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The now-familiar smell of sweat, dust, and hay assaulted Kate’s nostrils as she stared through the steel bars above her. The bed was hard, and the worn springs dug into her back, worsened by the added weight from Reese’s muscular body pressing her down. The distant screams from tortured women had become part of the background noise at the horrible farm where Kate had been sent to spend the rest of her life as a hucow, and she had become adept at tuning them out. She had been chained to the uncomfortable bed for half a day now, and even though her wrists and ankles were sore from the sharp cuffs digging into her skin, it could be worse.

At least it’s not a cramped cage, Kate thought and tried to focus on the sensation of Reese’s massive cock inside her pussy and his soft lips on her engorged breast. Kate felt relieved as the milk flowed into Reese’s mouth. He often did it this way, feeding off her while he used her as his toy, his pet.

His slave.

A muted, whimpering moan made Kate turn her head and look at her friend Alice, who was standing next to the bed, forced by Reese to witness as he fucked Kate hard. Kate had volunteered to be Reese’s plaything, hoping that it would get her access to his boss, Michael Turner, the man who could help Kate get to the palace of The Glorious Leader to find her mother. But she had not seen Mr. Turner since her arrival at the farm, and Reese had chosen to often involve Alice in his inventive scenes of torture and sex.

Alice did not seem to mind at this moment, though. Reese often ordered her to masturbate while watching Kate being whipped, caned, or fucked. Alice’s shackles rattled as her feeble moans squeezed past the large ball gag in her mouth. Her massive breasts were drenched in her drool, her green eyes glowing with a mix of lust and shame.

I know the feeling, Kate thought and closed her eyes. Reese was a man of stamina, and after a few weeks at the farm, Kate’s pussy had adjusted to his massive cock. She barely felt any pain anymore when he entered her, and she hated that she had built an insatiable thirst for his cock, his attention, and even his sadistic tortures.

Kate bit her lip. She could feel the orgasm coming, and she knew from experience that Reese hated when she came first. Orgasms were a rare reward, one reluctantly given by the cruel master.

“Master … Master Reese …” Kate could barely form sentences; her body was busy being ravaged by the jolts of intense lust spreading from her pussy and nipple. “Can I … can I come?”

Reese did not answer. He kept sucking her tit with rigorous fervor.

That’s a no.

Kate could not hold it forever, and she knew that Reese was not close yet. She had to hide it as best as she could. She clenched her jaw and grabbed hold of the chain keeping her handcuffs locked to the bed frame above her head. As the ecstasy tore through her, bringing her a rare moment of intense joy and pleasure in the painful chaos of her hucow life, all she wanted was to scream.

I hate that it feels so good … Kate hoped that Reese was distracted by her tight pussy. He did not say anything; he rarely did. Only short, precise orders left his lips, and Kate often wondered if he even enjoyed their daily fucks and torture sessions. I shouldn’t care. I hate him. The words sounded hollow in her mind.

Kate missed conversations. Since she had submitted to Reese, he had kept her away from the other hucows, locked in small cages or chained to the wall in small, damp cells. Whenever she saw Alice, some form of gag prevented her friend from talking.

Fuck, he just keeps going. Kate’s pussy was starting to feel raw, but she could not deny that it was an intoxicating experience. Even the sensation of Reese’s warm cum filling her as he pushed himself deep inside her had started to feel good. And she hated that it did.

Reese groaned and pulled out without a hint of affection or gratitude. “There.”

‘There’? Talk dirty to me …

The cruel officer put on his black uniform and corrected a few loose strands of the thick brown hair with a sigh. “Don’t think I didn’t notice your disobedience,” he said without looking at Kate. Alice stopped her masturbating and sent Kate a concerned glance. Reese checked his watch and clicked his tongue. “Hmm … I have to go.” He grabbed a ball gag from a table and a brutal-looking, nine-tailed whip from the wall nearby. The entire room was filled with restraints and instruments of torture. “I don’t have time to punish you myself.” He handed the whip and gag to Alice. “Gag her, then give her breasts and pussy twenty lashes each. As hard as you can. You know I can tell if you hold back.” Reese pointed at a heavy chain hanging from the ceiling nearby. “Afterward, you take a padlock and lock your shackles to the chain until I’m back. And no talking.”

Reese left the two women in each other’s company. Alice stared at the whip and gag in her hands with a concerned frown. Kate had no desire to be whipped, but she suspected that Reese had cameras in the room.

Kate looked at the worried Alice with a tired smile and nodded. She had to tell her friend that it was okay, that it was no big thing.

Alice sighed and leaned in over Kate. The cold chain from her shackles landed on Kate’s breasts and sent a chill through her body as Alice pushed the huge ball gag into her mouth and tightened the strap behind her head. Kate hated ball gags; they made her jaw hurt, and the uncontrollable drooling was humiliating. Alice gently caressed Kate’s breasts, causing her to moan and soak in the welcome gesture of affection. The soft fingers traveled across the tight skin of Kate’s right breast, the one Reese had not fed from, and she was grateful when Alice milked her, risking Reese’s wrath just to offer her friend a little relief.

Kate felt the milk hit her naked, cold body. How had her life come to this? The uneventful, peaceful existence in the small village seemed like another life, a distant past that she could never revisit. She wondered if her father and sister were still alive and if her mother suffered as Kate did.

She sent Alice a thankful nod when her breast stopped hurting and braced herself for what came next. Alice grabbed hold of the whip and poured all the strength the slender body could muster into each lash. The red-haired girl had to hold her shackle chain with the other hand to give herself room to swing the whip, and Kate had to admit that she had excellent technique.

“HNNNGH!” Kate’s screams were muffled by the gag as she counted the lashes in her head. Milk squirted from her breast when the whip hit her just right, and she could tell from her wincing that Alice found no pleasure in punishing Kate.

Well … it was … 14 … a great orgasm … 15 …

When the leather tethers left her bruised breasts and started thrashing Kate’s exposed pussy, the pain was blinding. She saw white spots in front of her eyes as the leather kissed the sensitive areas between her legs. She could not close them; her ankles were cuffed to the bedposts, leaving her vulnerable to the onslaught.

After the twenty final lashes, Kate was a sobbing mess. Alice sent her an apologetic look. She looked around her, checking to see if any guards stood outside the steel-barred window leading out to the main hall of the giant barn, before lubricating two fingers with the drool hanging from her gag. She leaned in and rubbed Kate’s clit a few times, likely as a form of apology.

Kate welcomed the gesture, but it could not distract her from the searing pain in her pussy. She knew from experience that it would linger for a while.

A few moments later, Alice grabbed a padlock from the table nearby and carried out the last part of Reese’s order. She raised her hands above her head and locked the middle of the chain connecting her shackled to the heavy chain hanging from the ceiling. Both of them were now helpless, unable to move until Reese returned.

Kate looked at her friend. Dark circles had appeared beneath her eyes, and the smile that had always seemed permanently etched on the friendly, freckled face was long gone, swallowed by the hopeless surroundings and the jaw-straining ball gag. Alice closed her eyes and leaned her head against the inside of her arm; despite the tiring position, it looked like she was tired enough to sleep standing up. Kate decided to follow her example, and despite her burning pussy, she managed to fall into a restless sleep.

Alice and Kate ended up spending three hours shackled in the unpleasant room. Kate could tell that Alice’s arms were hurting badly when Reese finally showed up to let her down, but for Kate, it had been the most relaxed position she had been restrained in for weeks, and she felt surprisingly rested when Reese dragged her out of the room and placed her in a cramped cage. This was nothing out of the ordinary; Alice was usually allowed to return to their stall to be milked and rest after Reese was done with her, but not Kate. She always felt exposed in the cages. The other guards leered at her, and she was forced to watch other hucows being dragged to and from their cruel punishments. The worst was when hucows had stopped producing milk and were being sent to the mines. Everyone knew it was a one-way trip, and the despair and fear were evident in the pale, trembling faces of the broken women.

Two things kept Kate going when her body ached from the uncomfortable positions or a piercing scream from one of her fellow hucows woke her in the night. One was the desperate hope that she could keep Reese’s attention long enough to gain access to his boss, Mr. Turner, and from there find her way to The Glorious Leader where she would hopefully meet her mother – and kill the dictator. It was a foolish hope, predicated on her being a good enough fuck to warrant The Glorious Leader’s attention, but it was easier to believe in a desperate plan than to accept her fate as a hucow.

The second thing keeping Kate going was Reese. Not his personality; he was cold and distant, his body seemed to be a shell that contained nothing more than lust and cruelty. Kate hated him, but she hated herself more. Every time Reese left her hanging from her wrists or suspended in a cramped cage, she wanted nothing more than to escape, but she always felt oddly empty when she was not heavily restricted. She craved his attention, even if it was painful, and more than that, she yearned for his giant cock. The mere thought of it could keep her warm for hours.

He's a means to an end, Kate told herself, and though the mantra helped, it could not quell the disgust at how low she had fallen.

Kate tried to move in the small cage, but it was not easy. Her hands were still cuffed, her ankles restrained, and the only positions possible were lying on her side in a tight fetal position or bent over forward while kneeling. Her breasts were swollen and sore. Reese rarely allowed her to be milked, both as a form of torture and because he wanted to keep the milk to himself, but it had been two days now. Kate was constantly lactating, and the floor of her cage was sticky and smelly at this point. She did not dare milk herself, since guards passed her every few minutes, but the pain was keeping her awake at night.

Has he forgotten me? It was not the prospect of staying in the cage that scared Kate when the thought appeared, but rather the risk that all the punishment she had endured had been for nothing. Reese was her way out, after all.

She noticed a guard looking at her from the other side of the barn. The guards were mostly young men and a few women, all dressed in the same stylish black uniform. He was talking on the phone, and though Kate could not hear what he was saying, his eyes were fixed on her the whole time. When the conversation finished, the guard started walking toward Kate’s cage with determined steps.

Now what? She had no idea what to expect when the guard reached her.

“So you’re the one the others have been prattling about,” he said with a smile. “Typical of Reese to keep the most prime beef for himself.”

Kate replied with a tired smile. She was tempted to make a snarky remark, but she was too exhausted.

“That was Reese on the phone. He is held up … somewhere, and he told me to ‘better get the cow out of her cage’.” He unlocked the cage door and took a step back, waiting for Kate to get out. It was not an elegant exit; the cage was positioned three feet above the floor, and Kate had to scooch forward on her knees without much help from her cuffed hands. Eventually, the guard lost patience and grabbed Kate by the hair, pulling her out of the cage by force.

“Auch!” she said when she hit the hard floor. “That hurt!”

The guard shrugged. “I bet you’d experienced far worse with Reese. Get up, I’m taking you to your stall.”

The simple stall that had seemed like a hellish place when she had first arrived now appeared as beautiful and inviting as a king-sized, soft bed. Alice looked pleasantly surprised when the guard pushed Kate into the small, hay-strewn box and locked her collar to the ring on the wall.

“Aren’t you going to take my hand- and legcuffs off?” Kate asked and nodded towards the restraints.

The guard smiled. “Sorry, Reese didn’t mention those. I guess they’ll have to stay on.” He slammed the door shut and left.

Kate groaned and sat down next to Alice.

“At least your restraints are light,” Alice smirked and rattled the heavy chain connecting her wide steel shackles. “I’ve worn these for weeks now.”

Kate leaned her head against Alice’s shoulder. “They look good on you, sweetie. You’ve always been good at accessorizing.”

“Fuck you.” Alice kissed Kate on the forehead and sighed. “Why’d they allow you to come back?”

“Reese is away, I don’t know for how long.” Kate looked down at her breasts. “Have you been milked yet? My udders hurt like hell.”

Alice shook her head. “Not yet.”

“What, the queen is willing to be milked with the common cattle?” Jessie, the dark-haired girl collared to the opposite wall, stared at Kate with intense, judging eyes. “What a treat for the rest of us.”

Kate felt a growing unease in her stomach. “What are you talking about?”

Jessie bared her teeth in a wolf-like grin. “We haven’t seen you in weeks. Alice tells us you’re Officer Reese’s new favorite.”

Alice snorted. “It’s not like he’s taking her on dates, Jessie. She’s being tortured.”

“And fucked, right?” Jessie crossed her arms and leaned against the wall. “I bet Kate is enjoying that part. Sucking Reese’s giant cock and taking it in the pussy like a good little slut?”

Kate clenched her jaw and tried to ignore the obvious provocation. “He’s raping me, Jessie. No, I’m not enjoying it.” Liar. You beg him for his cock almost every day.

“If you say so.”

The air in the small stall was thick with accusations and resentment, but Kate did not want to escalate the conflict. She was tired and annoyed, mostly at the fact that Jessie had hit the nail on the head. She was enjoying a lot of it, even if she tried to convince herself that it was not the case. Kate stared at the handcuffs and let her finger run over the smooth metal.

What is happening to me?

An hour later, one of the guards opened the stall door and pushed the mobile milking machine inside. Kate had barely had a chance to use the contraption before Reese had caught her in his web, but the other three girls hooked themselves up to it as if it was the most natural thing in the world. Kate had some trouble attaching the vacuum tubes to her breasts due to the handcuffs, but she eventually managed and breathed a sigh of relief when the suction finally granted her the relief she had yearned for.

Jessie’s eyes shot lightning as she stared at Kate over the whirring machine. The vein in her neck was visible above the tight collar, and Kate had a hard time understanding why Jessie was so offended. In an attempt to ignore the angry hucow, Kate instead looked to Alice. Her red-haired friend’s breasts were no smaller than Jessie and Brie’s, but it looked like she still had trouble with her milk flow. Her eyes were teary, and the pitiful amounts of milk flowing through the transparent tubes were nothing compared to what came out of Kate.

“No improvement at all?” Kate said with a concerned frown.

Alice shook her head. “Not really. The milkings hurt a little less, but my breasts are strained all the time. The milk is in there, it just won’t come out.” She bit her lip and closed her eyes to try and suppress the pain, and her hands squeezed the heavy chain connecting her shackles. “Fuck, that stings …”

Kate wanted to comfort her friend, but the handcuffs prevented her from laying an arm around Alice. “I’m sorry I got you into the mess with Reese, Alice.”

Alice smiled. “I volunteered, remember? Besides, I think it’s working; I hate wearing these shackles, but they seem to mark me as Reese’s property. I’ve seen other girls that came here with us get whipped for reduced flow, but the guards have not singled me out yet.” She looked at Kate. “Silver linings …”

The guard returned a few minutes later to turn the machine off, allowing the hucows to remove the vacuum tubes. Jessie managed to send Kate another stinkeye before all four of the hucows once again returned to their miserable, boring existence.

I’m not missing Reese, Kate told herself. He was a sadistic, abusive man with a block of ice where his heart should have been, but after a few days in the stall, she could not help but long for the kiss of his whip or the feel of his cock inside her. She was nothing to him, she knew that, but at least something happened when she was with him. A heavy cloud hung over the four women, crushing their spirits and mood. Conversations were brief, and the monotony was only broken by the milking and meager meals.

The harsh treatment Kate had experienced since she had been taken from the village, first at the hands of David and since Reese, had changed something inside her. She was horny all the time, constantly wet at the thought of being tied up and whipped. She could spend hours staring at her cuffed hands, caressing the steel, imagining Reese’s giant cock inside her and the sweet, stinging pain of his cane. There was no longer any doubt in her mind that she was a masochist, and she masturbated when the other three had fallen asleep to try and relieve the pressure caused by her vivid, lustful imagination.

Kate awoke one morning to the sound of the stall door being unlocked. She looked up to see a grim-faced guard standing in the doorway, staring at her.

“You. The blonde with the huge udders.” He pointed at Kate and stepped inside to unlock her collar from the ring on the wall. “You have a visitor.”

A visitor? Kate was tired and confused as the guard pulled her out of the stall. For a moment, she hoped her mother had found a way to get there, to get her out, but the fragile hope was crushed a moment later when she saw a familiar, unwelcome face smiling at her near the barn’s main gate.

“Ah, the young Miss Bell,” the dark-haired woman said with an overly sweet voice. Evelyn, the doctor who had tricked Kate and her mother into signing away their lives, looked out of place in the crude surroundings with her stylish shirt and skirt combo and immaculate makeup. “I hope you’ve been enjoying your stay.”

“What are you doing here?” Kate asked. An unsettling feeling grew in her stomach.

Evelyn adjusted the tight ponytail and bit her lower lip. “I wanted to come and see you in person. See how my favorite hucow was doing.”

Kate struggled to contain the fiery anger inside her. She wanted to lunge forward and put her hands around Evelyn’s slender neck, watch the life extinguished from the expressive, dark eyes. “It’s not exactly a picnic.”

Evelyn let out a burst of hollow, humorless laughter. “Well, your day is not about to get any better.” She crossed her arms and leaned back against the wall. “Your mother managed to insult The Glorious Leader.”

The words were delivered with remarkable indifference, but they hit Kate hard. She knew what it meant. If either Kate or her mother stepped out of line, the other would be punished.

Hanged.

The collar around Kate’s neck suddenly felt tighter, and she struggled to breathe. She felt like she could pass out. “That means …?”

Evelyn shrugged. “No. I don’t know how she did it, but your mother managed to get back in The Glorious Leader’s good graces, likely using her remarkable talents.” The doctor seemed disappointed that she was not going to watch Kate dangle at the end of a rope. “But you’re going to be punished.”

Kate breathed a sigh of relief. She was no stranger to pain, but the playful smile on Evelyn’s face ensured that the relief did not manage to dissolve the unsettling feeling in her stomach.

“I’m here to administer the punishment.” Evelyn walked up to Kate and grabbed the chain to her collar, pulling her closer. “Not because I have to. Because I want to.”

Kate had never felt hatred this intense, and she had to force herself to stick to the plan. To feign submission, even faced with the woman who had torn her family apart. “I guess we did sign a contract.” Kate bowed her head. “I understand why I need to be punished, Mistress.”

She had to suppress a smile when Evelyn did not answer right away. The woman had seemingly expected resistance and anger, not submission. Kate hoped that it ruined Evelyn’s day.

Evelyn cleared her throat, sounding like someone trying to gather herself and reclaim control. “Interesting. Let us see if you can retain that attitude.”

Evelyn dragged Kate to a part of the barn she had only seen on her first day, to a stall she had hoped to never see again. Part of her wanted to scream, to wrestle the chain to her collar away from Evelyn’s hand and run away. The chilling scream of a tortured woman increased in volume as they approached the thick steel bars surrounding the small room reserved for the most severe punishment a hucow could endure, second only to being hanged.

Evelyn smirked as she saw the blood leave Kate’s face. “I see you know what this place is. I helped design the torture myself, and I’m proud to say that it has been rolled out to every farm in the country.”

You’re sick. Kate clenched her fists and regained her composure. There was no escape from what was to come, and she could only hope that enduring it could aid her in her quest somehow.

The door was opened, and Kate stared in horror at the four tables used to torture hucows. Only one of them was occupied; a woman not much younger than Fiona, Kate’s mother, was shackled firmly to the table. Unable to move, she could do nothing to remove the milking machine from her breasts, nor the machine fucking her pussy without pause. Her screams seemed to ebb and flow, occasionally reduced to pitiful whimpers, and there was no hint of pleasure in her terrified, tired eyes.

Kate felt a soft hand on her back. “This’ll be fun,” Evelyn said, her voice trembling slightly from excitement.

Before Kate had a chance to respond, two guards grabbed her and dragged her toward the table next to the sobbing woman. It took every ounce of self-control Kate had to not scream or try to escape. The image of her mother, soft-spoken and beautiful, appeared in her mind and tried to calm her, tried to remind her of the plan. Kate had to endure this punishment if she wanted a chance to see her mother again.

She had to pretend that she accepted it.

That she was grateful.

The guards forced her onto the table. Fear threatened to take hold and send her into a blind panic, and Kate wanted to scream when they removed her cuffs and pulled her arms over her head. Tight, heavy steel was locked around her wrists and ankles, leaving her unable to move. To add insult to injury, the chain to her collar was also locked to the table, ensuring that she could not move her head without choking.

At least you’re lying down, Kate. There was not much room for the optimistic voice inside her head. She had been restrained in more uncomfortable positions, but she knew that it was going to get worse.

A lot worse.

To ensure that she could not move her lower body, a metal rod was pressed down over Kate’s stomach and fastened.

“Comfortable, cow?” Evelyn let her long fingers run along Kate’s quivering body. Every touch was intense and unwelcome, but Kate still managed to force a smile.

“No, Mistress. But it is the will of The Glorious Leader.”

“That it is.” Evelyn started rubbing Kate’s clit. The two guards looked at each other; it was obviously not normal protocol, but it seemed that Evelyn was unable to help herself. “I’ll have to commend Reese on his hucow training. He seems to have beaten you into shape faster than I thought possible.”

The doctor took the two vacuum tubes dangling over the table and hooked them up to Kate’s breasts. The familiar sensation of the vacuum being created caused the milk to flow, and even though Kate knew that it was going to turn into pure agony before long, she allowed herself to enjoy the relief for a moment. A guard started fiddling with the fucking machine between her legs, but Evelyn pushed him away.

“I’ll handle this. You two go take a break or torture a cow, just get out of here.”

The two guards nodded and left the small room. Kate could barely see what was happening, the collar prevented her from seeing past her massive breasts, but she soon felt the tip of a massive dildo against her pussy.

“A wonderful machine, this. I have one myself and use it from time to time, you’re in for a treat.” Evelyn’s face appeared above Kate’s breasts with a sadistic smile on her ruby lips. “At first.”

Kate could not keep from moaning as the fat rubber cock was pushed inside her. Evelyn kept pushing it in deeper until it could go no further. It was not as large as Reese’s cock, but it still felt like her pussy was ready to split open.

To Kate’s surprise, Evelyn did not turn the machine on. Instead, she exited the room for a minute before returning with a video camera on a tripod.

Of course.

“Say hi to your mother, little Kate.” Evelyn placed her hands on her hips and nodded, satisfied with her elaborate setup. “Every minute of your torture will be live-streamed to your mother, wherever she might be at this moment.” Evelyn shrugged. “Maybe she’s being tortured as well, maybe she’s sucking The Glorious Cock while watching you. Who knows?”

Kate wanted to shout something, to tell her mother that she would find her and make everything alright, but she decided against it.

“How … how long must I stay here, Mistress?” Kate tried pulling at her restraints, but there was no give. The dildo felt like it was growing inside her.

“Until I’m bored with tormenting you,” Evelyn said and flicked a switch on the machine. “It might take a while. Enjoy!”

Kate barely registered Evelyn leaving and shutting the door. Her entire body was occupied by the sudden burst of intense, mind-blowing power delivered by the motorized cock. The movements were deep and fast, always pushing inside her as deep as possible. Kate wanted to hate it, but at this moment, she could not. It felt amazing. Her pussy was wet, easily lubricating the cruel device, and her inability to escape it only multiplied her pleasure. The tubes furiously milked her dry, and every rapid breath carried a blissful moan with it. It was a stark contrast to the crying woman next to her.

The table creaked as the machine pounded Kate’s pussy. It was set to a higher speed than the one torturing the woman next to her, but Kate was unable to look past her immediate desire to have it continue. Lust and desire built inside her with every thrust, and she soon turned into a moaning, primal lump of desire.

The first orgasm was a firework, a magnificent celebration of the power of technology as she was sucked and fucked by the machines. Every muscle in her body contracted the moment her orgasmic scream shook the foundations of the huge barn, but she was not allowed to enjoy the pleasant after-effects. Instead, the dildo kept going, as did the milking machine.

Fuck, I’m going dry. Slowly but surely, every whir of the machine caused a stinging pain in Kate’s breasts and nipples. She squirmed and tried to get away, but it was impossible. The rubber cock still managed to send waves of pleasure through her body, but a hint of pain had entered the mix as well due to the continuous fucking.

The door opened. Evelyn knelt next to Kate’s head and gently stroked the poor hucow’s cheek. “That was the pleasurable part,” she said and licked her lips. “From now on, it’s pure agony. Pure, undiluted, delightful agony.”

“Please … Mistress … it’s too much.”

“That’s the point.” Evelyn got up. The tall woman towered over Kate and looked down at her with an expression of confidence and power. “Now, it’s time for my fun.” Evelyn removed her clothes and climbed onto the table. The gorgeous body glistened in the cold light. “Lick me, cow.”

Kate was already struggling to breathe, and it was made worse when Evelyn lowered her pussy onto the poor hucow’s mouth. Seeing no other option, Kate extended her tongue and started licking her captor’s soaking wet pussy. Every lick elicited loud moans from the doctor, but Kate found it hard to focus; it felt like someone was poking needles into her breasts while she was being fucked by a jackhammer.

“Faster, you cunt,” Evelyn said and slapped Kate’s sore breasts.

Kate pushed her tongue inside Evelyn’s pussy. She was tempted to bite down, to rob the sadistic doctor of her precious clit, but knowing that it could result in her mother being hanged, she managed to fight the urge. I hate this woman.

Just as Evelyn climaxed, another orgasm forced its way through Kate, but it was far from pleasant. The discomfort was intense, and Kate hated that she could still derive pleasure from torment this severe. Reese had been a cruel master, but he was not blind to the power of pleasure, but this was only meant to cause pain and drive the subject insane.

“Mmm … I enjoyed that,” Evelyn said as she finally got off Kate’s face. “I’m going to check into my lovely suite in the five-star hotel not far from here.” Evelyn leaned in and placed a forceful kiss on Kate’s trembling lips. “I think I’ll watch your live feed while drinking expensive wine in the bath tonight.”

The door slammed and the lights were shut off. Kate closed her eyes and tried to stem the tide of conflicting, powerful emotions rushing her. Despite the massive discomfort and the intense pain, there was still a part of her that was loving it, not unlike how she felt when Reese tormented her.

Kate Bell. Prom queen. Loving daughter. Pain-addicted whore.

How long had it been? Kate had no sense of time. The sound of the machines was deafening, and the lack of sleep caused her to hallucinate. She occasionally managed to doze off despite the continuous punishment to her breasts and pussy, but it was only for a few seconds at a time. She was hungry. Exhausted. Thirsty. Despite all this, her body still managed to come from time to time as the dildo destroyed her poor, wrecked pussy.

Is someone there? Kate blinked and tried to get her bearings. She was certain that Evelyn was standing next to the table, her arms crossed, her brow furrowed, but Kate’s vision was hazy.

“… another pitiful rebellion,” a male voice sounded. Kate did not recognize it. It came from a figure next to Evelyn.

“Why’d they send Reese?” Evelyn asked.

“He has a talent for subduing a crowd.”

Evelyn sighed. “Indeed, but …”

Kate tried to focus, but she could only make out parts of the conversation. The noise and her frayed mind did not help.

“… got himself killed.”

Killed? Reese is dead? Kate felt conflicted. Reese had caused immense pain and suffering for countless people and deserved to die, but Kate feared that his death had shut the door on her plan.

The two blurry shapes soon left Kate to her torment. There was no longer any pleasure to be had from the relentless machines.

It was pure torture.

When a guard finally released Kate from her torment, she could barely walk. Her pussy screamed and cried, and her nipples were swollen and blue. She was allowed to eat and drink, and to her surprise, the guard did not restrain her before dragging her to her stall by the chain on her collar.

Reese is no more. A tired smile appeared on Kate’s chapped lips. At least there was some sense of justice left in the world. A few days ago, the news would have been bittersweet; she had grown to enjoy his massive cock and inventive, sadomasochistic activities, but her ravaged pussy had no desire to receive for a while, making the loss easier to swallow.

The three women in the stall stared at her in muted horror when she returned. Kate was unable to sit on the cold floor and quietly laid her head in Alice’s lap. Silent tears streamed from Kate’s eyes as her friend stroked her hair, and she soon fell asleep.

Kate was relieved to find that her body recovered faster than she had expected. Though the first few milkings had been excruciatingly painful, her breasts soon looked like themselves, and the pain in her pussy soon turned to soreness. The other girls had only asked a few questions about the ordeal, and Kate had found Jessie to be more forthcoming now, even smiling at her from time to time. Unfortunately for Alice, however, the guards had not bothered to remove her restraints, even though she was no longer Reese’s property.

“It’s alright,” Alice said when Kate asked if she should try and ask the guards about it. “I hardly notice them anymore.” She looked at Kate with a furrowed brow. “What about you? Any idea what you’ll do now that Reese is gone?”

Kate sighed and leaned her head against the wall. She distractingly rubbed her wrists, oddly jealous of Alice’s shackles. “I’ll probably do something reckless and stupid. Again. I haven’t given up, Alice.”

“You never do.”

Kate smiled, but she had not been able to come up with any ideas. The guards feeding the hucows and handling the milking machines were nobodies, unable to help her get closer to the palace of The Glorious Leader. She needed a lucky break.

Alice was about to say something when Kate signaled for her to be quiet. Footsteps could be heard outside the stall.

Heels on concrete.

“No, I can’t stay any longer, my services are needed elsewhere,” Evelyn’s voice sounded. It was brighter than usual. “But I’ve enjoyed my stay here, you run a tight ship, Mr. Turner. I’ll make sure to tell The Glorious Leader.”

Kate got up and walked towards the steel-barred door as far as the collar chain would let her. The wide steel pressed against her throat as she struggled to see out into the corridor.

“I hope you will, Evelyn.”

Mr. Turner’s booming voice ignited an ember of hope in Kate’s chest, but she had no time to formulate a plan. A small window had presented itself, and she had to throw herself at it. “Mr. Turner, Sir!” she shouted.

The footsteps stopped. The angry face of a guard appeared outside the door, brandishing a thick truncheon. “Shut up, you filthy cow!” he hissed and started unlocking the door. “I’ll show you how we treat cunts that don’t know their place.”

Kate clenched her jaw and stood her ground, ignoring the menacing guard. “Mister Turner! Please let me be of service to you!”

The guard approached her, raising his club to strike.

“That won’t be necessary, guardsman.” Mr. Turner appeared in the doorway. He wore the same dark suit he had worn the first time Kate had seen him. His eyes were not without warmth, but Kate knew that he had no empathy for the imprisoned women. “I remember this one. The blonde with the magnificent udders.”

Evelyn walked up beside him and scoffed. “I should’ve guessed. It’s Fiona Fawkes’ daughter, Mr. Turner. She’s the one I came to punish.”

Mr. Turner raised his bushy eyebrows. “Really? The daughter of The Fabolous Fawkes? That explains the beauty.” A sleazy smile split the meaty face. “I wonder if she shares other of her mother’s … talents.”

Evelyn rolled her eyes without Mr. Turner noticing. “I’ve sampled her a few times. What she lacks in experience, she makes up for with tenacity. Reese managed to whip her into a submissive hucow before he left.”

“Did he, now?” Mr. Turner nodded and rubbed his chin. “Reese’s death was a huge loss to this facility, but maybe we can still find some use for his … final project.” He pushed the guard aside and walked up to Kate. “What do you think?”

Kate bowed her head and folded her hands in front of her. “I just wish to serve The Glorious Leader, Master.” She lifted her eyes and looked into his, forcing a subtle smile. “And you.”

A burst of bellowing laughter escaped Mr. Turner’s large body. “Such devotion must be rewarded!” He pinched Kate’s cheek as if she was a little girl. “You’ll get to serve. Soon.”

Kate smiled. “Thank you, Master.” She had no idea what awaited her, but at least it was a huge step in the right direction.

Later that day, Kate was surprised to see a woman standing outside the stall. She was young, not much older than Kate, with a beautiful, mild face. The huge breasts were barely contained by the white button-down shirt, and had it not been for the heavy steel collar marking her as a hucow, she could have passed for a businesswoman.

She opened the door and unlocked Kate’s collar from the wall, dragging her outside by the chain without a word. Jessie, Brie, and Alice looked on with surprised expressions on their weary faces. Near the gate, two guards approached.

“This is the one?” one of them asked.

The woman nodded. “Yes. We’re ready to go.”

The guard looked at Kate and pulled out a pair of handcuffs. “Turn around.”

Kate obeyed and felt a pleasant shiver down her spine when the sharp steel clicked shut around her wrists. She had never thought that she would miss the feeling.

The gravel in the courtyard hurt Kate’s feet, and she had trouble keeping up with the tall woman, who managed to walk impressively fast considering the height of her heels. The brown, curly hair reached her shoulders, and though she looked healthy, the eyes had lost their spark a long time ago. The woman opened the back door of a parked, black SUV and gestured for Kate to enter.

I haven’t been this comfortable in ages, Kate thought as she felt the soft, clean leather against her naked skin. Even though the handcuffs are scraping against my lower back.

They did not have to drive long before arriving at a giant mansion. It was exactly as ostentatious as Kate had imagined the residence of a dictator’s pet to be. The mix of antique-styled pillars and modern touches would have made any architectural student vomit onto his turtleneck, and the collection of luxurious limousines and expensive supercars helped to explain where most of the country's wealth had disappeared to.

The well-dressed woman got out of the car and opened the door for Kate. “Get out.” There was no malice in her monotone voice, and it felt like she stared at something on the other side of Kate instead of looking her in the eye.

Kate had quickly deduced that the woman was a former hucow that Mr. Turner had promoted if it could be called as such. Is this what he wants for me?

The woman grabbed the chain dangling from Kate’s collar and led her through the massive mahogany doors. They entered a vast hall with a wide staircase and gold chandeliers hanging from the ceiling.

“Is that the new cow, Number Four?” a voice sounded from the top of the staircase. Kate looked up to see a gray-haired woman. The years had been kind to her, and the long cocktail dress fit her slender body well.

“Yes, Mistress,” the woman said.

The woman gracefully descended the staircase and approached Kate. Her brown eyes seemed to inspect every inch of Kate’s body, occasionally letting out an approving noise. “Not bad.” She let her hands run over Kate’s breasts. “Brimming with milk. Perfect. No room for dried-up udders in this house.” She looked at Number Four. “Get her cleaned up and ready to serve at dinner. We’re having guests over tonight.”

Number Four nodded. “Yes, Mistress.” She pulled Kate down a nearby hallway and a set of stairs leading to the mansion’s basement. They ended up in a small shower room with tiled walls and floor, where Number Four proceeded to unlock Kate’s handcuffs and instead locked a matching set of steel restraints around her wrists and ankles. The shiny accessories matched the collar, and Kate could not help but stare at them in fascination. They were beautiful and brutal at the same time, with small O-rings on the inside.

“You’ll wear these until Master Turner or Mistress Turner decides otherwise,” Number Four said as she locked Kate’s new wrist restraints to a pair of chains hanging from the ceiling, leaving her standing in a T-pose.

“You don’t wear them?”

Number Four sighed. “I’ve been … promoted. I wore them for a long time.” She grabbed a nearby hose and a sponge and started washing Kate’s naked body. The warm water felt soothing against her tired, aching body, and for a moment, Kate felt reinvigorated. Being washed by a beautiful girl while chained was not the worst thing to ever happen to her.

Kate could not take her eyes off of the woman. “Will they let you go eventually?”

Number Four shook her head. “These collars don’t come off. You know that. We just have to try and make the best of it.”

Even though Number Four had it better than most other hucows, seeing her made it all worse for Kate somehow. Eternal servitude could not be the best-case scenario. She wanted to put an end to it all, and she figured that the defeated woman in front of her could help.

“Any tips on how to … get on Mr. Turner’s good side?”

For the first time, Number Four looked straight at Kate, and the sight of the hollow eyes made the hair stand up on her neck. “Just … shut up and obey. The Turners are not cruel compared to most, but the people they will hand you off to if you misbehave are.” She dried off Kate with a towel. “Your first task is serving them tonight.”

“So I’m like … their slave?”

“Yes. You’ll do whatever they tell you.” Number Four locked a set of chains to Kate’s wrist and ankle restraints and removed the chain locked to her collar. “It’s not easy wearing these, but you’ll get used to them after a while.”

It seemed odd that Kate had been imprisoned in a dirty barn earlier that day, only to end it at a lavish dinner party where eloquent men and women discussed the issues of the day over canapes and sparkly wine. Kate tried to emulate her mother’s graceful walk as she carried trays of wine around the room, and every time a guest slapped her butt or squeezed her breast, she politely smiled in return. A string quartet played in the corner, and their delicate tones mixed with the rattling of chains as several shackled hucows hobbled around to serve the guests.

“Fifteen, over here!” a man shouted and pointed at his glass.

Kate sighed and forced a smile as she walked towards the inebriated, fat man with the shiniest bald head she had ever seen. Number Four had written the number fifteen on Kate’s shoulder before the party, and she noticed that the other three hucows serving the party were numbered as well.

“Bring those udders over here, cow.” The man leaned back in the chair and gestured for Kate to come closer. “Bend over.”

“Yes, Master,” Kate said with a sultry voice and obeyed. The man grabbed Kate’s breast and milked a few streams into his champagne before taking a sip.

“Aaaah … nothing like fresh breastmilk and champagne. Have you ever tried it?”

Kate paused, surprised by the question. “Eh … no, Master.”

“Here!” The man grabbed the ring on the front of Kate’s collar and forced her to take a huge sip of his glass. Kate was not prepared and started coughing, partly due to the sparkly liquid, partly due to the awkwardness of being force-fed her own milk. “It’s wonderful, isn’t it?”

Kate wiped her mouth and smiled. “Certainly is.”

The man put his glass down and let his fat fingers run up Kate’s inner thigh. “You’re quite a piece of meat. Maybe I should take you for a spin?”

“This one is brand new, Roger, so she’s off-limits,” a familiar voice sounded behind Kate. “I suggest you take Number Twelve outside, she’s skilled at sucking cock.”

The man laughed. “Sounds good to me!” He got up, walked up to a short-haired girl with the number twelve on her shoulder, and dragged her out of the room.

“That’s how we do it here,” Mr. Turner said when he noticed Kate staring at the door long after the two had left. “Now, you better …”

“How’s the new cow shaping up?” The gray-haired woman that had greeted Four and Kate earlier walked up to Mr. Turner and placed a quick kiss on his cheek.

“She got Roger all randy, it seems.” Mr. Turner’s characteristic laughter filled the room.

The woman scoffed. “That only takes a light breeze or his horse winning a race. But she does look like she comes from good stock.”

“She’s the daughter of Fiona Fawkes, darling.”

The woman’s stern face softened into an expression of reluctant admiration. “Is she now? Those are good genes.”

Kate felt like she was a horse being judged at the county fair. It was demeaning, and it was hard for her to keep the sarcastic comments inside and maintain the forced smile.

Mrs. Turner smiled. “After dinner, I want to see what she can do, Michael.”

That can’t be good.

Kate’s breasts were sore. Countless men and women had milked her during the dinner party, and she was starting to prefer the milking machines to the rough treatment at the hands of the country’s elite. Kate could still hear the distant chatter and laughter as the party continued down the hallway, but she was no longer a part of it.

“They’re going to fuck me, aren’t they?” Kate whispered, fiddling nervously with the chain connecting her shackles.

“Yes, they are.” Number Four stood next to the half-open door and stared at the floor. “The guards told me that you spent a lot of time with Reese.”

“I did.”

“Then what are you nervous about? You won’t experience anything worse than that here.”

There’s a lot at stake.

“Four, I’m ready for her now,” a voice sounded in the next room.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Mrs. Turner was naked, standing in the middle of a large bedroom with a king-sized bed. A talented plastic surgeon had made sure to tighten all the right spots, and only the gentle wrinkles around the eyes and the skin on her neck betrayed the age of the elegant woman. Her breasts looked tiny next to Kate and Four’s, but it did not dent the confidence exuding from her powerful pose; she was standing with her hands on her hips, her legs spread, all drawing attention to the gigantic double strap-on between her legs.

That looks like a lot of fun. She could feel herself getting wet at the sight, and she had to suppress a smile to not come off too eager.

“My husband likes to fuck his hucows,” Mrs. Turner said. “I prefer to test-drive them first to ensure that they’re up to the task.” She walked up to Kate and grabbed her by the hair. “They tell me you’re a true submissive, a real slut like your mother. Is that true?”

Fuck you. “Yes, Mistress. I live only to serve.”

Mrs. Turner chuckled. “Pathetic. You cows are so easily subdued. The moment we slap a collar on your slender necks, you lose all free will and moan with delight when we milk you.” She let go of Kate, who had to clench her fists to keep herself from attacking the cold-hearted woman. “Get onto the bed. On all fours.”

As Kate crawled onto the bed, her mind was filled with images of how she would get her revenge on women like Mrs. Turner. She imagined the chain between her wrists on the woman’s neck, strangling her, but she had to play the long game.

“Four, lube me up. Or don’t, I don’t care, but I doubt the precious seed of Fiona Fawkes wants me to go in raw.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Kate felt a tingle of anticipation as she heard the bottle of lube open. There was nothing but hate in her heart for Mrs. Turner, but the absence of Reese had left a void inside her, even if she was reluctant to admit it. A void that two massive dildos could fill, at least for a bit.

Remember why you’re doing this, Kate, she thought to herself as Mrs. Turner rammed the two dildos into her pussy and asshole with all the grace of a bulldozer. The first few thrusts were wildly uncomfortable, but Kate was used to pain at this point, and it did not take long before the rubber cocks caused a flood of lust to flow through her. Fuck, that feels good. I hate that it feels so good.

She knew that Mrs. Turner was trying to assert dominance, to show her how little regard she had for hucows, but Kate could not help but moan and push her ass backward to get the dildos in deeper.

“Not too bad,” Mrs. Turner said, not able to hide the enjoyment and pleasure she was experiencing due to the dildo on the inside of her harness. “You’re quite a horny little slut, aren’t you?”

Kate let out a loud moan. “Yes, Mistress. I’m a slut.”

I’m just acting. Kate smiled to herself. I think.

“Let us step it up a notch,” Mrs. Turner said and started fucking Kate harder, but it only brought more pleasure to the shackled hucow. “Four, grab the cane from the closet next to you and use it on her breasts.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Kate’s breasts were already sore, but the added pain from Four’s precise, agonizing strikes was nothing but pleasurable. After David, Reese, and the days spent shackled to a fucking machine, this was a delight. I could do this. I could stay here. No barn, no stall, no cruel guards. I’d be shackled. Fucked. Kate’s eyes widened as she realized where the door that had opened in her mind led to. She forced herself to think of her mother and family, to remember the wrongs that had been wrought. The hatred bubbled back up inside her and pushed the tempting thoughts away.

Kate was close. The hatred could not stem the tide forever.

Just a few more thrusts.

“You started without me, my dear?” Mr. Turner appeared in the doorway. No clothes hid the glorious, heavy-set body from the world, though the gray body hair gave it a fair shot. Kate groaned in frustration as Mrs. Turner stopped her rigorous fucking, leaving the two large dildos deep inside her pussy and asshole.

“I think you’ll manage, love. She’s a feisty one.” Mrs. Turner laughed. “Even now, she is squirming to try and soak as much pleasure from my dildos as she can.”

Kate had given up trying to convince herself that she was acting. Mrs. Turner was right – she was grinding against the large rubber cocks inside her like a mindless drone, a slave to her lust.

Mr. Turner laughed. “A lovely little slut. Let us see if she can use her mouth as well.” He pushed Number Four aside and gestured for Kate to get onto the floor. “Come on. Suck my cock, Fifteen.”

Am I just a number now?

Mrs. Turner pulled out of Kate, leaving behind a void of pleasure that Kate ached to have filled. If she had to suck an old, overweight man’s cock to achieve satisfaction, it was a small price to pay. She got on her knees in front of the large man and was initially overwhelmed by the odor of his strong cologne, but before she had time to deal with it, Mr. Turner had grabbed her hair and forced her mouth onto his cock.

Before her capture and enslavement, Kate would have considered her new master well-endowed, but after experiencing David and Reese in all their glory, the hardening cock dancing on her soft lips and tongue was a disappointment. She took it all in her mouth, even his balls, and Mr. Turner’s satisfied moans told her that she was doing a good job.

“Her mother’s daughter, indeed!” he said as he fucked Kate’s mouth. “You look thirsty, wife. Why don’t you have a drink? And Four, use that cane for something.”

Mr. Turner moved slightly to the side to allow his wife to kneel next to Kate and start breastfeeding. Kate’s breast was still sore from the manhandling earlier, but Mrs. Turner was surprisingly gentle, and Kate found herself enjoying the intimacy.

And the cane strikes that started pummeling her butt a moment later.

This is fun, Kate thought. She knew that she should feel humiliated and used, but her boundaries had been pushed so far at this point that a forced blowjob, breastfeeding, and caning barely registered on the humiliation scale. Playing the submissive slut that loved being abused was easy for her, and when Mr. Turner pulled his cock out of her mouth a few minutes later and ordered Number Four to shackle Kate to the bed so he could fuck her, it was sweet music to her ears.

The sound of the padlock fixing her shackles to the headboard sent a rush through her body she had rarely felt. She grabbed hold of the chain and pulled at it; not to see if she could escape, but to ensure that she was trapped. Did she just love being restrained or did she need to feel that she had no choice? Kate did not know, nor did she care.

The imposing, wide-bodied figure of Mr. Turner towered above her. His lusting eyes drank her body, swallowed it whole, and Kate made sure to send him a sultry look.

“Do you want me to fuck you, slave?” he asked.

Kate nodded and bit her lip. “Yes, Master. Please … please fuck me.”

Mr. Turner was not an elegant lover. Though his rock-hard cock knew how to find the entrance to Kate’s soaking wet pussy, his thrusts were clumsy and inconsistent. His strong cologne once again assaulted her olfactory sense, and feeling his weight on her body made it hard for her to breathe.

So why am I not hating this?

“Mmm … that feels so good, Master,” she said and meant it. Something about Mr. Turner’s massive lower body rubbing against her clit drove her insane, and she started writhing her body to milk every last drop from the experience.

“I can’t recall the last time we had a hucow in here that didn’t cry or scream the first time,” Mrs. Turner said as she crawled onto the bed to continue the breastfeeding. “What a slut.”

“What a pussy,” Mr. Turner added. He leaned down and sucked a few drops of milk from Kate’s other breast, squeezing it hard with his hand. He licked a few stray drops from her skin with a pleased sigh. “And tasty.”

Kate was no longer listening. She was getting close to the peak, and she was certain she would get to finish this time.

“I’m going to come soon,” Mr. Turner said, echoing Kate’s thoughts. “Four, you know what to do.”

Number Four nodded and strapped on a smaller dildo than the one Mrs. Turner had used earlier. Kate was intrigued at first and could not help but feel a tinge of disappointment when Four lubed up the rubber dildo and inserted it into Mr. Turner’s ass instead of Kate’s.

“Oh yes! That’s the spot!” Mr. Turner groaned, and Kate could feel his thrusts becoming more powerful as his slave hucow started fucking him.

It was an odd experience. Not just because of the number of people involved, but because of the absence of pain. Yes, Kate was shackled, and her tight collar restricted her breathing as always, but she was on a comfortable bed, and she was not being whipped or tortured in some other way. Her body swam in a sea of pure pleasure as Mr. Turner’s cock rammed into her, but she could not help but feel that something was off.

She missed the pain.

Her mind refused to accept it, but she could not keep the insistent thought from lingering in the back of her mind.

“Mmm … I think Number Fifteen is going to come, my love,” Mrs. Turner said, licking a drop of milk off her lip. She looked at Kate with a smile. “Do you want to come, slave?”

Kate nodded furiously. “Yes, Mistress. Can I? Please?”

“What do you think, Michael?”

Mr. Turner did not respond. He was sweating and panting, spending all his energy on pounding Kate’s pussy.

“He doesn’t mind.” Mrs. Turner planted a forceful, fiery kiss on Kate’s quivering lips. “Go ahead.”

“FUUUUUUUUUUCK!” Kate screamed and arched her back. The headboard creaked as she pulled hard at her shackled, and the cock seemed to grow inside her as the orgasm rippled through her body. “Thank you, Master and Mistress!”

It felt like she had sealed a deal, that she had sold part of herself to the rich couple by baring herself like this. An unwelcome sense of shame and guilt appeared as the lust vanished. The hard thrusts of Mr. Turner’s cock no longer felt like a delight, and the sensation was only made worse when his warm cum filled Kate’s pussy a few moments later.

Mr. Turner pulled out and gestured for Number Four to do the same. “Very good. Not a bad first performance. I think she’ll serve us well.” He wiped his cock and put on a red velvet robe. “Find her a cell in the basement. We’ll keep her for now.”

Kate smiled to herself. At least it sounded like she had increased her chances of reaching The Glorious Leader. Maybe he visited the Turners from time to time. Maybe they brought their favorite hucow slaves to the palace, maybe …

“Darling, she was amazing,” Mrs. Turner said. She stood next to the bed and stared at Kate while rubbing her clit. “She could be the solution to our problems.”

The what?

Mr. Turner’s face darkened. “You think so?”

“Her looks, her breasts, her … performance.” Mrs. Turner smiled. “Her genes. She could fetch a hefty price at the auction.”

Kate suddenly felt cold.

“That’s a great idea,” Mr. Turner said with an approving nod. “We’ll talk her up for a few weeks, build some hype. Then we’ll sell her to the highest bidder and pay off our debts.”

In a flash, Kate’s plans had been crushed. She had heard rumors about auctions before. Women were sold and traded, often to foreigners, never to be seen again. The thought made her nauseous, and the chance of ever seeing her mother again crumbled before her eyes.

They were going to sell her.

Kate was going to be auctioned off.

CONTINUED IN ‘SLAVE AUCTION’
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The Hucow Slaves

When Alicia is kidnapped, she has no idea that her nightmare has just begun. She soon finds herself on an island as one of many hucows owned by a rich, cruel family. Contains all six stories in the series.

The Hucow Inspector

A young woman is sentenced to serve as the personal slave of a hucow inspector and must go undercover in the harsh, corrupt network of hucow farms. Contains all seven stories in the series.

The Hucow Damsels (series)

Stories about a man helping captive hucows, who submits to him in return.
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Thank you for reading. If you are interested in reading even more steamy BDSM stories, but without the hucow element, please do check out my other pen name, Jessica Ackles.

If you want your own custom erotic short story, you can find me on Fiverr.
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