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Istare at the painting behind the doctor’s desk as the sounds of the city flow through the half-open window along with a pleasant breeze. The painting depicts cows eating in an idyllic meadow under the summer sun, and I cannot help but chuckle at the irony.

“What is funny?” Dr. Riordan appears from between my legs and pushes her dark-rimmed glasses further up onto the bridge of her nose.

I shrug. “Nothing, Doctor. Sorry.” I let out a long sigh as I feel her soft, latex-covered fingers prodding inside my pussy once again. “What is wrong with me?”

“Well, that’s a good question,” Dr. Riordan stands up and takes off her latex gloves before leaning in to study my breasts. “When did you say they started growing?” She prods at my breasts, and I wince in pain. A few drops of milk trickle down the strained skin, and I struggle to stay calm.

This is so humiliating, I think and resist the urge to push the doctor away and cover my breasts again.

“A few months ago,” I say and groan as she grabs one breast and squeezes out a few more drops of milk. “Shortly after my 18th birthday. I’ve taken several tests, but I ...”

“No, you’re not pregnant, Michelle.”

You’d have to have had sex for that to happen. “I know. But ... they hurt, Doctor. All the time. I try to milk myself, but it’s hard, and it is starting to hurt my studies.”

The doctor stands back and scratches her chin, her eyes still fixed on my breasts. I cross my arms instinctively, hoping to cover myself up, but it is a useless endeavor, given that my boobs are about three times the normal size. They are massive and constantly full of milk, making my nipples leak all day long. But I at least get to pull my jeans back up.

“You mentioned increased sexual appetite as well?” Dr. Riordan scribbles a few things down on her notepad.

“That’s one way to put it,” I groan and pull my T-shirt down the moment she turns her back on me. I have not had time to buy a bra that fits yet, my breasts have been growing too fast. “I’d call it being fucking horny all the time. Are the two things connected?”

She fiddles with her long, black ponytail for a bit before nodding. “Yes, I believe it is. It’s ... a rare condition.”

“It has a name?” I am not sure if I should feel relieved or worried.

“Yes. Rimosa bovis.”

I chuckle. “I’m good at Latin. They seriously call this ‘leaky cow’?”

Dr. Riordan shrugs. “Doctors can be mean sometimes, but yes. Your breasts probably won’t grow any further, but the sexual appetite ...” She takes off her glasses and shakes her head in the kind of way that only doctors can. “It’s only going to get worse.”

“Worse?” It feels like I just swallowed a lump of concrete. “But ... I’m already struggling to not jump any guy I meet!”

“I know.” Dr. Riordan places a hand on my shoulder. “That’s what makes the next part harder to say. Michelle ... I’m going to have to commit you. Immediately. To the Greenview Asylum.”

“Commit me?” I jump up from the gurney and step back. “You can’t be serious!”

“It’s not voluntary, I’m afraid ... your urges are going to increase, make you downright dangerous to your surroundings. This is for your own sake.” She picks up her phone and presses a button. “Yes, it’s me. I have a patient for Greenview.” She puts the phone down and smiles at me.

I shake my head in disbelief and try to understand what the doctor is saying. “But I ... can’t. I ... have plans.” Part of me knows that she is right. The sexual urges are already debilitating, but an asylum?

“The doctors there are highly competent.” Her voice is soft and soothing. “They’ve had success in treating the condition with some ... unorthodox physical therapy. It will take a while before you can be let out, but there are no drugs involved.”

I hug myself as the tears begin to roll. “Are you sure it’ll help me?”

The doctor nods. “I’m certain of it. Just commit to the therapy, no matter what it is, and you’ll be fine.”

“But I ...”

The door opens. Two large, burly men enter, both of them staring at me with cold, emotionless faces.

Dr. Riordan sits down in her chair and nods towards me. “Please, take her to Greenview. I doubt she’ll offer up much resistance.” She smiles at me, but there is something in her smile that causes me to shiver. “Don’t worry, I’ll make sure to explain it all to your parents.”

This can’t be happening. The two men approach me, one of them holding out a straitjacket.

“Don’t make this difficult,” one of the men says without a hint of empathy. I back away from them, but the wall stops me.

“Please ...” I whimper, but I do not fight them as they force my arms inside the long sleeves. They tighten the straps, pulling my arms together under my massive breasts. If anything, it makes them seem even bigger, and I notice that wet stains are already forming on the white fabric of the straitjacket as they tighten it further. “This is humiliating.” I look toward the doctor, but she says nothing.

They finish my pulling a strap between my legs, and I cannot help but moan as it tightens against my jeans. Wait ... is this turning me on? I try to struggle for a bit against the straitjacket, and apart from realizing that I am completely trapped, I discover that it causes a pleasant surge of lust to surge through my body.

“What do you think, Doc?” one of the men says with a menacing smile. “She looks like a fighter. We might need more restraints.”

Wait, what? “No, I’m not! I’m compliant! Dr. Riordan, please tell them!” I look to see the doctor nodding to the man with a smile that matches his, and I no longer recognize the kind, warm-hearted doctor I have gone to for years.

“I agree,” she says and checks her watch. “I’m going to lunch, good luck with her.”

I stare at the doctor as she leaves. One of the men leaves for a moment and returns with a pair of leg cuffs and a collar. A collar! It is made from thick, padded leather, and I try to pull away when he approaches me, but it is no use. The moment the soft leather snaps into place, a shiver runs down my spine and I feel the dampness between my legs increase. I hate that it is turning me on like this.

The leg cuffs come on just as quickly, and I begin to cry. I have never felt this humiliated and dehumanized before in my life, and I sob as the two men attach a chain to the collar and pull me out of the doctor’s office. I have to endure the condemning looks from the people in the waiting room as the two men lead me to the van waiting outside.

What the hell is going to happen to me?

***

The van smells like cigarettes, and the seats are made of cheap leather. My arms and shoulders are aching, but the discomfort is easily ignored in favor of the heat in my loins. My mind struggles to comprehend what is happening to me; an hour ago, I expected my doctor to tell me what could be done about my condition, and now I am restrained and on my way to an asylum. But apart from my horrible predicament, my mind is also trying to solve the puzzle of my current level of arousal. Yes, the condition means that I am constantly wet, constantly horny, but it does not explain why the straitjacket, leg cuffs, and collar are making me hornier.

I hope those doctors can help, I think to myself and sigh as Greenview Asylum comes into view, placed scenically next to a large lake and an old forest. The grounds are vast and well-maintained, and there are several large, imposing buildings on it. They are old, and the wrought iron sign we drive past is almost hidden by vines and moss. There is no telling how many patients they have in this place, and I find myself wondering if any of the patients are suffering from the same condition as me. How the hell are they going to cure me? I have no clue what kind of treatments they will put me through, and I cannot help but shudder at the thought.

The van comes to a stop outside a large building, and one of the men steps out. I watch as he walks over to a small door and presses a buzzer. He talks to someone on the other end, but I cannot hear what they are saying. A few moments later, a handsome, gray-haired man appears from the building, wearing a long, white coat. I realize that this must be one of the doctors I have heard about, and his calm, confident demeanor immediately makes me feel more at ease.

He opens the door and gives me a warm smile before helping me out. “Hello, Michelle. Welcome to Greenview. I’m Dr. Marcellus.” He takes hold of the chain to my collar and gestures for the two men who brought me to leave. “I’m sorry about all ... this, but it is for your own safety. And ours.”

“I’m not a danger to anyone,” I say. The doctor begins to walk, and I struggle to keep up due to the leg cuffs. “I’m harmless.”

”You may think so, but the consequences of your condition are not to be taken lightly.”

My cheeks redden. “Dr. Riordan said that it would get worse. How?”

“You’ll find out, and you will learn to deal with it.” He leads me into the building and through a set of doors that open only when he presses his card against a scanner. “We have a 90% success rate here at the asylum, so you will probably be one of the lucky ones who gets to leave within a year or two.” He looks down at my massive chest. “How long has it been like that?”

I groan. “A few months. They used to be normal-sized ... I don’t get why they grew.”

“The condition is mysterious.” The doctor pushes open a door and leads me into a large office. It is sparsely furnished with a desk, a couple of chairs, and a sofa. “Sit.” He points at the sofa, and I sit down. “We have yet to figure out what triggers the change in some women, but we know how best to cure it. Even if the treatment is ... extreme.”

“Extreme?” My heart beats faster at the thought of what he is talking about. “What do you mean?” The straitjacket suddenly feels tighter and more unpleasant.

He sits down in a chair across from me and leans forward. “We need to shock the body in different ways to ‘reset it’. It can be through pain, actual shocks, rough sex, and ...”

“Did you say rough sex?” I hate that my body reacts way more positively to that than my mind does. “Someone is going to have sex with me?”

He nods, his face as neutral as if he had just told me that he was going to give me two painkillers and send me home. “We won’t just let anyone do it. Me and my two colleagues, Dr. Trask and Dr. Rook, do it ourselves. That way, we can ensure the best possible treatment.”

“I ... I ...” My jaw hangs open, and I find myself unable to put a sentence together. I cannot believe what the doctor is saying. This has to be some sort of sick joke.

He smiles. “I was going to say that we’re not going to hurt you, but that is not exactly true.” He places a hand on my knee. “You want to get better, don’t you, Michelle?”

His warm touch calms me a little, but I can still not fathom that this is happening. “But ... I’m only 18! I haven’t even ... I haven’t had sex before!”

He pats my knee and gets up from the chair. “It’ll be fine. Trust me. Now, if we succeed in getting you pregnant, any child will ...”

“Wait, pregnant?!” My mind cannot keep up. It’s as if the world has gone mad. “You can’t be serious?”

“It is the fastest way to reset your system.” He gestures for me to stand up. “The more times we have to shock your system, the more painful and humiliating it will become. A pregnancy will help trick your body into stopping the lactation once the pregnancy is over.”

I begin to fight the straitjacket. This is insane. This has to be a nightmare. There is no way that this can happen in real life. “But I can’t get pregnant!” I scream, and the doctor looks at me with a concerned frown.

“Please, Michelle. You’re going to be fine. We are professionals.” His hands move up to cup my breasts, and I moan and stop struggling. The moment he touches them, I can feel a surge of lust run through me, even if the straitjacket’s thick fabric lessens the feel of his touch. “See?” He squeezes the fabric, and I feel milk trickling from my nipples. “You want this, even if you do not know it.” His voice is soothing, and I can feel my eyes closing as he squeezes my breasts harder.

“Ohhh...” I cannot help but moan as he massages me through the straitjacket, and I can almost hear the fabric groaning under the strain of my giant udders.

“I know it is a lot. You’ll be put in isolation for a bit as you get used to being here, but you will soon be allowed to walk more freely on the premises. Parts of them, at least.”

I do not know how he does it, but his magic hands are causing all protests to vanish from my mind. I just want him to keep groping my breast, even though I can feel the milk seep through my T-shirt and the straitjacket.

There is a knock on the door. It opens to reveal a younger man in a white coat. His blue eyes shimmer with kindness, and he smiles when he sees me.

“Dr. Marcellus, am I interrupting?” the man says.

Marcellus lets go of my breast. “No, not at all. I’ve just finished briefing young Michelle here on how we treat our patients.” He smiles at me. “This is Dr. Rook, my associate. He is one of the brightest doctors in the country.”

“Ni... nice to meet you?” Dr. Rook has a dreamy quality to him, and I suddenly feel awkward in the brutal restraints.

“Likewise.” Dr. Rook winks at me and runs his fingers through his thick, curly hair. “I heard we had a new arrival, I figured I’d help you get settled instead of sending one of the orderlies.” He turns towards Marcellus. “If you don’t mind, of course?”

“It’s a good idea,” Marcellus says and sits down in front of his computer. “I’ll see you around, Michelle.”

Dr. Rook holds the door open for me and smiles as I struggle to keep up with him. The moment we are out in the hallway, he wraps the chain to the collar around his wrist and pulls me close.

“You’re going to love it here,” he whispers into my ear as he drags me along. “We’ll make sure to take good care of you.” His voice sends a shiver down my spine, and I cannot help but whimper.

“I ... I just want to get better,” I say. My voice is weak, barely audible. “I can’t handle these ... urges.”

“You won’t have to, at least not all the time,” he says and turns toward me. His soft, strong hands caress my engorged breasts for a bit, and I am surprised to find that I do not mind. “We’ll help with that. Don’t worry about a thing.”

I smile. I have not smiled in a long time. Something about Dr. Rook soothes my worries, and for a brief moment, I forget that I am wearing a straitjacket and collar. But reality has a way of sneaking its way back whether you want it to or not.

“What ... what is that?” I stare at the object the doctor just pulled out of his pocket. It looks to be a large, red rubber ball on a leather strap.

Dr. Rook sighs. “It’s a gag. I’m sorry, but it is protocol, just like your straitjacket. We’re about to walk through one of the common areas where other patients are walking free, and until you’ve spent some time in isolation and have been evaluated, we cannot allow you to talk to any of the other patients.”

“But ... I promise I won’t talk to them,” I say and try to take a step back, but the doctor has a firm grip on my collar chain, and I wince when it pulls tight, reminding me that I am far from unfettered. “Please ... don’t put that on me.”

Dr. Rook sends me a disarming smile. “You’ll get used to them, I promise. You’ll see that some of the others wear similar gags as well.”

“Why?” I cannot stop staring at the rubber ball. It looks innocent, but I hate what it symbolizes. Submission. Humiliation.

The doctor presses the ball into my mouth. “They have been deemed disruptive in one way or another. Every patient is different, some are more unpredictable than others. You’ll also notice that the patients are restrained in different ways.”

“Mmmmh?” I am unable to ask the question that burns on my tongue as Rook tightens the gag’s strap. Did he just insinuate that I am going to be restrained for my entire stay at the asylum? I had figured the straitjacket was an initial safety measure, something I could get rid of if I behaved. But any such hope is squashed a moment later when he uses his keycard to unlock a heavy door and pulls me inside.

We enter a giant room that extends into a large conservatory with glass walls and ceiling, causing the sunlight unrestricted access. Everything is bathed in glorious light, causing the marble floors to shimmer. There are plants everywhere, and it is obvious to me that this is meant to be a place for healing. The sunlight means that the room is pleasantly warm, and I cannot help but feel uplifted as we enter. But it does not last. I notice the sounds before I notice the patients; the constant clatter of chains against the floor, and the muted groans of gagged women. There are at least a dozen patients in the giant room. A few are engaged in activities like playing chess or reading while others just sit and stare at the lush gardens outside, mostly because they are unable to do anything else; all the women are restrained one way or the other, but a few are wearing straitjackets and heavy shackles on their ankles, unable to use their hands, while others wear less restrictive leather or steel shackles connected by chains that give them some freedom of movement.

These aren’t patients, they’re ... prisoners. I groan when I realize that I am now one of them. Unable to leave.

“This is the common area,” Dr. Rook says. “Most patients are allowed in here a few hours a day. You’ll hopefully be able to join them soon.”

He yanks at the chain, forcing me to follow. I notice that all patients have huge breasts, just like me, and that a few are visibly pregnant. But what surprises me the most is that most of them seem content, even happy, despite being heavily restrained or even gagged. A busty, pregnant, dark-haired girl waves at me with a huge smile across the room. Like the other patients, she is naked, but she is only wearing a chunky leather collar and no other restraints. Tattoos are visible on her arms and legs, and she is in the middle of a chess game with a tall girl who is wearing thick steel restraints on both her neck, wrists, and ankles.

“That’s Scarlet,” Dr. Rook says and smiles at the young woman. ”She has been here a while, and as you can see, she is allowed to be in the common area almost unrestrained. She is far along in her treatment.” He stops and places his hand on my shoulder. “I’m sure you’ll do well here, Michelle.”

“Mmmmh ...” I like the doctor, and I hate that every sound I make causes drool to spill from my gag and onto my breasts.

He cocks his head to the side and looks at me. “You’re an extremely attractive young woman if you don’t mind me saying. Such kind eyes.”

I do not feel attractive, not with the gag filling my mouth, my messy hair, and drool-stains on the straitjacket. Yet a pleasant warmth spreads in my chest as I listen to his kind words.

“It’ll be a pleasure to have you in the asylum.” He smiles at me, and I cannot stop myself from blushing. “Let’s go, your isolation cell is this way.”

He pulls me along, and I follow him out of the common area. The surroundings change immediately. Gone are the sunlight and pleasant pastel colors, replaced by oppressive concrete walls and floors. We walk through a narrow corridor, past several steel-barred security doors that the doctor opens with his keycard. I cannot help but shiver from the cold, and we see no other people as Dr. Rook drags me deeper into the facility.

Dr. Rook opens the door to a small room. A tiny window with steel bars in front of it lets sunlight in, but it does not illuminate anything pleasant. The walls are filled with chains, shackles, and other forms of restraints, and in the middle of the room is a machine the likes of which I have never seen before. I have no idea what it is used for, but its presence makes me nauseous, and I whimper when the doctor closes the heavy steel door behind us.

“I need to process you before we proceed, Michelle,” he says. His voice is calm but assertive. He presses a button on the wall which causes some sort of machine in the ceiling to activate, lowering a chain that he attaches my collar chain to. He presses a different button, and I squeal as the chain rises. It does not stop until it tugs at my collar, causing me to choke slightly.

I stare wide-eyed at the doctor, trying to signal my intense discomfort. I am unpleasantly aware that one more press of the button will cause me to hang from my neck, and the constant pressure on my throat makes it harder to breathe. Dr. Rook gives me a warm smile, but the pleasantness of his expression is not enough to calm my nerves. My heart beats faster in my chest, and I cannot help but let out a low whimper when he begins to undo the straitjacket. It takes some time for him to remove it, and the moment it drops to the floor, I feel a rush of relief. I immediately begin clawing at the leather collar, but the clasp is locked and impossible to open without the key.

“There’s no need to panic,” the doctor says in a casual tone. “Let’s get that T-shirt off you.” He grabs a pair of sharp scissors from a table and cuts my T-shirt off, throwing it on the floor.

I whimper again, feeling more exposed than I have ever felt. The doctor begins to massage my breasts, and I groan as my nipples begin to leak. He squeezes, and I let out a yelp when milk spurts out and onto the doctor’s white coat.

“I need to taste your milk, Michelle.” He moves over to the table and picks up a large glass, which he holds up to my breasts. “Try to relax.” His voice is soothing, and I close my eyes and try to calm myself, despite the collar. I am vaguely aware of the fact that my body reacts to the doctor’s touch, but I am far too humiliated and uncomfortable to be aroused. My mind drifts to the past, to a time when I had control, where I had no idea that this would happen to me. The doctor begins to massage my breasts, and the gag cannot prevent a muted moan from escaping as milk squirts into the glass. “Sweet, full ... nothing alarming here.” He empties the glass and puts it away. “So far, so good.”

Fuck, his hands are electric! I whimper as he begins caressing my breasts again.

“Your breasts are a work of art,” the doctor says. “And so is your body. You look amazing.” He unlocks my leg cuffs before removing my pants. My panties are soaked through, and the doctor gives me an amused smile when he notices. “I thought you were scared?”

I groan and try to pull away, but I have nowhere to go. The doctor removes my panties, and I let out a loud sigh when his fingers brush against my wet slit. I have never felt this way about a doctor before, and I am not sure if it is because of my condition or not. But there is something about him that makes me want him, even if I am hanging from a chain and unable to move. I feel very self-conscious and use one arm to cover my breasts and the other to cover my pussy.

The doctor wriggles his finger in front of me and smiles. “As I said, I need to process you. I need full access to do that.” He takes a pair of handcuffs from the wall and uses them to lock my hands behind my back. I groan in frustration and humiliation, and I try to struggle, but the steel cuffs leave my no chance of escape.

“Mmmmmh ...” I try to protest, but the doctor just smiles as he removes my ball gag, letting a trail of saliva drip from the corner of my mouth.

“Every patient is restrained, there are no exceptions,” he says. “I’m going to inspect your vagina. Moisture levels and other factors can indicate how far your condition has progressed.” I stare at the doctor as he kneels and begins to rub his hands over my pussy. “I’m going to have to make you come to test the fluids. I’m sure that is not a problem.”

I close my eyes. I know that I should protest the fact that a man I do not know has me collared and cuffed in a dark, secluded room while his fingers explore my soaking wet pussy, but the horniness I am constantly feeling toys with my mind and my reactions. I have been trying to ignore them, but the restraints are a huge turn-on, and it all serves to enhance every touch as the doctor slides two fingers inside me.

I never thought the first time a man would touch me would be like this. I moan as he slowly begins to finger me, and I cannot stop myself from moving my hips slightly, meeting his touch. He curls the fingers inside me and rubs against my G-spot, causing me to yelp in surprise and pleasure. His thumb finds my clit, and he pinches it, making me moan again.

“There we go,” the doctor says. “Try to enjoy it. The more comfortable you get with us doctors, the easier the treatment becomes.”

“Mmmhmm,” I moan, struggling against my restraints. My arms hurt from being behind my back, but the pain enhances the pleasure, and I cannot help but whimper as Dr. Rook increases the intensity of his fingering.

“I’m going to need you to come for me,” the doctor says. “There’s no reason to resist.” He slides his fingers deeper inside me and begins to rub the tips of them against the front of my vaginal wall, and I gasp for breath as the pleasure overwhelms me. I have masturbated many times, especially since the condition started taking hold, but having someone else do it to me is a whole new experience.

I begin pressing against the collar, tightening the chain to choke even further. I do not know what makes me do it, but the effect is immediate and intense. I begin to feel light-headed, and the lack of oxygen makes the pleasure from the doctor’s fingers even stronger. Dr. Rook notices that I am choking myself, but he does not stop me. Instead, he uses his free hand to press against my neck, making me gasp for air.

“You’re doing so well,” the doctor says. “Just let it happen. Come for me, Michelle.” He fingers me harder and harder, and I moan and cry as I teeter on the edge of orgasm. The pleasure from my pussy and the pain in my arms mix into a potent drug, making me forget who I am and why I am in the asylum. There is nothing except pain and pleasure, and I cry as the doctor pushes me closer and closer.

I scream and writhe as he finally pushes me over the edge, and I feel my juices running down my thighs. I cannot believe this is happening, yet I do not want it to stop. Dr. Rook keeps fingering me for a bit, causing the pleasure to surge, but the moment my breathing begins to calm down, he pulls out his fingers and smiles at me.

“Good girl.” He wipes his fingers on a handkerchief. “Pleasure response seems elevated, but that is to be expected.” His face darkens, though I am struggling to focus on it - my body is still shaking from the orgasm, and the collar feels far more unpleasant now. “I’m afraid your condition will get worse before it gets better.”

“… worse?”

He nods and lowers the chain to my collar, allowing me to breathe normally again. “You will get more horny, more desperate for pleasure. We need to see how you handle the stress of being deprived of such release, so ... we have to restrain you thoroughly during your isolation.”

What does that mean?

“But first, you need to be milked.” He drags me towards the weird machine in the middle of the room. He removes the chain connected to my collar and instead locks the collar to the machine, fixing my head in place. He pushes my swollen breasts in between two steel rods and lowers the top one, clamping the breasts. I groan loudly as the pressure on my breasts builds and milk begins dripping from them.

“That hurts!” I whimper and try to move, but I am completely immobilized.

“You will be milked a few times a day,” the doctor says and attaches two large vacuum tubes to my poor breasts. “Sometimes by machine, other times by hand. We’ll bottle and label the milk, and it will be used to determine how your treatment is going.” He turns a knob on the machine and the vacuum in the tubes increases. I scream as the pressure grows, forcing milk from my breasts. It flows into a clear plastic container, and I cannot stop staring at the white liquid coming from my breasts.

“Mmmmmh ... please, stop!” I beg, but the doctor just pats me on my head and increases the vacuum. “It hurts!”

“I’m sorry,” he says. “But we need to empty the breasts regularly to see if your production increases or decreases.”

I begin crying. It is too much. I am naked, cuffed, and milked like a cow. This is not who I am, this is not what I am. Yet my body does not seem to care - the milking feels painful and pleasurable at the same time. I can feel the juices running down my thighs, and the heat between my legs is increasing. I hate that my body is reacting like this.

“Please ... no more.” I am not sure if I want it to stop, but it feels wrong to enjoy the experience. Yet the doctor ignores my pleading.

After a few minutes, he shuts off the vacuum, removes the tubes from my breasts, and unclasps me from the machine, leaving the container of milk behind. I stare at it for a bit. I have milked myself for months, trying to hide it by doing it in the shower or into a zink, but seeing the huge amount of white liquid in front of me makes me painfully aware of what I essentially am now.

A cow. A human cow.

A hucow.

I do not produce milk because I need to nurture another living being. I do it because my body is betraying me, or so it feels.

“I ... I want to get better.” I keep staring at the milk, barely registering the fact that Dr. Rook is putting me back into a straitjacket again. Tears stream from my eyes. “Please ... just ... cure me.”

Dr. Rook smiles. “We’ll do all we can. In the meantime, I think you’ll find that there’s a lot of pleasure to be had at Greenview if you open your mind to it.” He tightens the straps on the jacket. “There. As you can see, this one does not cover your breasts, it just keeps your arms fixed. That makes it easier to milk you.”

I blink and return to the present. “It’s ... tight.” I try to fight the straitjacket, but my arms are fixed in place by several straps” ”How long do I have to wear this?”

Dr. Rook shrugs and caresses my breasts. They stick out even more now due to the jacket’s design, even though they are all but empty of milk. “We’ll start by isolating you for a week. We’ll keep an eye on you through cameras in your cell to see how you handle the isolation and the fact that you cannot touch yourself.”

I can’t touch myself. The revelation makes the hairs on my neck stand up. I have masturbated several times a day since my sexual appetite increased, and it is the only thing that has kept me sane. “No ... I have to ... I ...”

“Trust me, I’m a professional.” Dr. Rook puts the leg cuffs back on and gestures for me to follow. “This way. The isolation cells are in the basement.”

He leads me to an elevator, and we descend. My heart beats faster when we walk through the narrow corridor and enter a large room with several metal doors along the wall. Dr. Rook opens one of them to reveal a tiny padded cell, barely large enough for a grown person to lie down. The white walls are sterile, and the light is insanely bright. He pushes me inside and locks a thick, heavy chain that is attached to the wall to my collar.

“You’ll be fed twice a day through a slot in the bottom of the door. A bucket will be pushed in through the slot three times a day for you to ... you know.” He looks at me and notices my growing panic. His hands slide up my inner thigh and gently touch my slit. “You can do this, Michelle. Milkings are done three times a day through the slots in the middle of the door. I’ll see you in a week.”

His hand vanishes from my aching pussy, and the cell door slams shut, leaving me alone in the padded cell. I cannot stop staring at the bright white walls, and I cannot help but groan when I notice the cameras mounted on the ceiling. They are all pointed at me, recording my every move, every expression, every sound I make.

I cannot believe what is happening. This has to be a nightmare, but the pain in my breasts tells me that it is very much real.

This is going to be a long week.

***

The days crawl, and the hours drag. The isolation cell is a constant reminder of my predicament, of the way my body is betraying me, of the way I am treated as a prisoner rather than a patient. The bright light never shuts off, and the only contact I have with anyone is through the door when I am fed or when I am milked. It is all so mechanical, so dehumanizing - the slot in the middle opens, and I push my udders through the hole as I pull against the collar chain which is just long enough for me to reach, meaning that I am choking while the vacuum tubes empty me. It hurts, but the pleasure is undeniable, and every milking leaves me a panting, sobbing mess.

I do not know if I am going crazy, or if I have already gone insane. My body is aching all over from the lack of movement and the constant horniness. My body urges me to find release, but there is nothing to grind against, and the inability to touch myself is making me want to scream. I now understand why they put me in here - in this state, I will probably jump the first person I see and beg them, maybe even threaten them to fuck me or jerk me off. It is impossible to say how many hours have passed since I was put in here, and I have lost count of the number of meals I have been served. I have lost count of the number of times I have cried, of the times I have begged to be let out.

My pussy is dripping all the time, and I cannot stop thinking about sex. I do not yearn for freedom. I do not miss my friends or my family. They all belong to a world that I no longer inhabit. No, I just want sex.

I am not just a patient, a prisoner, or a hucow. I am a slave. A slave to these urges, and if I need to be, a slave to the doctors and staff members who hold the keys to giving me release from this cursed condition.

When the door suddenly opens, I flinch. I have become used to the isolation and have begun to forget that the outside world even exists. But the door is open. A big, burly man in a black uniform stands in the doorframe. He looks at me with cold eyes, and he is not saying anything.

“I ... is it ... has it been a week?” I try to smile, but my face is unable to muster anything that could be interpreted as genuine happiness. I must look like a mess.

“Get up.” His voice is gruff, but he is not shouting. “Your treatment begins now.”

“Treatment?” I crawl to the edge of the door and get up, stumbling as I have not walked in what feels like forever, and being in a straitjacket only makes it worse. “What ... what does that entail?”

“You’ll see.”

The man unlocks my collar chain and yanks on it, causing me to choke. I hurry to follow, and the man walks briskly down a corridor. I am surprised to see that there are several cells here like mine. As we pass them, I hear moans and cries, but I have no time to look into any of the peepholes that are built into each of the doors.

I try to keep up, but I am still wearing the leg cuffs, meaning that my stride is limited. My arms are still locked in the straitjacket, but my breasts are close to bursting and ache from the inside. I need to be milked, but I know that if I tell the guard that, he will not care.

He drags me down a corridor and into a large, tiled room. There are drains on the floor, and it looks like it has recently been hosed down. A pair of crude steel shackles dangle lazily from the ceiling, and a selection of brutal-looking whips and canes hang on the wall. I should feel terrified, but after a week in the cell, all I can think of is how much I want the orderly to fuck me.

“Don’t try anything,” he grunts as he removes the straitjacket.

It feels weird to be able to move my arms again after a full week in restraints, but I do not get to enjoy the freedom for long - he grabs my hands and places them into the steel cuffs in the ceiling.

The cold tiles against my bare feet cause goosebumps to rise all over my body, and I shiver when I hear the rattling of the chains and feels the steel against my wrists.

“The pain is part of your treatment,” the man says without a hint of empathy. “Don’t struggle. The doctor will be here shortly.”

I try to look behind me as I hear the man walk out, but I am fixed in place and can only hear the door open and shut, and the click as the lock engages. I cannot tell how much time passes - my mind is a haze of fear and lust. But after a while, the lock clicks again, and I can hear a man enter and shut the door behind him. I know who it is the moment I smell the strong scent of aftershave.

“Hello, Michelle,” Dr. Rook says. “You’re looking ravishing. How are you?”

“I ... I ...” I try to form words, but my brain feels fried. The horniness is the worst I have ever experienced, and I can barely focus on what is going on around me. “I’m … horny. My breasts hurt. And I stink.”

He appears in front of me and smiles. “Understandable, all of it.” He writes a few things on his notepad and puts it away. “We will alleviate all three of those things shortly. But first … pain. It is an important part of your treatment.” He grabs a nine-tailed whip with knots from the wall. “Don’t try to hold in the screams.”

“Wait, I …”

The first blow makes me jump and it feels like it slices up my back, causing droplets of blood to run down my naked ass. Dr. Rook is surprisingly strong for his size, and the whip strikes make me tear at the steel cuffs. He whips me again and again, making sure that the entire back, ass, and thighs are covered in welts.

I cannot stop screaming, but I do not want him to stop either. My pussy is soaking wet, and the pain mixes with the pleasure, causing me to feel more aroused than ever. I have to bite my lips to not beg for sex, to beg for him to use me in any way he wants, to fuck me until the only thing I know is his name.

“You’re handling the whip so well, Michelle,” he says and caresses my ass, causing me to flinch. “I’m surprised, but impressed.” His hand slides down to my thighs and grazes my slit, and I whimper. He licks his fingers, his face showing a slight tinge of satisfaction. “It is good that you enjoy this.”

“Please … I can’t take it … I …” My body is on fire, but the heat between my legs is even more intense. I cannot think clearly. I cannot think of anything other than being fucked by the doctor. I have never felt this horny before in my life.

Dr. Rook puts away the whip and walks up to a hose connected to the wall. He turns on the water, and a geyser of cold water shoots out from the nozzle. He lets it spray onto me, and I scream as the water hits the fresh wounds on my back. I struggle in the shackles, but I have nowhere to go, and I whimper as the doctor thoroughly cleans me, spraying my pussy and breasts. I do not know why I react like this, but the cold water and the pain are adding to my arousal, even if my back hurts. I am such a mess, in more ways than one.

“That’ll do for now,” Dr. Rook says and turns off the hose. “I want to schedule pain sessions three times a week for now. How does that sound?”

My lips quiver after the cold shower, and my back feels like the flesh has been torn off. “If ... if you think it will help, doctor,” I say. I am tired and incredibly horny. I just want to be left alone for five minutes. Five minutes is all I need to achieve the orgasm I so desperately crave.

The doctor smiles as he notices me staring at the steel shackles that are preventing me from touching myself. “Oh, I’m sorry, I got carried away! Let’s get you down from there.”

He unlocks the steel cuffs, and I collapse onto the tiled floor, too weak to stand. My legs are shaking, and I cannot stop staring at Dr. Rook’s groin.

“I think you’ve earned a break. I’m going to take you to the cell you’ll be staying in for the rest of your time here.” He helps me to my feet, and I tremble as I feel his warm, strong hands on my arm. “You might be put back in isolation if we find it necessary, though.” He finds a pair of normal handcuffs, locks my hands together in front, and replaces my leather collar with a heavier, wider one made of steel. It feels cold against my skin, but not uncomfortable. The leg cuffs once again find their way onto my ankles. I am restrained, but I can deal with this - it is better than the straitjacket.

“If you behave, you might be put in fewer restraints or less restrictive ones,” Dr. Rook says and locks a chain to my collar. “But it can also go the other way, so remember that. Follow me.”

We walk through another set of doors and into a dark corridor. There are doors along the walls, and I realize that these must be the cells the patients live in. Some of the heavy steel doors are open, all showing the same windowless, concrete-walled room with a simple bed and a toilet, but after a week in isolation, the sight of a toilet feels like a luxury. Dr. Rook leads me inside one of the rooms and locks my collar chain to a thick steel ring on the wall.

“This is your new home. I know it isn’t much, but harsh living conditions will help make you better, I promise.” He takes my hand and squeezes it. “You’ll be fine, Michelle. Don’t worry. Tomorrow, you will join the others in the common area for a few hours, but for now, you should get some sleep.”

I nod and sit down at the edge of the hard bed. It feels amazing. I stare at the handcuffs around my wrists and gently massage my breasts. “Doctor ... am I allowed to ...” I look up at him with pleading eyes. “Please ... I’m desperate.”

“I know.” He smiles at me. “There are cameras in here as well, Michelle, but you do what you need to do.” With those words, he closes the door.

I cannot help myself. I am horny beyond reason, and I need release. The moment I hear the lock click, I lift my legs and push them against the wall, spreading my thighs wide and revealing my dripping pussy. I do not care if anyone is watching. The first touch feels electric, and I gasp as I run my fingers over my puffy folds. I am so horny that I need to come immediately, and I thrust two fingers deep inside, fucking myself while rubbing my thumb over my clit. The edge of the handcuffs scrape against my thighs, and I begin to moan and whimper as I pump my fingers in and out of my pussy. The chain connected to my collar rattles as my body quivers, and I pull against it to choke myself. I cannot stop thinking about the whip hitting my back, about how the doctor held my hand, about how he is going to use me in the future.

It takes seconds. I let out a scream as the orgasm hits me, and my body shakes and tenses as the pleasure floods my body. My juices spill over my thighs and onto the bed, and I cannot stop fucking myself, even as the pleasure fades.

I lie there for a bit, staring at the ceiling while my breathing slows down. The handcuffs do not feel as good now, neither does the collar, and dark thoughts find their way into my mind now that it is not obsessed with finding release.

Years. I might have to live in this cold, bare cell for years. Tears well up in my eyes, and I suddenly feel beyond tired. It takes me a while to find a position that I can sleep in; the handcuffs are restrictive, and my breasts are big and unwieldy, but when I finally succeed, I fall asleep in seconds.

***

Stepping inside the common area feels like the first day of high school all over again. At first, at least. I soon realize that most of the women there just want to be let alone while they try to soak as much of the sunlight as they can before we are all escorted back to our dark, depressing cells. They are all hucows, like me, and I recognize the pained expression that follows every sudden movement - being naked is painful when your breasts are large enough to double as kettlebells.

I sit down in a somewhat comfortable chair in the conservatory and attempt to enjoy the sun like the others do. I stare with envy at the patients who are restrained with shackles that have longer chains; the handcuffs pull my arms too close together, squeezing my breasts, and I struggle to get comfortable. I notice Dr. Rook talking to Dr. Marcellus and another doctor, a muscular, bald man with cold eyes, at the other end of the conservatory, and Dr. Rook smiles warmly at me when he notices.

”MMMH!”

I jump in the seat at the sound and turn to see a woman next to me. She is wearing a straitjacket and the most brutal, heavy steel collar imaginable. Equally inhuman steel shackles weigh down her ankles, and I struggle to imagine how painful each step must feel. Most of her face is hidden behind a brown leather muzzle gag, but her beautiful eyes speak of pain and concern.

“Excuse me?” I say, trying to ignore her wretched state. “What was that?”

She nods towards Dr. Rook. “MMMH!”

“I’m sorry, I can’t understand what you’re saying,” I say and try to smile.

She sighs and moves on, wincing with every step as the heavy chains scrape across the marble floor. She is clearly pregnant, but the heavy restraints and her swollen breasts must make that a nightmare to carry. I have my reservations about Greenview Asylum, but seeing this miserable girl turns the reservations into cold fear. I stare after the girl for a while, wondering if I will end up the same way, but I am distracted soon after when the girl called Scarlet walks up to me and sits down.

“Don’t mind her,” Scarlet says with a smile and fiddles with her leather collar with one hand while the other caresses her pregnant belly. “She’s been gagged for months, no one knows what she is trying to say.” Scarlet’s smile vanishes for a moment as we watch two orderlies grab the girl before dragging her through a door. “Anyway ... I’m Scarlet!” She reaches out her hand. “Nice to meet you.”

I clumsily shake her hand; I am still not used to being handcuffed. “I’m Michelle.”

“You’re new, right?” She smiles at me again, and I cannot help but notice how pretty she is.

I nod. “It’s been ... a lot to take in.” I am suddenly overcome with a sense of loneliness and isolation. “I haven’t been allowed to talk to anyone for so long, so ...”

“You can talk to me if you’d like. We’ve all been there, you know. I’ve been here for a year now, and I’ve seen a lot of patients come and go. But I’m not going anywhere, so ...” She strokes my arm and smiles. “I’m always here to talk.”

“Thanks.” I look at her pregnant belly. “So ... who’se ...”

“I have no idea.” Scarlet’s tone is carefree and oddly chipper. She nods towards the three doctors. “One of those three. Just like with the others.” She leans in and lowers her voice. “I’m kind of Dr. Marcellus’ personal slave now. He still fucks me from time to time, otherwise I’d go crazy.”

“A slave?” I cannot hide my surprise and disbelief. “How can that happen? This is a hospital!”

“It’s an asylum. The rules are different here. I’m a sex slave. It’s as simple as that.” She smiles and winks at me. “And it’s amazing. If you’re a good girl, you’ll get the same chance. Trust me.”

“I don’t want to ... I ... what?”

“I think Dr. Rook likes you. Dr. Trask is meaner, but he has a giant cock, so that’s also an option. It’s not a bad life, honestly. As you can see, I get more freedom.” She demonstratively waves her arms.

I want to protest, but something inside me seems to click. I want to be fucked by Dr. Rook, I cannot deny that. So ... why not? My eyes linger on Scarlet’s pregnant body, on the tasteful tattoos and her secretive smile. She seems happy, even in a place like this.

Maybe I could be happy here too.

I want to ask Scarlet about her life at the asylum, but we are interrupted when Dr. Rook and the other two doctors approach us. Scarlet excuses herself and leaves, and I am left alone with the three men who are apparently going to breed me during my stay at the asylum.

“Michelle, please stand up,” Dr. Rook says. He is smiling as always, but his voice is more serious than usual.

I comply, feeling intensely awkward in front of the three serious men. I have never been with a man, I am not even sure being fingered by Dr. Rook counts, and now I am standing naked and chained in front of three.

“This is the new patient,” Dr. Rook says. “I have begun pain treatment after a week of isolation and intend to start insemination attempts shortly.”

I soon understand that I am not meant to participate in the conversation. I am just another diagnosis, another person who needs treatment. Dr. Marcellus nods as Dr. Rook describes the whippings and canings he imagines will help, and I feel both scared and aroused as I hear the torture he is going to put me through. But the third doctor scares me more. He is tall, nearly a head taller than Dr. Rook, and his cold eyes stare intently at me. His massive arms can barely fit into the white coat.

“Dr. Trask, what is your assessment?” Dr. Rook asks.

The tall, bald doctor smiles. “It sounds like a good plan. I do believe we should all engage in insemination attempts with the patient to increase the chance of fertilization.”

Dr. Trask’s dark, gravelly voice is so deep that it makes my bones shake, and the thought of being fucked by him fills me with dread, even though I am curious to see what he is packing. Dr. Rook just laughs and pats the large man on the back.

“You’re probably right, Peter. I’m sure the patient will not mind. Right, Michelle?” Dr. Rook smiles at me, and I am suddenly very aware of how vulnerable I am.

“I ... yes,” I stammer. “I’m here to get better, so ...”

Dr. Rook’s smile widens. “Exactly. We’re going to have so much fun, you and I.” His voice is warm, and the words cause a pleasant heat to spread from my chest to my loins. Dr. Rook gestures towards two orderlies standing nearby. “Take Michelle here to room 303 and make her ... comfortable.”

Room 303 does not look like any of the cells I have been in since arriving at the asylum. It looks more like a real doctor’s office. There is a desk, plants, and a large window with a view of the large lake the asylum lies next to. The only thing out of the ordinary is the modified gynecologist chair in the corner. Thick leather straps meant to restrain the patient are placed all over the chair, and the two orderlies waste no time in strapping me in. My other restraints are removed, and one man holds me down while the other tightens at least a dozen straps, as well as a thick leather collar. When they are done, my legs are spread wide, I cannot move, and I have never felt this vulnerable in my life. I have been stripped of all dignity, of any semblance of control. I cannot even move my head. I just sit leaned back in the chair, trying to calm my nerves as the orderlies disappear through a door on the far side of the room.

I sit like this for a while, but my worries dissipate when I see Dr. Rook enter the room. He is carrying a notepad, and the moment he sees me, his face lights up in a smile.

“Hello there, Michelle,” he says. He is wearing his white coat, a dress shirt underneath, and a pair of grey slacks. “I hope you are not too uncomfortable.”

“No ...” My voice is barely audible. I am not uncomfortable, the chair is padded and the straps are nice and wide, but it does not help to calm me.

“That’s good.” He sits down in a chair next to me. “You’re a virgin, correct?” His voice is caring and calm. I can almost imagine him being a normal doctor in a normal hospital.

It feels awkward to answer questions like that when I am strapped down with my pussy right next to Dr. Rook’s face. “Eh ... yes ...”

Dr. Rook writes down a few lines that I cannot read. “Very good. Do you understand what we’re about to do?”

I nod. I understood what the doctors were talking about, and my entire body is tingling in anticipation. I am scared, anxious, aroused, and excited, all at the same time.

Dr. Rook puts down the notepad and smiles at me. “We’re going to begin treatment, then. You just relax and let me know if it hurts, alright?”

I nod, but I still jump when Dr. Rook’s fingers gently graze my outer lips.

“Mmmm ... your pussy is beautiful,” he says and runs his index finger over my folds. It feels electric, and my body tenses up as he begins exploring me. “So wet ...”

He carefully slips his index finger inside me, and I whimper in discomfort when he begins moving it in and out. It feels weird but nice, and my pussy is dripping wet. He soon adds another finger, and the stretch is more uncomfortable than I had anticipated. I gasp and groan as he begins pumping both fingers in and out, and the sounds of my juices make me blush.

“Very nice,” Dr. Rook says and pulls out his fingers. He stares at them for a few seconds before leaning in and licking them clean. I cannot stop staring at him as he slurps down my juices and groans at the taste. “Wonderful. Now, I want to test how much your virgin pussy can accommodate.”

I tense up as his fingers slide inside me again, three fingers this time. The stretch is intense, and my eyes widen as he begins to pump them in and out of me. The pace is much higher than before, and I feel a slight burn. I cannot help but whimper and groan as he fingers me, but he ignores me and keeps going, using his other hand to massage my clit. I am soon moaning as the pleasure builds, but I cry out when the fourth finger joins in. I am stretched wide, and the burning sensation is intense and painful.

“It seems the patient can take four fingers with minimal discomfort,” Dr. Rook says and continues to finger me. “That is very promising.”

“Please!” I beg. “It ... hurts!”

“We’ll leave it there for now,” he says, and I breathe a sigh of relief when he pulls his fingers out of me. I am not prepared for him to push his fingers inside my mouth, though. “Taste yourself.”

I close my eyes and suck off my own juices, and the taste is strangely addictive. I am not sure if I like the fact that I enjoy my own taste so much, but I keep sucking and licking until his fingers are clean. Only then does he remove them, and I cannot help but gasp for air as he does.

“That’s a good girl,” he says, and his voice is filled with warmth. “And now I think we’re done talking.” He finds a ballgag and pushes it inside my mouth. I choke hard as he lifts my head to tighten the strap. “I’m going to fuck you now, Michelle. And I’m not going to stop until I come inside you.” His voice hardens slightly, and it causes a shiver to run down my spine. “I’m going to breed you, fill you with my seed. Does that sound good?”

I nod. “Mmmmmhmmm ...”

He leans in and takes my nipple in his mouth. I wince as he sucks hard and bites down on it. I can feel a surge of milk run through my breast and into his mouth. It hurts, but I cannot stop moaning as he sucks on me, and the arousal I am feeling grows stronger with every passing second. My pussy is aching and dripping, desperate to be filled. I do not care how it happens - I just need a cock, now. The straps holding my body down only make the experience more intense.

“MMMMMMHM!” I cry out when Dr. Rook attaches nipple clamps to my sensitive breasts.

“Pain is part of the healing,” Dr. Rook says, but the empathy is all but gone from his voice. “You must be made pure, Michelle. Your body is not your own.” He stands up and begins unbuttoning his shirt. His chest is smooth and toned, his arms muscular. I am not surprised when he pulls down his pants to reveal a large, erect cock. “You’ll love this. I promise.”

“Mmmmmm,” I whimper as I stare at his member. It is big and veiny, and I can barely imagine having it inside me. I cannot believe this is happening. I am a virgin, and I have never been with anyone sexually. But here I am, tied down and about to be impaled on a doctor’s cock. I had imagined a nervous, but romantic encounter at a party, not this.

The reality of the situation becomes clear when Dr. Rook grabs hold of my legs and pushes his cock against my pussy. I cry out as I feel the head press against me, and I groan loudly when he thrusts his hips and forces the head inside.

“Mmmh! MMMMMMHHH!” I struggle against the straps and try to relax as he slowly pushes himself deeper inside me. I have never felt anything like this before, and the sensation is overwhelming. I feel the walls of my vagina stretching to accommodate him, and I feel the weight of his cock inside me. The pain and the pleasure are indescribable, and I cannot tell if I want him to stop or to keep going. He begins thrusting, slowly at first, and I can feel the walls of my vagina stretch with each thrust.

He’s going to split me in half!

I look up at the man who has torn my virginity to shreds, who is attempting to breed my 18-year-old body. He smiles at me, but it is a sinister smile, the smile of a man in complete control. He grabs hold of the chain connecting my nipple clamps and yanks it. I scream into the gag as the clamps are pulled off my swollen nipples, causing a flood of milk to flow out of my breasts.

“Look at you.” Dr. Rook’s eyes narrow, and his face is flushed. “Your body is beautiful. It’s meant to be milked and bred. You can feel it, can’t you?” He thrusts deeper, harder, and I cannot hold in the moans even though I am gagged. “I’m going to fuck you, breed you, use you until you are nothing but a babymaking slave, Michelle. You’re mine now, you understand that?”

“MMMH!” I struggle against my bonds as he begins pounding me harder and faster, and the pleasure builds as his cock penetrates me deeper. I can feel his cock pounding against the walls of my pussy, and the sensation of being filled is overwhelming.

He leans down to kiss me on the forehead. “You’re taking my cock so well,” he groans. “You’re a good little hucow, aren’t you?”

“Mmmmmh! Mmmm!” I cry out, struggling to breathe as his cock slams into me over and over again. The straps squeak as my body fights the restraints, and the tight leather collar presses hard against my throat. I can barely move, barely even breathe, and my breasts bounce up and down in rhythm with Dr. Rook’s thrusts. I am nothing but a toy, a receptacle for his seed.

I love it. I should hate being tied up like this, hate having such a large cock as my first, hate the pain it is causing me, but it all seems fitting somehow. Like I deserve the pain.

But the pleasure is a nice bonus, too. The rational part of my brain knows that I should not be able to come from this, it is too violent, but my condition has altered my body to such an extreme extent that it soon erupts in a loud, pain-driven orgasm. My pussy clenches hard around his cock, and the convulsions cause Dr. Rook to grunt loudly. The waves of intense, overwhelming pleasure are so powerful that I fear that I will pass out.

But Dr. Rook does not stop fucking me.

“MMMH!” I scream, the orgasm turning my mind to mush, and I can feel his cock throbbing inside me, going harder and deeper as pleasure turns into discomfort. It becomes too much, and I am about to pass out when Dr. Rook grunts and his cock explodes deep inside me. A flood of his hot semen fills me up, and I can feel it oozing out of my pussy as he keeps thrusting. The thick, warm liquid drips down my thighs, and let out a sigh of humiliation and relief.

I am not quite sure how to feel. I just lost my virginity, and the only thing I can feel is the pain and the discomfort, and the sticky mess between my legs. Dr. Rook is breathing heavily, and his eyes are glazed over with lust. He pulls out of me and smirks at the mess he has made of my pussy.

“A decent start,” he says as he puts his clothes back on. Something about his demeanor seems different now. He removes my gag. “I’ll put you on the schedule a week from now. Until then, I think it’s best if you abstain from masturbating.”

“But ... doctor ... I ... I’m not sure I can ...”

He stares at me. “That’s a shame. We’ll have to help you with that. One week in chastity and extra punishment sessions might help.”

Extra punishment? Chastity? The high of pain and pleasure I just experienced seems distant as reality comes crashing down on me. I watch in horror as the doctor leaves for a minute before returning with a chastity belt made from stainless steel.

“No, please! I need to be able to touch myself!”

The doctor removes a few of the straps holding me to make room for the chastity belt. He locks the steel belt around my waist and pulls the other part of the belt up between my legs.

“Your pussy is still getting used to this,” he says with a wry smile. “We should probably make sure it remains stretched.” He finds a large, thick dildo and pushes it deep inside my pussy. I squeal and whimper as it stretches me just as much as his cock did, and I begin sobbing when he locks the final part of the chastity belt, ensuring that I cannot remove the dildo. “There, that’s better. A perfect way to keep my seed where it belongs.”

“Doctor, please ...”

“Shut up.” Dr. Rook stands up, and the soothing smile that has calmed me in the past is gone. “I can think up far worse punishments than this. Don’t test me.” He puts his white coat on and begins removing the rest of the straps holding me. “Now, let’s get you to your cell.”

***

The week of abstinence is a nightmare. The first few days are not too bad - I am still sore from the violent deflowering, so not having the urge to masturbate is a relief. But on day four, the need returns, and it is impossible to satisfy. I am once again collared, handcuffed, and leg cuffed, but the chastity belt means that I have no way of enjoying the relative freedom afforded by my restraints. I whimper and curse as I claw at the chastity belt, and every movement, every breath causes the dildo to move slightly inside me, making it all worse. The pain in my breasts is excruciating, and I have to be milked three times a day by a mean-looking orderly who is not gentle in the slightest. After being milked, the need to come is so strong that I find myself begging the orderly, but he just laughs and leaves. He does not even touch me sexually. I have not experienced any sort of sexual contact since being fucked by Dr. Rook, and I am left aching, needy, and desperate.

Only the punishment sessions break the monotony since I have not been allowed into the common area for a week. The whippings are more severe now, but my body is so starved for attention that it finds some pleasure in the brutality. The whippings are administered by orderlies, though, and I cannot help but wonder why I no longer get to see Dr. Rook.

At least I get the chance to ask the question when a new person opens my cell door roughly a week after my intense session with Dr. Rook.

“Good morning, Michelle.” Dr. Trask looks imposing in the narrow doorway to my cell. He attempts a smile, but there is no kindness to be seen. “I will be administering your punishment today.” He unlocks my collar chain from the wall and pulls at it harder than any orderly or Dr. Rook has ever done, causing me to trip and scrape my knees. “Follow me.”

“Where ... where is Dr. Rook?” I ask as I get back on my feet.

“Around. He has other patients, too.” Dr. Trask does not try to match his speed to mine, and I trip several times as my shackled legs try to keep up. “Don’t get too attached to him. To anyone.”

He leads me into a room I have not seen before. Just like the room with the gynecologist chair, it looks suspiciously like a normal doctor’s office, but once again, one device seems out of place. It looks almost harmless, a stool with a vice-like device on the front of it. Trask handcuffs my hands behind my back and pulls the chain to my collar through a small hole at the top of the contraption. He pulls it tight, forcing me to sit down on the stool while my breasts are pushed through the vice. He locks the chain in place, ensuring that I cannot move my head before he tightens the vice. It reminds me of the milking machine I tried on my first day.

“The pain will come soon enough, Michelle,” Dr. Trask says. His deep voice is business-like and calm. “I am running a study to determine whether the condition all of our patients are suffering from has the side effect of making the patients more submissive. To that end, I’m going to be asking you a few questions.”

I wince, unable to move. The collar is pressing against my chin, and my back is arched in an unpleasant way.

Dr. Trask lets his rough hands run across my helpless breasts. “”You have a very nice pair of udders,” he says, and the tone of his voice makes my body feel cold. “They’re aching to be milked, aren’t they?”

“Yes, Sir,” I mumble. I hate that it is true, and I hate the fact that I enjoy the pain. My body has been changing for months, and I am no longer sure that I am the same person I used to be.

“Good girl.” He smiles at me. His cold eyes have no warmth and my body trembles in his presence. “I want you to tell me the truth. Do you like being tied up?”

“No, Sir,” I mumble. “It hurts. It’s scary. I ...”

The doctor interrupts me by grabbing hold of my nipples and squeezing. I scream in pain, unable to pull back. The sound is ear-shattering, and I feel my breasts explode in pain.

“Tell the truth, Michelle,” the doctor says. “Do you like being tied up?”

I cannot breathe. “I ... yes! Yes, Sir! I love it!” The admission feels like a defeat. I have always been a good girl, I should not be turned on by such things. It feels wrong, and I cannot help but tear up as Dr. Trask lets go of my breasts. “I’m so sorry ... I ...”

“Honesty is good.” Dr. Trask writes something on a piece of paper. “Let us continue.” He grabs my breasts and squeezes again, causing me to scream. “Do you like being in pain?”

“No, I ...” The doctor’s hands squeeze tighter, and I scream louder. “Yes, yes! I’m so sorry! I can’t help it!”

“Do you like being whipped?”

“Yes!” I cry out in pain. “Please, I can’t take this ...”

His face betrays no emotion as he watches me break down. I keep begging him to stop, but I only do it to keep a painful realization from taking over. I do not want to face the reality that I want him to do far worse to me.

“Michelle ... do you want to just be a fertile hucow slave, used and abused for pleasure and breeding?” The question is not like the others, and it is as if the cold, harsh man has stared into my soul and seen what I am struggling with.

The tears will not stop coming. “Yes ... yes, Dr. Trask.”

“Very good.” He lets go of my breasts and begins writing. “It is rare for patients to reach this point so early in their treatment. Now ... do you want me to fuck you?”

I nod as much as the collar will allow. My nipples might be on fire, but I am desperate to have the dildo inside me replaced by a real cock. “Please ...”

“I just wanted to know. Maybe I’ll find room in my schedule for you soon.” He stands up and grabs a thick cane from the table. “And now, the actual punishment.”

Wait, the nipple torture was not the punishment?

The cane hits my back with a snap, and I scream. Dr. Trask is brutal, and his swings are hard. I lose count after twenty lashes, and the pain makes me see red. But my pussy is aching, and I reluctantly moan in pleasure in between the screams of pain. I do not think anything can hurt more than this until he moves to the front of me and tightens the vice, ensuring that the skin on my breasts is as tight as possible. Tight and sensitive.

“No ... no, please, I ... AAAAAAAH!” I scream as the cane hits my breast with a loud thwack. “NOOOO! PLEASE, NO! NOOOOOO!”

The doctor ignores me. The cane hits my other breast, and the pain is blinding. I scream and cry, but Dr. Trask is not deterred. The cane strikes over and over, milk spewing with every hit, and my breasts are soon covered in welts. I have never felt anything this painful in my life, but even now, my body coaxes pleasure from the torture. I should be pleased that this is the case, but I do not recognize my body and its responses anymore. It terrifies me.

The whipping of my breasts seems to go on for hours, but when Dr. Trask is satisfied, the welts are so thick that they overlap. The pain is all-consuming, and I cannot imagine how I will survive being milked.

“That will do for today,” Dr. Trask says and puts away the cane. He unlocks the vice and the collar chain. I scream as the release causes a surge of pain to explode from my nipples, and I fall to my knees, sobbing. “I will add to your journal that your breasts should be caned at least once a week.”

I have no energy left to protest. I stare at the giant, sagging boobs hanging beneath me, black and blue from the torture as the milk that drips from them mix with my tears on the floor as well as a few drops of blood.

I am a hucow slave. I admitted as much. A few weeks ago, being treated like this would have made me feel violated, but now ... I just feel like it is what I deserve.

What I need.

The dildo rubs against the walls of my pussy, and even now, broken and battered, all I want is to be fucked. The chastity belt chafes against my thighs as Dr. Trask pulls me to my feet. I do not know why, but the fact that he has not fucked me, despite me begging for it, fills me with a sense of shame. I do not understand why, but I cannot stand that I have been denied the one thing that I need more than anything. He leads me out of the room and back to my cell, and I am not able to hold back my sobs. I want him to throw me on the ground and fuck me, to fill me with his seed, but instead, he chains my collar to the wall and leaves. I sink to my knees, my breasts so sore that they make me cry out when they slap against my thighs, and the tears keep coming.

It is only after a while that I realize that Trask did not move my handcuffs to the front.

***

I am barely able to sleep, but I do not know how long I have been out when I wake up to the sound of my cell door opening. I look up and see Dr. Rook standing in the doorway. I cannot help but smile, but he does not smile back.

“Dr. Rook? Is everything okay?” I ask as I sit up. My breasts feel like I have been kicked in the chest over and over.

“It’s time for another session,” he says, ignoring my question. He seems disinterested and cruel as he pulls me out of the cell.

We are going somewhere I have never been before. Dr. Rook leads me to a room filled with a variety of tools and devices, some of which I recognize, and some of which I do not. There are gags, whips, and canes, but there are also strange-looking metal objects and devices that remind me of torture implements.

“Please ... I’m sorry,” I say, not even sure what I am apologizing for. “Please, I’ll be a good girl.”

“Be quiet,” Dr. Rook snaps. His voice is cold, and I cannot help but flinch as he pulls at my chain.

He leads me over to a strange device in the corner of the room. I vaguely recall seeing something similar in movies, mostly those set in medieval times.

“A pillory?” I ask. The thought of being locked in this contraption bent over and unable to move, fills me with dread. And lust.

“Correct.” Dr. Rook’s voice is still emotionless. He unlocks my handcuffs, grabs my arms, and forces me down. I whimper as the heavy wood is pushed against my throat. “An effective tool for hucow control.”

The top part of the pillory slams shut, and Dr. Rook locks it, ensuring that I cannot stand up. I can only stare ahead, my neck locked into place. I try to pull away, but the pillory is solid, and I can only move a tiny bit. The feeling of being trapped is oddly comforting, but at the same time, terrifying.

“MMmmmmh ...!” I whimper and groan as I feel his hand caressing my buttocks. My entire body trembles when he unlocks the chastity belt and I hear the steel fall to the ground. He takes hold of the dildo and pulls it in and out of me a few times. It feels so good, but it also makes the need to come a thousand times worse. My pussy is gaping, clenching, and dripping. He drops the dildo on the floor and kicks it away, leaving me empty. The void left behind feels worse than the chastity belt.

I wait for him to finger me, to do anything. But instead, he appears in front of me with his giant, hard cock in his hand. I am desperate, I need it inside me, but he pushes it against my lips instead.

“Suck.”

I do as I am told. I have never sucked cock before, and I am unsure what to do. But the need to satisfy him is too strong, so I open wide and take his entire length inside my mouth. I struggle to breathe, but the taste of his cock is amazing. His balls slap against my face, and I can feel his precum leaking into my mouth.

Dr. Rook grabs hold of my head, and I relax, letting him use my mouth and throat. It is painful, but I have all but accepted what I am by now. A tool. His tool. He does not owe me smiles or compliments.

He pulls the saliva-drenched cock out of my mouth and moves behind me. I can hear him stroke his cock while I am unable to move, bent over and restrained, and I can barely contain my excitement.

“Please ... fuck me,” I beg him. I need it so badly that it is almost impossible to think about anything else. I know I might be punished for speaking, but I cannot stop myself. “I need it ... I need you inside me ... please ...!”

He does not speak, but I can hear him step behind me. The tip of his cock presses against my pussy, and I moan as he begins pushing it inside. It is a slow, agonizing process, and I can feel every inch of his thick cock stretching me. I gasp for air as he fills me up, and when he is all the way inside, I can barely breathe. He pulls out until only the tip remains, and then thrusts back in, hard. The force of his thrust sends shivers down my spine, and my entire body shakes as he pounds into me. The pillory creaks and complains, and I briefly wonder if his violent thrusts will cause its stand to break, even though it is bolted to the floor.

“Your pussy is mine,” he grunts. “I will use you whenever I want to. You are nothing but my slave. Do you understand?”

“Yes ... yes, Doctor!” I moan, barely able to form the words. The pleasure is overwhelming, and the pain only makes it more intense. My mind is foggy and confused, and I no longer care about anything but the cock slamming into me. “I’m yours! Use me ...!”

Dr. Rook laughs, and his cock slams into me again. I scream as I feel him bottom out inside me, and he holds me there for a second before pulling back out. He does it again, and again, and my pussy stretches and gives way with each thrust. I can feel my orgasm approaching, and I try to fight it, but it is useless. I cannot control it anymore, and the pleasure is too much. I scream as the first wave of pleasure hits me, and my pussy clenches down around the thick cock inside me. Dr. Rook grunts and his thrusts become even more brutal.

He wanted me to come.

He wanted me to come so this would all become far more painful and uncomfortable.

I whimper and moan, struggling against the pillory as I am being fucked. I am far more sensitive now that the orgasm has subsided, and though my body tries, it is unable to find any pleasure in this. All I can feel is the pain, the humiliation, and the shame. I am no longer sure if I like what is happening, or if I want it to stop, but I know it is not up to me, and there is a weird sense of liberation in that fact. My body belongs to Dr. Rook, and I cannot fight that.

“Please ...” I sob. “Please ... no more ...”

Dr. Rook ignores my pleas. His hands grab hold of my hips, and he begins to pound away, harder and faster. I scream in agony, and the pillory creaks as my body shakes. I can feel the tears running down my face, and my entire body is shaking, but I cannot do anything but take it. It is too painful to find any pleasure in it now. All I want is for him to stop.

Dr. Rook slaps my buttocks, causing me to cry out, and then slaps them again. The pain is incredible, and it only adds to the pain in my pussy.

He finally pushes in deep and groans as he comes inside me. I feel dirty and used, but at the same time, I cannot deny that I enjoyed losing control in a twisted way. Dr. Rook does not pull out of me right away. He stays inside me, panting, dominating my body with his cock, and I can feel his cum dripping down my thighs.

I am left bent over and restrained for a while after he pulls out. He is standing in front of me again, and I see that his cock is still rock-hard.

“You’re not done,” Dr. Rook says, and I groan as his cock pushes against my mouth again. I am too tired to resist, and I take it in my mouth, the taste of cum, sweat, and my pussy filling my senses.

When I have licked it clean, he pulls out.

And leaves.

***

The next day, I am allowed back into the common room. For a few weeks, I feel like the doctors have stopped caring about me, that I am no longer an interesting case. The orderlies still carry out my punishments with ruthless efficiency, and Dr. Rook still fucks me once a week, but it is turning into a sort of twisted routine.

At least I no longer wear a chastity belt. I only get to be outside my cell a few hours a day, and I spend a worrying amount of the time in my cell masturbating. I cannot help it. My condition is worsening, I can tell, but it means that my touch is far more pleasurable than ever before. It is addicting.

But I do not mind the routine. I have stopped thinking about my life before, and I am starting to accept my new reality. I have always been shy and insecure, and being told what to do and how to think is ... freeing, in a way.

But the routine is soon broken.

I know something is wrong the moment Dr. Trask and Dr. Rook approach me in the common room.

“Michelle ...” Dr. Rook says with a grim face. “You’ve been masturbating. A lot.”

”I ... what?” I keep forgetting about the cameras.

“Normally, we are somewhat lenient with new hucows, but your ... needs ... seem to be excessive.”

I feel the tears well up in my eyes. Even now, I am tempted to rub my clit. “I can’t help it,” I mumble. “Please ... don’t put the chastity belt back on me.”

Dr. Trask shakes his head. “No, that doesn’t teach you self-control. We have something else in mind.” He grabs my arm and pulls me to my feet. “We want you where we can see you. Where everyone can see you. Hopefully, that will prevent you from touching yourself.”

They lead me to the other end of the conservatory, where the glass ceiling is several stories above the ground. It is a magnificent part of the room, filled with light, but something has been added to the steel rafters above that was not there before.

“We’ll start with ten hours, then we’ll see.” Trask presses a button on a remote, causing a steel cage to lower from above.

I stare at the steel-barred cage. It is tall and wide, just big enough for a person to stand in there, but not move. They push me inside and lock my collar chain to the top of the cage. Trask cannot help but smile as he makes sure that I need to stand on my toes to keep from choking.

He knows choking turns me on. He wants to make it more difficult than it already is.

They could have cuffed my hands behind my back to keep me from touching myself. But instead, they close the with my hands cuffed in front of my pussy and clit. The steel bars press against my body from all sides, and my breasts have to stick out between them - they will not fit inside.

“Remember ... no masturbating,” Dr. Rook says with a smile. A sadistic, playful smile. He is enjoying this.

I squeal when the cage rises. And rises. Soon, I am far above the marble floor. The other hucows look up at me, and I am already sweating from the heat. The cage sways from side to side with an ominous, metallic sound.

The cage stops rising when I am near the top of the conservatory. The glass ceiling is so close that I can almost touch it, and the view of the lake is beautiful. I am suspended from the rafters by a steel wire, and I cannot help but whimper as the cage swings from side to side. Even the smallest movement causes the cage to move.

The two doctors leave the conservatory. I try to relax, but I have to stand on my toes, and every drop of my willpower is spent trying to stem the flood of arousal threatening to overwhelm me. The choking. The restraints. The feel of steel pressing against me on all sides. It is too much to bear. My body craves release, my nipples are erect, and my pussy is dripping.

I have to touch myself. The need is overpowering. I grab hold of the bars and force myself to think of something else. Anything else. But my body is not listening to my brain.

I cannot take it. I cannot bear the need. It is too much.

I move my cuffed hands into a good position and rub my clit.

It is like a dam breaks. The pleasure is instant and intense, and I cannot stop. I gasp for air and rub harder, faster, losing myself in the pleasure. I am so close to coming, so close ...

But then I remember where I am. I stop and pull my hands away, and look down at the people in the conservatory below. Some of them are staring at me, and they all see what I am doing. I am too ashamed to continue, but the need is still there, and it will not go away.

Again and again, I give in to temptation. Shame grips my body, but it is unable to push away the lust that now controls me. The uncomfortable position means that I struggle to come, but it does not prevent me from trying. I am sweating and panting, and my legs are shaking.

Ten hours pass, and I have not come once. The cage is lowered, and the orderlies pull me out of it. I am so exhausted that I am unable to stand. Dr. Marcellus and Dr. Trask stand before me, their arms crossed, their faces a mix of disappointment and amusement.

“Do you think it’s because she’s so young?” Dr. Marcellus asks and scratches his beard.

Dr. Trask shrugs. “Maybe. We’ve never had an 18-year-old in here before. Look at her clit, it is swollen and raw. She can’t help herself.”

I look up at them. “Please ... I beg you. F... fuck me.”

Dr. Marcellus chuckles. “Maybe we should.” He looks at Trask. “The pain and Dr. Rook’s session haven’t shocked her system the way we hoped. Maybe ...”

“… maybe it takes more than one person.” Dr. Trask grunts. “It can’t hurt to try. She has a high pain tolerance, it could be fun.” He looks at the orderlies. “Put her in a straitjacket, guys. Then take her to room 212. You know how I want her.”

Well ... this is new ...

Another room I have not been in before. No windows here, no calming view of lakes and woods. I know instinctually that this is Dr. Trask’s room. It has the same vibe of cold cruelty. The two orderlies could have just chained me to the wall while I waited for the two doctors to arrive, but no. Instead, they have suspended me from the ceiling using a dozen chains. Most of them have been attached to rings on the back of the straitjacket, one is locked to my steel collar, and a few have been used to keep my legs spread. My knees are bent, essentially leaving me in a sort of hogtie, but the doctors have full access to my starving pussy.

And my breasts. The orderlies opened the front of the straitjacket, and my poor udders are now hanging freely beneath me. It is a new position for me, hanging like this, and I am surprised to find that I enjoy it immensely. The pressure on my neck is a bit severe, but I have grown to like that, and knowing that I will be fucked soon is titillating. I cannot wait.

But the wait is long. At least an hour passes and the position I am in becomes far more uncomfortable. I have been aroused for what feels like ages, and the pain is doing little to calm me.

”I think we’re ready to begin.” Dr. Marcellus enters the room first, naked. His smile is the kind that makes my stomach twist, a mix of amusement and cruelty. I look down and see that his cock is semi-hard, and it is quite large. “Are you ready for us?”

“Y ... yes, Sir,” I stammer. “Please, I need this so badly.” Michelle Salem. Honor student, girl scout, and now begging hucow slut. How the mighty have fallen.

“I bet you do.” He chuckles as he walks up to me. “But don’t worry, we’ll make sure that you’re comfortable and satisfied. Well … satisfied, mainly.”

Trask appears behind him. He is naked too, and his cock is a sight to behold. He is at least a few inches longer than Marcellus, and the girth is far greater. I am suddenly very nervous, wondering if my pussy can even accommodate such a beast.

“Let’s begin,” he says as if they are about to perform surgery, not double-team a teenager. “Feel free to begin, Jason.”

Marcellus does not waste time. He grabs hold of my buttocks and slams his cock inside me. I gasp, the pain is intense, but at the same time, I have never felt anything better. My pussy clenches around his thick cock, and my mind is flooded with a mix of pleasure and pain, just like the good doctor intended.

“You’re so tight,” Marcellus says, and I can hear that he’s gritting his teeth. He pulls out of me before slamming his cock inside me again, and I scream with pleasure. “It’s like you’ve never had sex before.”

“I ... I have ... only had sex with Dr. Rook,” I groan, unable to think straight. The chains holding me in place rattle as Marcellus begins pounding into me, and the pain in my neck only makes it more intense. My breasts are bouncing, milk squirting from my erect nipples, and my entire body is trembling as I’m fucked. Marcellus is not as big as Trask, but his cock is still big enough to stretch me in a way I have never felt before, and I can tell that he is not going easy on me.

Trask has no intention of just standing by, though. He grabs hold of my hair and pulls me into his groin. I can’t resist, not that I would have wanted to, and my mouth opens as his massive cock is pushed against my lips. I am not prepared for this. The size of Trask’s cock is overwhelming, and it stretches my jaw to the breaking point. I gag as the head of his cock hits the back of my throat, and I choke as he pushes himself deeper into my mouth.

I am being spit-roasted by the two doctors. The feeling of being helpless and used is intoxicating, and my moans and screams join the rattling chains in a beautiful choir. My body is on fire, and the pleasure is so intense that I can barely breathe.

“Don’t waste your seed in her mouth, Peter,” Dr. Marcellus says behind me. I can hear the smile in his voice.

Trask grunts. “I wouldn’t dream of it. Just getting warmed up.” He pulls out of me and slaps my cheek hard. He grabs a cane from the wall and walks around me. “The little slut likes pain, doesn’t she?”

He strikes my ass with the cane, causing me to cry out. The pain is excruciating, but I cannot deny that I love it. The pain is so intense, but it also feels so good.

Marcellus continues pounding my pussy, his cock so big that it hurts every time he slams into me. Trask gives me ass a few more whacks before crouching and moving his attention toward my helpless breasts. The cane hits my sensitive, swollen udders again and again, and the blinding pain makes me cry and sob.

“Oh, I do enjoy torturing udders like these,” Trask says, and I believe him. Something about his cruel demeanor tells me that he enjoys few things in life apart from torturing restrained patients. And I am oddly okay with that.

“No, NO!” I cry when he finds a pair of mean-looking nipple clamps with spikes on the inside and clips them onto my nipples. I can feel the spikes dig into my sensitive flesh, and the intense, stinging pain explodes when Trask adds weights to the chain connecting the clamps.

Marcellus laughs. “God, you’re such a sadist, Peter.” He pushes in deep with a groan and grabs a handful of my hair. “You love the way we’re using you, don’t you, slut?”

“Yes ... yes, Doctor ...” I whimper. I cannot lie. I am aching, I am in pain, and the pleasure is intoxicating. The collar feels tighter now that he is pulling my head back, and my vision becomes hazy just as the orgasm grabs hold of me. The world becomes a blur, and I can no longer think. The only thing that matters is the pleasure, the pain, and the need to be filled and used.

The orgasm is so intense that I cannot breathe. My entire body shakes, and I scream until there is no air left in my lungs. The orgasm seems to last forever, and I can’t tell where the pleasure ends and the pain begins. I know that Marcellus comes at some point while my body is spasming, I can feel his cum inside me, but I have not registered when it happened.

I do register when Trask takes over, however. The cock that pushes inside me after Marcellus pulls out is even thicker, and I can feel the difference immediately.

“Oooooh, FUCK!” I scream as he slams into me, and the pain is so intense that I feel like I’m going to die. My body is struggling to adjust, and the fact that he is so big only makes it worse. He grabs my hips and pulls me towards him, and I can feel his cock stretching me even further. The sensation is too much for me to bear.

“Please ... please ... it’s too much ... please ... stop!” I beg him, but I do not want him to. My body is protesting, but my mind is not. I have never been pushed this far before, and I can feel my mind being altered, changed, broken with every thrust.

Trask just grunts and slams into me harder. He is not gentle, his thrusts are brutal, and I can’t take it. But the worst part is that I am enjoying every moment of it. The pain is excruciating, but it also feels so good. I love being fucked like this, I love being used, and I love the feeling of being helpless and vulnerable. My pussy is too battered to deliver any pleasure from the experience, but my broken mind converts the pain and humiliation into arousal on its own.

“Such a good little hucow,” Marcellus says, stroking my hair. “Such a good little slut.” He slaps my face. “You’re never going to leave here, you realize that, right? And you don’t want to.”

I want to scream at him that he is right, but Trask’s violent pounding does not allow me to speak. My voice is reduced to a moan, and the sound of my screams fills the room. I have never been fucked so hard or so ruthlessly, and I know that I will not be able to take much more of this. The pain is too much, and the pleasure is too intense.

Trask’s thrusts are becoming more erratic, and his breathing is labored. I can feel him slam into me harder, and I know that he is about to come.

He grabs my hair and pulls me into him as he slams into me one final time. I cry as I feel him come deep inside me, emptying himself. The amount of cum is immense, and it fills me up completely. It is like he’s been saving up for weeks.

He grunts as he pulls out, and I feel his cum leaking out of me, dripping onto the floor where a huge pool of milk already lies. I am a mess of sweat, cum, and tears.

“Th... thank you,” I say in a raspy voice not quite my own. I am unable to stop crying, my body is broken and bruised, but I feel fulfilled and grateful.

“I’ve never seen a hucow break this fast,” Trask says and removes the nipple clamps. “I’m sure Dr. Rook wants to keep her as his own, but I may have to fight him on that.”

Dr. Marcellus chuckles. “We’ll have new patients coming in soon, Dr. Riordan mailed me earlier. She says the one you requested is nearing her breaking point and should be ready to be committed within a few weeks.”

My mind is too exhausted to fully register what the two are saying. I am just a miserable, worthless hucow slave swaying gently back and forth while every part of my body screams in pain.

“Scarlet is asking questions,” Marcellus says and opens the door.

“Do you want me to ...?” Trask asks, but I do not hear the answer before the door closes behind the two men.

Nor do I care. I hang there for another hour before two orderlies take me down and escort me to my cell. For the first time in weeks, I have no desire to touch myself as I lie down on my uncomfortable bed. I just close my eyes and smile as the mixed cum from the two doctors still seeps out of my tortured pussy.

Tomorrow is another day at the hucow asylum. The only place I belong now.

The story of the Hucow Asylum is continued in part 2

[image: Et billede, der indeholder tekst, plakat, bog, Ansigt  Automatisk genereret beskrivelse]


[image: ]

The Fertile Hucow College

Sara is given a full scholarship to the prestigious Felton College and joins Upsilon Delta – a sorority reserved for fertile hucow slaves.

The Hucow Slaves

Alicia signs up to become a hucow slave to get away from the heartbreak and responsibilities in her life. But she gets more than she bargained for. Much more.

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.
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Thank you for reading. If you are interested in reading even more steamy BDSM stories, but without the hucow/fertile 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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