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The lights are always on in my cell. For the first few months of my stay at Greenview Asylum, it drove me mad. I struggled more with the constant light than with the straitjackets or shackles they made me wear. I no longer have trouble sleeping, and I am always awake on the days when the orderly comes to get me early in the morning. I just sit there, on my bed, fiddling absentmindedly with the chain that connects my thick leather collar to the wall. There is not much else to do, after all.

But I have nothing to complain about. Compared to most other patients at the asylum, at least. Dr. Marcellus says that the treatment is working, that the life that has grown inside my womb for the past three months will slowly cure me of my aggressive sexual desires and other ailments.

I stare down at my gigantic breasts, swollen with milk. “I might miss these, though,” I mumble to myself and gently caress the hard nipples. A few drops appear from them, and I lick them off my finger with a sigh. I know the orderly will be here soon, judging by the strained udders, and the door unlocks a moment later.

“Good morning, Scarlet,” he says with a bored yawn. They have a milking machine they can use, but Dr. Marcellus insists that I am to be milked by hand. The orderly places the stool and bucket on the floor and gestures for me to come closer.

He always does this. He always makes sure the bucket is just out of reach so I have to move to the full extent of my collar chain. The leather tightens around my neck, choking me as I dangle my udders above the bucket. It is humiliating. I know that the orderly wants me to protest. He is waiting to dole out the punishment that the asylum has taught him, but I have not given him an excuse for a while.

I am a good hucow. An obedient, fertile, pregnant hucow.

“Mmmm …” I moan when he finally takes hold of my udder and squeezes out the first drops of milk. My body jerks and twitches; he is not gentle, and he makes sure to pinch my nipples once in a while to tease me.

My breathing becomes heavier, and my hands are shaking slightly. I try to steady myself, but my knees feel weak. The touch of the orderly’s warm hands makes me incredibly horny, a brutal part of my condition, and despite the doctor’s assurances, I have not felt them lessen as the pregnancy has progressed.

Quite the contrary.

I look up at the orderly, begging him with my eyes and pouty lips.

He laughs. “No, I’m not fucking you. Not without the doctor’s permission.”

I let out a tired groan. “Fine.” Since becoming pregnant, the three doctors have not fucked me nearly as often, and even though I am allowed to touch myself in my cell, it is not enough to stem the tide of lust that is my constant companion.

I know the orderly is just teasing me. I have noticed his bulging erection as it presses against his trousers. I can see him eyeing my swollen udders, the way his lips are slightly parted as he imagines taking them between his lips, sucking on them, squeezing my breasts as he pounds my pussy over and over.

I sigh. For a brief moment, I wish I was back in the first days at the asylum. I hated it then, but being restrained, milked, and fucked is all I want now.

My breasts are sore from the orderly’s brutal handling of them when he finally finishes and leaves with the bucket of milk. Another orderly comes by a moment later with a bowl of oatmeal for breakfast. The same every day. I eat the tasteless gruel and remind myself that other hucows are stuck in their cell for most of the day, going mad with boredom, either restrained in ways that prevent them from touching themselves or locked into chastity belts.

An orderly appears outside the steel-barred door to my cell. “Let’s go, cow.” He opens the door, unlocks the chain to my collar from the wall, and yanks it to signal for me to follow. “I think I want you on your knees today,” he says with a sadistic grin.

“Aw, Jonas, really?”

“Just do it.”

I roll my eyes and get down on my knees and hands. My udders hang freely beneath me, swaying gently back and forth as he leads me like a dog on a leash down the depressing corridors. My belly is beginning to get a noticeable bump, but I do not mind it. Knowing that the life growing inside could be Dr. Marcellus’ fills me with purpose and joy. He is a marvelous man, after all.

My knees are aching when we reach our destination. It is still early; I can see the sunrise out of the window in the large office, and I cannot help but stare at it as the orderly locks the chain to a ring on the wall. I kneel next to the large desk, waiting for my master to come. Like I do every day.

“Scarlet Cortez. Sex slave.” I smile at the irony. I lacked purpose in my life when I was diagnosed with the disorder that has caused my breasts to triple in size and my sexual appetite to become downright predatory, but what initially seemed overwhelming and disruptive has been turned into something else. Something almost positive.

I look up when the door finally opens. Dr. Marcellus steps in and hangs his coat next to the door. “Ah, good. Scarlet, my lovely sex slave.”

“Hello, doctor,” I say and beam at him. He leans down, grabs hold of my collar, and kisses me hard. I moan into his mouth. “Mmmmh …”

He pulls back and pats my head. Without a word, he unzips his pants and sits down at his desk, turning towards me while he begins checking his mail. It is the same routine every morning. I fish his flaccid cock out of his pants and wet my lips.

I know I should take it slow. Tease him. But I want him to fuck me. He has not touched me in weeks, and my mouth salivates as his musky scent makes me even more aroused than normal.

His cock is thick and veiny and hangs heavily in my hands. I gently lick the tip before taking it all into my mouth, suckling on it like a tiny nipple. I hear Dr. Marcellus sigh, and he begins to harden in my hand.

He does not even look down at me as I take all of him in my mouth. His entire, long, throbbing cock. I try not to drool too much as I slowly slide up and down his length, feeling it twitch between my stretched lips, and it is not long before my jaw feels tired from holding my mouth open.

But he is fully hard. Ready for me.

I try to pull his cock back out, but he grabs a handful of my hair and holds me in place. I always hope that he will stop before he comes in my mouth, that he will bend me over the table and fuck me. But he rarely does these days. He says I need to learn to control my urges.

Dr. Marcellus lets out another sigh and pulls my head down on his cock, making me gag. “Yes, good little cow.” I try to make it as sloppy as possible, sucking, moaning, letting his thick shaft glide in and out of my wet throat. “That’s good. That’s nice.”

He keeps his cock down my throat as it pulsates, pumping his warm cum into my mouth. He does not groan, grunt, or even seem affected, but I have learned to see the orgasm itself as a compliment.

He pushes me back and turns toward the computer. I have fulfilled my duty for now. This is the agreement, after all. I get to leave my cell for a few more hours every day, I only have to wear a thick leather collar and not the heavy steel restraints that many of my fellow hucows are burdened with, and I get to touch myself.

It is a good deal.

The high point of my day is when I get to chat with the other patients at the asylum. The ones who are not constantly gagged, that is. The conservatory is such a wonderful place, full of light and life, and though it can be heartbreaking to see the new arrivals struggle to come to terms with their new life as they fight their straitjackets or shackles, it helps to remind myself that they will get better after the doctors start their treatment. It is also the only time I truly get to talk, something I used to do a lot. I recently asked Dr. Marcellus about what kind of research was being done into my condition and why we had not heard more about it, and he berated me for being ungrateful, saying that I should talk less.

I have not been allowed to speak in his presence since.

I walk a few rounds of the large conservatory to get a modicum of exercise before sitting down across from Michelle. She is still fairly new, but she has adapted fast to the asylum.

“Hello, Michelle,” I say and receive a smile in return. She looks worn, and she cannot help but claw at a shiny steel chastity belt locked around her waist. “They put you in chastity again?”

She nods. “It’s … too much.” She fiddles with the chain connecting her handcuffs; most other hucows are allowed to wear restraints with longer chains, but Michelle has not earned the right yet. Having her hands this close together looks uncomfortable, and her arms keep squeezing her massive breasts. “I feel like I’ve just gotten more horny since the treatment began.”

“Give it time,” I say and squeeze her hand. “Do they at least fuck you?”

“Sometimes. Not enough.” She sighs as tears well up in her eyes. “I don’t know how much longer I can take this, Scarlet. I feel like I’m breaking down. I’m also worried I might be pregnant.”

“That’s great! Dr. Marcellus says that it’s the fastest way to get better.”

Michelle does not answer. She just sighs.

“Look, we have to trust in the doctors. They’re professionals.” My fingers absentmindedly reach for the small padlock keeping me from removing my leather collar. “Dr. Riordan, my physician, told me that they are at the top of their field, that I should never question what they do here. I …”

“Wait, Riordan?” Michelle wipes a tear away from her eye. “Your doctor was also Emily Riordan? She’s the one who committed me to this place.”

“Huh …” I scratch the back of my head. “That’s quite a coincidence …” I want to inquire further, but I do not get the chance. One of the orderlies standing nearby comes over and gestures for me to stand up.

“Scarlet, come with me,” he says with a stern expression on his young face.

“What? Why? I still have an hour before I need to be in Marcellus’ office.”

He grabs my arm and pulls me to my feet. “Don’t question me, cow.” He nods at Jonas, the orderly who picked me up this morning, and the two begin to drag me out of the common area.

“What did I do?” My heart pounds faster in my chest.

I get no answer. They drag me through the asylum, and my panic rises as we turn towards the stairs to the basement. I know that they have several rooms down here designed for punishment. Patients who have broken the rules or disobeyed orders are sometimes dragged down there, only to re-emerge a few hours later sobbing, their udders bruised and beaten. It has been a long time since I was one of them.

My breasts sway as the orderlies drag me into one of the rooms. There is nothing here except for a drain in the floor and a few chains and shackles hanging from the ceiling and walls. They lock heavy steel cuffs around my wrists and chain them to opposite walls, leaving me standing with my arms spread in the middle of the room. I have not been restrained in months, and I feel an odd surge of arousal as I struggle against the restraints.

Even in my state of near panic, I realize that I missed this. I missed being shackled. But I did not miss what is likely to follow.

“Damn, look at those udders,” the grim-faced orderly says and lets his strong hand run across my nipple. He pinches it, causing me to cry out in pain. A few drops of milk linger on his finger, and he licks them off while looking me in the eye. “I think I want to taste more.”

Jonas groans. “Fine, just do it before Trask gets here.”

The first orderly takes hold of my right udder with both his hands. He squeezes hard, making me moan and groan in discomfort as he milks me like an animal. He lowers his lips to the nipple, suckles, and drinks. “Fuck, she’s tasty.”

I blush and stare down at the orderly’s bobbing head. The stimulation is welcome, but it is still a humiliating experience.

“Save some for Trask, will you?”

The orderly let go of my breast with a sigh. “Yeah, fine.” He looks at me and smiles. “I wonder what kind of state she’ll be in once he’s done.”

“She’s pregnant,” Jonas says. “He’s not going to punish her too hard.”

The orderly smirks. “Trust me, he has his ways. Let’s go get something to eat, this tasty drink has made me hungry.”

I watch the two leave, shutting the solid steel door behind them and locking me into the dim room. The only thing I hear is my own ragged breathing and the sound of my heart pounding in my ears. I have endured hours upon hours in chains before, I have been flogged and caned until the brink of consciousness, and I have taken it all in stride. But something about all this makes me uncomfortable.

They’re going to punish me, I think to myself. I know it is because I found out that Michelle has been committed by the same physician, but that could just be a coincidence.

Right?

I stand there for a while. As arousing as being restrained can be, it can also be incredibly boring, and I cannot help but smile when the door finally opens and Dr. Trask’s hulking figure appears in the doorway. He walks in and gently removes his white coat. An orderly rolls in a trolley with various whips, canes, and floggers, as well as restraints. My heart pounds in my chest, and my mouth goes dry as he turns to stare at me with those cold, unfeeling eyes.

“Scarlet,” he says.

Tears well up in my eyes. “Dr. Trask, I haven’t done anything wrong, I …”

“I am told you were in contact with Michelle Salem. Is that true?” His voice is raspy and stern, as always. It makes me shiver. He takes hold of my right udder with both hands, kneads it gently, then pinches my nipple and pulls on it until the pain makes me moan. “Answer me.”

“Yes, but she was just asking me about Dr. Riordan. I …” I moan louder. “I didn’t mean to do any harm!”

Dr. Trask lets go of my nipple. He rolls up his sleeves and nods to the orderly standing by the trolley. “Very well.”

“Dr. Marcellus wouldn’t want me punished!”

“Are you sure?”

He picks up a flogger from the trolley and approaches me from the side. Before I get a chance to reply, the many thin strands hit me just under my arm, and I cry out as my entire body jerks to the side. It is a hard hit, the hardest I have experienced in months, but I can feel the arousal burning in my loins.

Dr. Trask smiles. “Don’t worry. None of this will hurt what is growing inside you.” He hits me again, causing me to cry out. “But it will hurt you.”

He walks around to the other side of me, and the flogger lashes at me once more, making my breasts wobble as I groan and sob. He continues to whip me like that for a while. The pain is not as bad as the anticipation between the blows, and my mind and body are aflame with both agony and arousal.

Dr. Trask takes a step back, and I see his large, bulging cock in his trousers. “Let’s see if we can get more access, eh?” He nods at the orderly who locks a shackle to one of my legs and attaches a chain to it, lifting it by locking the chain to the ceiling.

I cry out and beg him to stop as my leg is hoisted up behind me, and my entire weight is placed on the other leg. The pain in my ankle is intense, and I can only scream for a moment before Dr. Trask’s hard hand collides with my ass. “Shut up.”

The flogger hits my leg first. “Oh, God!” The pain radiates up to my body as the next blow hits my ass. It feels as though he is beating my naked body with a thousand needles, each leaving a stinging pain behind that quickly spreads.

I cry and sob loudly, and the blows stop for a moment. But I know that more will soon follow. He goes for my exposed pussy next, making me scream and cry even harder than before, but the burning between my legs is no longer pain alone.

Dr. Trask is breathing harder when he steps up behind me. His hands knead my sore ass, making the pain worse. “You’ll not speak of Dr. Riordan anymore, do you understand?”

I sob and nod. “Y… yes, Dr. Trask.” I have forgotten how turned on I get from being whipped, but knowing that he is punishing me for my actions, not as a treatment for my condition, stings. I have always done what they have told me, trusted in the treatment, and now I am being punished.

Trask unlocks my shackles and gives me a stern look. “We’ll be watching you, Scarlet. If you want to continue getting preferential treatment, you’ll let this rest.”

I nod and blush as I hug myself in front of the intimidating man. I just want to get out of the cold room, back to my cell, and masturbate. I can feel my horniness running down my leg, and I cannot hold it inside much longer.

***

I want to do what Trask told me, I want to let the issue slide, but I have always been nosy and curious. Something inside me desperately wants answers; I need to know why Trask reacted like that to a seemingly harmless revelation. I try to be subtle about it, only bringing it up casually in conversations with other patients when there are no orderlies around, and it turns out that most of the patients at the asylum were sent there by Dr. Riordan.

The revelation nags at me, keeps me awake at night, and I eventually muster the courage to ask the question that has been haunting me for weeks now.

“Sir …” I clear my throat and look up at Dr. Marcellus as he sits at his desk. My collar suddenly feels tighter. “Can I ask you something?”

He looks down at me with a frown. “I’m working, Scarlet. I thought I told you never to interrupt me.”

“I know, I … I just … discovered something.”

He turns the desk chair toward me.

I swallow and take a deep breath. “Most of us were sent here by Emily Riordan, our physician. Isn’t … it’s just …” I trail off when Dr. Marcellus’ expression turns cold and stern. My heart pounds harder in my chest, and my skin tingles. I know what that look means.

“Stand up,” he says and nods to my collar. I do as I am told and stand there with my arms crossed in front of me. My body has begun to shake. It is not a cold shiver that runs along my spine, but pure, undiluted fear. “I want to commend your curiosity.” Dr. Marcellus smiles at me, and the fear lessens. He grabs the collar chain and pulls me closer. “But it’s just a coincidence. Nothing sinister is going on here, I assure you. Maybe your condition is making you delusional?”

“What? No!” I can feel the heat emanating from his body. “I don’t … can that happen?”

“It’s not impossible. Maybe we’ve overestimated the pregnancy’s impact. Maybe …” He kisses me, forcing his tongue down my throat. I love it. “You need to be fucked again.”

All thoughts of Dr. Riordan vanish in a second when he grabs me and bends me over his desk. For a brief moment, I worry about the life inside me, but he is a doctor, after all. My brimming udders lactate onto the papers on the desk, but the doctor does not seem to care. I hear him unbuckling his pants, and I cannot help but smile to myself.

I want this.

He grabs hold of my arms, twists them back, and holds them in place as he thrusts into my soaking pussy. I let out a scream as his thick cock fills me up, stretching me, forcing my inner walls to the side as he bottoms out. My legs are weak and shaking, and I moan and groan like a whore as he pounds into my pussy. It is rough and violent, just the way I like it. My hips crash into the desk again and again, and I whimper with pleasure when the doctor grabs hold of the chain to my collar and pulls at it, using it to ride me like a wild horse.

“Oh God, yes …”

He slaps my ass. “Stop asking questions, Scarlet.” He grabs a fistful of my hair and pulls, making me moan. “And we can do this every day.” He fucks me harder, faster. It is like heaven. The roughness, the slaps, the way he fucks me. I feel a powerful orgasm approaching, but I hold it back. I want to prolong the experience.

He keeps pounding my tight pussy, grunting and panting above me. He does not seem to tire, his thrusts are just as powerful as when we started, and he never seems to slow down.

But my legs do. I can no longer hold myself up. The pleasure is too intense. I sag to the floor, landing on my hands and knees, but Dr. Marcellus does not let me rest for even a second. He follows me to the floor, pushing my upper body down and taking me from behind while using the collar chain to choke and control me.

The orgasm hits me hard. My body tenses and shakes as it floods every nerve inside me. It feels like nothing I have felt before, and it is not long before I am screaming and moaning, begging for the pleasure to stop. But he does not stop, does not slow down, and my body keeps convulsing. He chokes me harder, and the lack of oxygen and the pounding in my pussy make me come again. And again.

When I finally feel his warm seed spill inside me and his cock soften, my throat is hoarse from screaming and crying, and my legs are completely numb.

It is all a haze. I lie on the floor in a fetal position with a smile on my face as his cum seeps out of me. I feel fulfilled and satisfied for the first time in months. I look up at Dr. Marcellus, but he has already pulled his pants back on and returned to his work.

The haze does not last, however. The urges return, they always do, and although I want to please Dr. Marcellus and do what he tells me, I cannot stop thinking about whether Dr. Riordan has some connection to the asylum. I am determined to ask more patients, to get to the bottom of it all, but for days after Dr. Marcellus’ brutal fucking, I am not allowed out of my cell. Just when the isolation is about to get the better of me, an orderly enters my cell and smiles.

“Do you want to join the others in the common area, Scarlet?” he says. Something in his voice makes me shiver.

“Yes.” I am sitting on the bed, fiddling with the chain to my collar. I am desperate to get out, but I know that it is not going to be that easy. And I am right.

“Well, Dr. Marcellus has ordered a few … conditions for you to be near other patients.”

I sigh and stare at the ceiling. “He’s going to gag me, isn’t he?”

“Among other things.”

I do not protest as the young orderly removes my leather collar and replaces it with a tight, heavy steel collar. I wore one when I first got to the asylum, and I had almost forgotten how brutal they were. The metal feels cold against my neck, and the lock clicks shut. I stare up at him with pleading eyes. “I … I won’t talk, you know that. Is this necessary?”

He shrugs. “Not up to me.” I open my mouth so he can insert the large red ball gag. The rubber tastes bitter. He pushes my mouth open wider and buckles it behind my head, keeping the large ball between my teeth and forcing my mouth open. I drool around the gag almost immediately, even though he is still tightening the other straps that go above my head and beneath my chin.

“Mmmmh …” I groan when I see what comes next. I had expected shackles, but not ones connected by a steel bar, roughly 8 inches in length. The rigid nature of the restraints makes them extremely restrictive, and in comparison, the heavy steel shackles he locks onto my ankles are nothing.

But he saves the worst for last.

I shake my head and try to move away when he approaches with the chastity belt. Touching myself is all that has gotten me through the days in solitary. Taking that away would be torture.

But he grabs hold of my nipple and squeezes it until I yield. I spread my legs and allow him to lock the thick steel belt around my waist.

I want to cry. I have never been more uncomfortable, more restrained. But I want to get out of my cell. I need it. The chain connecting my ankles rattle loudly as he leads me down the corridor on a leash and into the common area. The sun flooding the room through the conservatory’s glass panes is welcome, but the lack of mobility is not. I try to walk around for a bit, but the ankle restraints are too heavy, and I eventually have to sit down. The chastity belt chafes as I try to get comfortable, and I cannot even adjust it due to the rigid shackles locked onto my wrists.

“Scarlet! What happened?”

I look up at Michelle’s young, beautiful face. She sits down next to me, her eyes brimming with empathy.

“Mmmmhmmm …” is all I can get out. The ball inside my mouth is too large, and every sound brings with it a humiliating amount of drool that lands on my breasts. They are aching, and I am unable to even milk a few drops out to relieve the pressure.

Michelle looks around her, ensuring that no orderlies are nearby. “I guess they don’t like you inquiring about Riordan, huh?”

I nod. I know I can get in more trouble, but if anything, shutting me up like this has just made me more determined. I never did well in school or life, but despite all that, I have never been good at knowing when I am defeated.

“I thought of something,” Michelle says in a hushed voice. “A few weeks before the … changes began to happen, Dr. Riordan injected me with a vaccine. Did she do the same to you?”

I nod. I have not made the connection before, and the revelation is horrifying. I am unable to vocalize my thoughts, but Michelle does it for me.

“Do you think they gave us this condition on purpose?” Michelle’s face contorts in a mix of fear and anger, but we are interrupted when two orderlies walk over. They do not seem angry, but rather the opposite.

“Scarlet, you’re coming with us.” One of them holds up a key. “Dr. Marcellus has kindly allowed us to … get acquainted with you. He figured you need more attention if you are to get better.”

The other orderly laughs. I want to punch them in their smug faces now that I suspect that this is all a plot, all a conspiracy to get young women to come to the asylum to be bred and milked, but it does not change the fact that I am incredibly horny. The restraints only add to my arousal, and I ache to have my pussy released from its cage, even if it has only been a few hours.

The two lead me to a wing of the asylum mainly reserved for staff. I had expected to be fucked by two orderlies, but when three more await inside a medium-sized room with a large bed, things get interesting.

Sure. Why not?

I watch as the five men undress. I do not know their names, nor does it matter. Their young, naked bodies are primed and ready, the smiles on their faces tell me that they are swallowing my body with their eyes. One of them walks over and removes my gag.

“I think we need an extra opening for this,” he says with a grin. The orderly with the key uses it to remove my chastity belt.

They start gentle, slow, caressing my naked figure. Their warm hands run along my body, making me shiver with excitement, and the steel chastity belt is soon on the floor with the rest of their clothes. I am pushed back onto the bed, and two strong, handsome orderlies lie on either side of me, touching my massive, leaking breasts while they suck on them.

Their mouths on my sore udders make me moan with delight. I can feel the pressure in my breasts ease slightly, and the milk seeps from them onto my skin. They lick and bite at them, sending bursts of pain and pleasure through my body. The others look on with hungry eyes as I moan and squirm, begging them to use my other openings. I need this. My body aches for it, and I cannot help but giggle as my holes are being prodded, poked, licked, and fingered. The restraints are uncomfortable, but it makes everything feel so much better.

One of the orderlies lies down with his head next to my right hip. He guides me with his strong hands and pulls my crotch toward him until he has easy access to my dripping cunt. He spreads me open with one hand, and his tongue darts out and licks my clitoris. I moan louder and push back, but his hands keep a firm grasp on me as his mouth finds its target. His tongue swirls around my clitoris and flicks against the sensitive nub. It is so intense that I buck and writhe, but he continues with renewed vigor, licking, nibbling, and sucking my clitoris and pussy lips, and then he slides his fingers inside me.

But it does not remain this pleasant. It never does, and it never will, I know that. Not in the asylum.

One of the men pulls me off the other orderly. I cry out as his cock thrusts into me. “Oh, FUCK!”

“That’s what we’re here for,” the orderly grins, and he pulls out, leaving my pussy gaping and needy. “Turn around, cow.”

I obey. I want nothing more than their cocks inside me, and all thoughts of my investigation evaporate from my mind as the lust takes over. I get on all fours, struggling to balance due to the rigid shackles, but I am ready for them. One orderly slides in under me to continue feeding from my hanging breasts. The orderly with his massive, throbbing erection move in to take my pussy, and his cock pushes in until I can feel his heavy balls slap against my clitoris.

“Fuck …”

One of the other men stands in front of me. I open my mouth, and he shoves his cock in. The musky smell, the taste of sweat, it all makes me even more excited, and I try to take all of him into my mouth. The tip of his cock presses into the back of my throat, and my lips stretch wide to take his thick girth.

It does not take long before they are pounding me from all angles. The cock in my mouth slips out to slap my face before being shoved back into my mouth, filling my head with nothing but his musky dick. I am choking on it, drooling and gagging as my pussy is ravaged, my breasts are suckled on, and my ass is slapped.

The orderly fucking me from behind groans and spills his warm cum into my cunt. He is immediately replaced, another hard, throbbing cock stretching my inner walls, making my body ache and burn with lust. The orderly underneath me is replaced as well, and they keep using my body, their hands are all over me, pinching, grabbing, slapping, and pulling, while I try to keep myself up on shaking knees and hands. The metal bar makes balancing incredibly difficult, and the orderlies do not care when my arms give in and I collapse.

“Keep going …” I beg.

One orderly decides that my pussy has been used enough. He pulls out of my burning pussy, and I can feel him prodding my asshole. I grit my teeth, but I still scream when he breaches my tight opening, and I cry as he buries his entire length inside me, stretching my anus until the pain and pleasure is impossible to separate.

“Don’t stop,” I beg. “Please, don’t … stop.” My ass and pussy are burning and aching, and yet my body is still begging for more. The condition has worsened, I did not use to need this much to be satisfied, and I am not sure my body can last as long as I need it to. Two men have already come inside my pussy; I can feel their cum mixing with my juices as they seep down my leg, and a third man pulls his cock out of my mouth and blows his load on my face.

At that moment, the first orgasm crashes into me, making my body convulse as if struck by lightning. I scream as the second follows quickly after. Cum fills my asshole, but these men are young. Virile. Tenacious.

They are just getting started.

When I am deposited back in my cell, I feel exhausted, filthy, and used. I am covered in cum, my ass and pussy are on fire, and my nipples and breasts are aching. I am still helplessly shackled, yet I feel sated and satisfied as I collapse on the uncomfortable bed.

If this is how they intend to punish me for my curiosity, I am fine with that.

***

I bide my time, waiting for a chance to get answers, but it takes a while before an opportunity presents itself. For weeks, I have worn the uncomfortable rigid shackles and heavy ankle manacles. For weeks, every breath I take has been slightly restricted by the tight steel collar, and they only remove the harness gag when I am alone in my cell. It is starting to take its toll on me, but at least I am being fucked on a more regular basis now, both by Dr. Marcellus and the ravenous orderlies. I still get to sit next to him in his office, blowing him when he requires it, and it is here that I finally see an opening.

The door flies open. “Dr. Marcellus! We need you downstairs, NOW!” The panic in the orderly’s face makes the doctor jump from his chair and dash out of the door, leaving me alone in the office.

I consider just waiting for him for a bit, but I know that this is likely the best chance I will get. He closed his laptop before he left, but I guessed his password long ago, based on the finger movements I can see from my spot on the floor and the number of key presses.

The password itself makes me groan.

Rimosa Bovis. The name of our affliction.

I start going through his emails and whatever else I can find. I can hear yelling in the distance; it is likely one or more of the newer arrivals not coping well with the treatment at the asylum.

It does not take me long to get confirmation of my suspicions, and a few revelations present themselves. The first one is that Dr. Riordan is Dr. Rook’s sister. The second is that the doctors are making huge amounts of money selling hucow breastmilk to health-obsessed celebrities and giving up the babies born at the asylum for adoption. But it is the third one that makes the anger rise within me.

As Michelle suspected, the patients are all afflicted through injections given by Dr. Riordan and one other doctor. They have picked us based on age, attractiveness, or other attributes wanted by people looking to adopt from the asylum. And it seems a few of the hucows present are chosen specifically by the doctors themselves.

“What the fuck?” I mumble when a familiar name pops up in the emails to Dr. Riordan.

Carmen Valentine. The candidate to be the next leader of the country’s largest political party. Dr. Marcellus and the other two doctors have asked for her specifically, intending to make bank breeding the attractive, popular woman. Dr. Riordan has already injected her, and she is about to be committed.

I got the answers I seek, but what am I going to do with them? We are not allowed to communicate with the outside world. I can hear voices outside getting closer, and I know that I will be caught if I do not close the computer now, but there is too much at stake.

I manage to press send and close the window moments before Dr. Marcellus and an orderly enter the room, seeing me standing over the computer, drooling from my gag onto the keyboard while a few drops of milk join in from my strained udders.

I stare Dr. Marcellus in the eye and shrug. “Mmmh?” Not that I expect the look of ignorant innocence to save me. At least I have earned my punishment with open eyes this time.

I just hope they fuck me … I think to myself as the orderly grabs me by the arm and drags me out of Marcellus’ office.

“Hand her over to Trask,” Marcellus says through gritted teeth. The words echo in the hallway, spelling pain and misery in my future, but even that is better than being ignored or living a lie. I thought Dr. Marcellus was helping me, and it does bring me some peace to know that I am not likely to be his sex slave anymore.

I have endured many strenuous positions and brutal bondage predicaments since arriving at the asylum, but nothing quite like this. The orderly told me that it was called a strappado as he raised my arms behind my back. The rigid shackles feel even more brutal behind my back, and a set of elbow shackles connected by a short chain ensures that my arms stay close together. Had he raised the shackles just a few more inches, my shoulders would have likely dislocated, and every movement I make sends a surge of pain through my body. They chained my ankles together as well, and to add insult to injury, my heavy steel collar is chained to my ankles with a taut, heavy chain. I cannot move, and my back is fighting my shoulders for the top spot on my list of aching body parts.

I do not know how much time has passed. The gag has been in place for so long that my jaw is hurting, and my drooling mouth has become so sore that I cannot stop sobbing and whimpering. Yet even through it all, my condition causes me to derive intense pleasure from every jolt of pain.

The door opens. I know it is Trask, his footsteps are heavy, but I see no anger in his eyes when he appears in front of me. “Well, well … someone’s been snooping.” He drags a chair over in front of my face and sits down. He wipes some of the drool off my chin and licks it off his finger. “I’m sure you read plenty of dirty secrets on Jason’s computer.” He waggles the finger in front of me as if he is scolding a dog. “Naughty Scarlet. Jason is a bit … reckless with his secrets, so I’m not going to bother to ask what you found. I just want to know if you managed to contact anyone.”

The discomfort causes tears to well up in my eyes. I shake my head no.

“Hmm … I’m sure you understand if I don’t quite believe you. So I’m going to play with you for a bit, then I’ll ask you again.”

“MMMMH!”

“Yeah, I know.” Trask unlocks one of my ankle restraints. I scream as he pulls the leg back, forcing me to balance on the other. The pain in my shoulders explodes, and I struggle to find proper footing as he locks a chain to the leg and attaches it to the ceiling. I squirm and whimper as he licks the naked, vulnerable sole.

“You know I love the cane,” he says and grabs one from a nearby wall. The room is not big, but it is well-equipped. “This is going to hurt.”

I scream. I cannot help it, but even though I am gagged, my throat feels hoarse already.

Trask smiles as I squirm and whimper, and the pain increases. “That must hurt,” he says.

It does, but I am determined to take whatever he throws at me.

Trask leans forward to get a good grip on my foot and lifts my leg slightly. He strokes my sole with the thin cane, sending chills through my body, and he does not hesitate before he brings it down hard against the bottom of my foot. I cry out, the pain surges through my entire body, and my leg shakes uncontrollably, making my breasts jiggle and my udders leak milk. The next strike lands, then the next.

I am sobbing and struggling, my entire body is fighting against my restraints. My breasts bounce around, the nipples hardening in arousal. It hurts so much, and yet, it is exactly what I want.

The caning continues, this time aimed at the breasts that hang freely beneath me. Trask moves the chair so he has easy access and whacks each nipple in turn, and my milk soon begins to flow more steadily.

I cannot take this much longer, but Trask has just gotten started.

“You do look wonderful like this, Scarlet,” he says and lets his hand run down my arched, sweaty back. “So vulnerable.” He removes the gag. I am barely able to close my mouth after having it forced open for so long, but it is still a welcome relief. Trask once again moves the chair in front of my face and stares me down. “Let’s try again. Did you contact anyone?”

“N… no, Dr. Trask. I swear.” Every second, I need to make small adjustments with the one foot that is planted on the ground, and it is wearing me out. “Please … don’t … are you going to kill me?”

Trask’s grim, cold face suddenly lights up in laughter. “Kill you? God, no! I admit that shady things are happening here, but we’d never do that. We’re not murderers.” He pats me on the cheek. “We’ll fuck you, breed you, torture you, and keep you imprisoned, but never kill you.” He gets up from the chair and removes his pants to reveal that glorious, gigantic cock of his. “I’m inclined to believe you. For now. In any case, I’m too turned on by caning you to not fuck you.”

I cannot help but smile. “Thank you, Sir.” My body is still hurting badly from the rough position, and when Trask moves behind me and grabs my hips, I let out a sigh of relief. “Please … take me.” My pussy is wet and dripping, my nipples leaking, and my entire body is primed and ready for him. I feel his warm breath against my ass as he kneads it with both hands. I know it is going to hurt, but I am not just a slave to Dr. Marcellus. I am a slave to the intense urges he and the other doctors have put inside me.

I feel the tip of Trask’s thick cock against my slit, and I brace myself as it spreads my outer labia apart.

His cock penetrates my soaking wet cunt and buries itself to the hilt. My pussy clenches, and I let out a deep groan as his balls slap into my clitoris. It hurts, and I cannot help but cry as he grabs my ass with his hands and starts thrusting in and out of me. Every thrust sends a stinging pain through my arms and shoulders, making my breasts shake and sway, and the pain mixes with the pleasure of having his massive cock inside me. He grabs me by the hair and holds me in place while his other hand delivers a few sharp smacks to my ass, making me squeal in pain.

He is big. Maybe too big. The pain and pleasure is almost unbearable as he stretches my pussy, fucking me hard and deep, but the humiliation and degradation only heighten the sensation. Every thrust is an initial explosion of intense pain, followed by immense pleasure, and I scream until there is no air left in my lungs. The leg that is chained to the ceiling begins to cramp, and the other is struggling to keep me standing. For a moment, it loses its footing, causing me to hang from the arms and my shoulders to cry out in pain.

But he keeps fucking me.

“This … is nothing,” Trask groans behind me. “Enjoy it. What I have in mind for you next will be far worse.”

His words do not register. My mind is occupied by the intense orgasm that follows moments later. My pussy clenches hard around his thick cock, and he keeps pounding my sore body as the orgasm crashes through me, making my entire body convulse and shake. My leg cramps harder, and it hurts, yet the orgasm does not stop for what feels like minutes, even as his warm cum fills me.

He pulls out of me, leaving an empty void behind. I struggle to breathe as the collar presses on my neck, but it is made worse when he rams his sweaty cock inside my mouth for me to clean. I can taste myself on his shaft, and I look up at him with tears in my eyes.

Trask smiles. “God, I love fucking hucows. So submissive, so horny. Dr. Rook’s concoction really is a wonder drug. It’s impressive how quickly you cows accept being tortured and chained when you’re constantly horny and aching to be milked and fucked.”

“Mmmmm …”

“No, I’m afraid the changes to your body are quite permanent, despite what we’ve led you to believe.” He pulls his cock out of my mouth and wipes it on my cheek. “Let’s get you set up downstairs. I’m afraid you won’t be joining the others in the common area anymore.”

I am too broken and spent to protest. I wince as he releases me from the strappado, and even though the rigid shackles are still wildly unpleasant, I am just relieved to be out of the rough position. But my relief is shortlived as Trask drags me down a nearby stairwell to a level of the asylum I have not seen before. He pushes me inside yet another drab, depressing cell without windows, but to my surprise, it is already occupied. The first thing that hits me is the loud noise of a piston and a woman’s tortured moans. The next is the sight of an orderly with his cock deep down the throat of a familiar-looking girl. It takes me a few moments to recognize her; her makeup is running as the tears stream down her face and her mouth is wide open to contain the massive orderly.

It is the woman who used to walk around gagged in the common area, seemingly trying to warn the rest of us about the doctors. She is locked in a steel pillory, her body strapped to a weird bench, and the sound that I can hear is a fucking machine pounding both her holes relentlessly. A milking machine is attached to her udders, and she looks exhausted.

I do not need any guesses to figure out who is meant to go next to her.

“Brock, can you help me out with Scarlet?” Trask says in a casual tone as if this is not a scene straight out of a horror movie.

“Just … a moment …” the orderly groans and pulls out to blow his load on the girl’s face. “There.” He wipes his cock in her hair and turns toward us. “Sure, let’s get her locked up.”

“You … you can’t do this,” I say as the orderly removes my collar and shackles before pushing me down into an open pillory. The upper part locks in place, leaving my wrists and neck firmly restrained in the medieval device. I can barely move, and what movement I can do is taken from me as they tie me to the bench using wide leather straps. My ass and pussy are on display, exposed and helpless, but I do feel a degree of excitement at the thought of being fucked in both holes by a machine. The rational thought inside me cries for justice, tells me that this is messed up, but I have been a horny hucow for too long to not find at least some enjoyment in this.

“You two enjoy each other’s company,” Trask says as he presses the two dildos on the machine inside my asshole and pussy. They are thick and wide, and he does not stop until they can go no further. Meanwhile, the orderly hooks my breasts up to a milking machine and turns it on. “I’m sure you have a lot to talk about.”

The other woman moans loudly, unable to speak as the device pounds her. Trask turns on the machine behind me and leaves with the orderly. I cannot move away or even adjust, and the first thrust makes my body spasm in pain as both my openings are penetrated.

“It … it hurts so … much …” the other girl moans. “And yet … I don’t want it … to stop.”

The machine pounds me relentlessly, stretching my pussy and asshole. The sensation of the thick dildos going in and out of my body is overwhelming. My entire body rocks with the machine and the suction on the milking machine is draining my udders quickly.

The fucking continues for what feels like forever. It is hard to breathe as the dildos hit the deepest part of me with every thrust, making my pussy and asshole ache. I can no longer feel my legs, but I know that the orgasm is coming. I look forward to it, yet I dread what comes after - the machine is not going to stop just because I come. I have never experienced anything like it; there is no variation in the raw, cold machinery’s relentless thrusts, and when my breasts run dry, the milking machine turns into a device of pure torture.

Yet, as always, there is pleasure in it all.

“FUUUUUCK!” I scream when the orgasm rushes through me. I shake and cry, but I am not allowed to enjoy it, not allowed to bask in the bliss. I scream again as the next orgasm floods me. My body twitches and squirms, and I cannot help but laugh hysterically between the screams as the orgasms come faster and harder.

Then, just as I fear that I might go completely insane, that my raw pussy will tear and my asshole will explode, the machine stops fucking and milking me. So does the one torturing the other girl.

“They … make it … take breaks,” she says, struggling to catch her breath. The machines are placed so I can just about see her face. “But … they are never the same length. You never know when it starts again. It can be minutes … or hours.” She smiles at me. “Welcome to my private hell. I’m Alice. Dr. Alice Krauss.”

“How long … do they keep you here?” My body is still shaking, and the dildos are buried deep inside me.

“A few days at a time. They let the orderlies come fuck my face whenever they want.”

“You were trying to warn the rest of us in the common area …”

She nods as much as the pillory will allow her. “I was, but those gags are very efficient …”

I pull at the pillory, but it is hopeless. “You said you were a doctor?”

“Yes.” Alice’s face darkens. “I invented the hormone therapy that causes the condition with Dr. Rook by accident. We were trying to help mothers who struggle to produce milk, but we never knew the side effects would be this … severe. When I heard what Rook was planning to do with it, I wanted to rat him and the others out, but …”

“They got to you first and injected you.”

“And here I am.” She sighs and tries to blow away a strand of red hair away from her face. “They’re not going to let me go. And the worst part is … that I’m not sure I want them to. These fucking hormones …”

I am about to tell Alice that there is hope, that I managed to send an email, but the door opens and interrupts us. Two orderlies enter, their cocks already hanging lazily out of the top of their pants.

“It’s our lucky day,” one of them says. “No waiting in line.”

Alice rolls her eyes and opens her mouth when the first man approaches her.

The second walks up to me, but I close my lips tightly. I am already struggling to hold my head up. The pillory is making my neck sore.

“You know the drill, cow. Open up.”

The moment my lips part, the cock slides into my mouth. It tastes of piss and sweat, but I suck obediently, licking his shaft with enthusiasm. I do enjoy giving blowjobs, especially when restrained, but the pillory makes it hurt my neck. The man thrusts into me, his balls slapping into my face with every movement, making my breasts shake, and soon I feel him tense as he comes. I do my best to swallow it all, but his cock slips out of my mouth, and a few spurts of cum hit me on the chin before he once again finds his way inside my mouth.

It is nothing I have not done before as a sex slave to Dr. Marcellus. But the strenuous position makes it far more humiliating, and the moment the orderly finishes, another one enters the room.

And then the machines start up again.

God, I hope Rianna gets that email, is that last coherent thought that goes through my mind before my body enters a primal haze of intense, overwhelming pleasure, crushing humiliation, and brutal pain. My screams join Alice’s, echoing in the small room as we are milked dry and fucked by machines until we are raw.

It is too much.

It is perfect.

It is my new life at the hucow asylum.

The story of the Hucow Asylum is continued in part 3
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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.

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcD2.jpg
THE
DUNGEC HARD TIME

VOLUME: M
. Y HUSBAND'S PRISON

JESSICA ACKLES

INSPIRED

& WRITER'S
NDAGE

ASPIRIN
JOURNEY INTO BO

7






OEBPS/image_rsrcCV.jpg
ULRIKA UDDERSON





OEBPS/image_rsrcCX.jpg
" THE CIMPLETE JERIER
ULRIKA UDDERSON






OEBPS/image_rsrcCS.jpg
ULRIKA_.UDDERSON
+*.

D -

aucall
ASYLUNS

PART 3: POLITICS AND CREAM





OEBPS/image_rsrcD0.jpg
.
7L
' CLICK HERE TO SIGN
UP FOR THE MAILING
LIST





cover.jpeg
ULRIKA UDDERSON

ASYLU

PART 2: MILKING HER






OEBPS/image_rsrcCW.jpg
ULRIKA UDDERSDN

-

. " /‘

* s’

TIE

HlICUW

INSPECTUR






OEBPS/image_rsrcCU.jpg
ULRIKA UDDERSQN

THE FERTILE HUCOW COLLEGE 1





OEBPS/image_rsrcCZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcCY.jpg
o

W

EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE
ULRIKA LII]I]ERSIJN





OEBPS/image_rsrcCT.jpg
OTHER WORKS





OEBPS/image_rsrcCR.jpg
PAR] 2

SCARLET





OEBPS/image_rsrcCP.jpg
ULRIKA UDDERSON

ASYL

[
PART 1: INNOCENT AND FERTI

LE





OEBPS/image_rsrcD1.jpg
FROM THE AUTHOR





