?” The words were solemn; it felt like an actual question, not just a formality.

There was no doubt in my mind. “Yes, Master. I want you to bind me.” I stretched my arms out in front of me, wrists together, to show my submission.

My wrists were locked to the chain, and I soon felt my arms being lifted above me. I had experienced it many times before, at the hand of the Crows or Number One, but this was different. He did not stretch me till my toes barely touched the ground; this was sensual and caring.

“Do you want to give your milk to me, and only me?” he asked.

I felt a shiver down my spine. “Yes, Master. I want to nourish you.”

His lips closed around my breast, as they had done many times before at this point, but there was more gravity to it this time. It was as if we were conducting a ceremony. My milk flowed into him, as did my gratefulness and submission. As he drank, his hands explored my body; my breasts, my stomach, my butt, all of it. As he progressed, his touch became firmer as he started grabbing my tits and ass, feeding my arousal, shallowing my breath.

Every touch felt like a wrecking ball, a torrent of lust in the darkness.

He let go of my breast with his mouth. I moaned as his finger circled my nipple, carefully avoiding a direct touch.

“You are impatient, Alicia,” he whispered, bringing his lips close to my ear. “I want to cane you. To see how far your devotion goes.”

“Yes, Master.” I was no fan of pain, but somehow, it seemed right. “Please.”

He left me; I could hear him rummaging in the room, then nothing.

Seconds felt like hours.

Is he just watching me? The thought enticed me.

Then the first strike from the cane hit my ass. It was a sharp, intense pain, and the surprise made me cry out. It was not followed by another hit. Instead, a strong, gentle hand caressed the point of impact.

Sharp pain again, this time on the other buttock, followed by his caring touch. This was not the punishment I had endured countless times by now. This was sensual, erotic. This was incredible.

Every strike inched closer to my genitals, adding to my arousal. Bradley was not hitting me with his full strength; the pain was intense but pleasurable, and I found myself enjoying every hit.

A hit graced my labia. My screaming turned into whimpering moans as his fingers neared the outside of my vagina.

I wanted him to hit it, just to feel his touch afterward.

Nothing happened.

I opened and closed my wrists in frustration, tried to move, but it only served to increase the arousal that was already reaching critical levels. The anticipation of his cock, of his touch, was enough to send my mind into a horny frenzy.

I could hear his breathing right in front of me. I resisted the temptation to step forward, to get closer, knowing that he would punish me with more teasing if I tried.

Then came the kiss. It was firm and passionate, though hindered by my restraints. His warm tongue entered my mouth; I could not have resisted if I wanted to, but I welcomed him, greeted him with enthusiasm. He wanted me as much as I wanted him.

I whimpered as he teasingly licked my lower lip before pulling back and walking away, but my frustration was soon forgotten as I heard the sound of pants dropping to the floor behind me.

Please. The chain holding my shackles was lowered.

“Bend over, Alicia.”

I did so without hesitation. Silky smooth, delicate skin touched my vagina, teasing it, disappearing only to reappear seconds later, as was his custom.

“Do you want my cock?” he asked. I could hear the smile in his voice; he enjoyed my visibly aroused body writhing, searching for his penis.

“Yes, Master! Please!”

There was no menace, no violence as he entered me. He allowed every nerve ending in my vagina to feel him as he filled me.

I had not expected pain and torture in Bradley’s company, but this was a different kind of anguish, even more so than the first time he had entered me; no whipping could have tormented me as his meticulous, slow penetration did. I convulsed and spasmed, walking the edge forever, unable to find release.

After what seemed like an eternity of slow, maddening fucking, he pulled out. I screamed in frustration, pulled at the chains that were once again pulled up to make me stand straight with my hands above my head.

Indecipherable vowels escaped me as he started using his tongue to explore my upper body. My body shook, rattling the chains whenever he found a ticklish spot, and my breathing deepened as he took my nipple into his mouth while his hands grabbed my butt. More milk flowed from me to him.

He started moving downwards, kissing my stomach.

Holy sh…

His wide, wet tongue took a long, deep lick across my sensitive clitoris. My entire body was ready to explode, but I knew that I was only allowed to climax on his order. Every muscle tensed up as the licks increased in speed.

“Are you holding back, Alicia?”

“Y… Yes, Master!” I mumbled, biting the inside of my arm to keep from screaming.

“Would you rather … I fuck you?”

Yes, yes, thousand times YES!

“If … if it pleases you, Master.”

The blindfold was removed. He stood in front of me and smiled, calm and composed, a contrast to my trembling mess of a body. His large cock was still erect and ready, glistening in the dim light. His strong hands grabbed my legs and lifted them.

I grabbed hold of the chain as my weight shifted.

He entered me, faster this time. My pussy was ready and wet, my body already edging badly. His thrusts quickly picked up speed, and I felt like I could pass out from pure, undiluted ecstasy. The gentle touches and teasing play were all gone, replaced by a bestial display of power and raw energy.

“You have my permission.”

I came in a violent scream as the world blurred before my eyes. A tidal wave of joy and pleasure washed over me. He stayed deep inside me, allowed me to milk every drop of orgasm from his cock as his pelvis massaged my clitoris. He came shortly after as our bodies joined in a glorious celebration of sex and chemistry.

I was crying; my mind was overloaded, my body ready to burst. He wiped a tear from my cheek and smiled.

“Do you submit fully to me, Alicia? With your mind and body?”

I was still trying to catch my breath. “Yes, Master. I do.”

“Do you love me, Alicia?”

The warm, fluttering feeling in my chest and stomach could not be explained any other way. “Yes, Master. I love you with all my heart.”

He smiled. It was welcoming and pleasant, but there was a glimmer in his eyes that I did not recognize. “Then you are ready. Ready to be fully mine.”

My legs were still shaky as he led me through the house. I did not question why he led me by my collar chain this time, my mind was still swimming in endorphins. This was the beginning of something good – I would no longer have to live in the barn, and in time, I was starting to hope that I could become more than Bradley’s slave, favored or not.

We walked through the kitchen, towards an unseemly door in the back.

As he opened it, my entire world shattered like glass.

Once again, I found myself in a barn, although smaller. But this was different.

This was far worse.

Several women, twenty or so, were shackled in a long line. They all knelt over a narrow bench, their feet firmly shackled to the floor, their bodies bent forward – the collar was connected by a short chain to the ground, while their arms were pulled up behind their back by a ceiling chain. They could not move, and the position looked uncomfortable. Muffled cries and moans could be heard from beneath their leather hoods, tightly tied around their face and head.

The noise was deafening; milking machines were connected to all of them, reminding me of the conditions on the voyage over, but on top of that, they were all continuously fucked by a machine behind them, pummeling their poor vaginas without pause.

“What is going on?” I asked.

Bradley slapped me. “Shut up, cow. Remember, you devoted yourself fully to me.”

His face had changed, becoming a twisted, sadistic mirror of the rest of his family. I was speechless and barely resisted as he locked me to an empty bench. Within a minute, I was left in the same strenuous position as the others, with a huge gag firmly lodged in my mouth.

My mind struggled to comprehend what had happened. How could I have been so naïve, so wrong? Tears streamed down my face as I stared in disbelief at Bradley while he attached the milking machine to my breasts.

“All of these cows are as devoted to me as you are, Alicia. It makes your milk more special to me.”

He was loving this. It had all been a part of a sick game; singling me out, building me up, giving me hope, only to see me broken and ruined, betrayed. I screamed into my gag as the huge cock attached to the machine behind me started its forceful, unpleasant fucking. Were they ever turned off? How long had the others been here?

I did not know. I did not want to know.

“Welcome to the fold,” Bradley said, kneeling in front of me with a grin. He pulled the leather hood over my head and tightened it, leaving only two small holes in front of my nostrils for breathing. “There are no happy endings at the Crow estate, Alicia.”

Then he left.

THE END
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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.

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?

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.

The Eternal Hucow Slave

Astrid is taken by Vikings and cursed to become an immortal hucow slave. Throughout the centuries, she is again and again forced into slavery - but she does not mind.
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Thank you for reading. If you are interested in reading even more steamy BDSM stories, but without the hucow 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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