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One more deep breath. And another. I stare at the written speech in my hand, doing my best to focus on the words, but my body and my mind are not cooperating. I look at my watch and groan. This could not have happened at a worse time. The small dressing room suddenly feels cramped and uncomfortable, and I run into the small bathroom to splash some water onto my face in a desperate attempt to clear my mind.

It does not work.

Come on, Carmen, you’ve done this dozens of times. I stare at the well-dressed woman in the mirror. Hair, makeup, everything is on point, I have people for that, but this is not stage fright. This is far worse.

I’m so horny. And my breasts hurt like hell. They began growing a few weeks ago and are almost double the size now. My publicist thinks it will only help my chances and keep asking why I chose to get a boob job, but I have no idea why it happened.

I lift my elegant, red dress and sneak two fingers inside my black lace panties. My pussy is on fire and soaking wet. The two fingers slide in with no resistance, and I gasp as a surge of pleasure hits me. It is as if my desperate pussy sucks the fingers inside like a ravenous beast, aching to be fed. I let out a pleased moan as the sound of my bracelets jangling and the wet sound of my fingers sliding in and out of me fills the bathroom.

I know I should stop. I know that I need to focus, but I have given up trying to get my body to obey me. I grab hold of the edge of the sink with one hand while the other is busy trying to sate the beast, and my shameful whimpers join the other sounds in the bathroom.

I can hear the door to the dressing room open. “They’re waiting, Mrs. Valentine,” Jasmine, my assistant, says. I am thankful she cannot see me through the closed door to the bathroom, as I have now slipped down to sit on the toilet, legs open wide and my hand working furiously on my clit and pussy.

“Yes … uhh, yes, I’ll be right there.”

“Mrs. Valentine?” Jasmine’s voice sounds concerned. “Are you alright?”

I sigh and slowly remove my hand from between my legs, even though every cell in my body wants me to continue. I stare at my glistening fingers in a trance before I pull myself together. I stagger out into the dressing room and smile at Jasmine before grabbing the speech and heading out of the room.

The walk to the stage is excruciating, and every step makes me wince as my over-sensitive breasts rub against the inside of the bra. The sound of applause greets me as I step out on the podium and I do my best to appear normal, confident, and in charge as I begin the speech.

I speak of jobs. Of economy. Of security and welfare. Cameras flash with every word coming out of my mouth, and the crowd applauds and cheers at the exact moments I need them to. It is a dance, a performance, but all I can think of is how much I want the men in the room to rush the stage and fuck me. I absentmindedly smell my fingers. I can feel my juices trickle down my inner thigh, and I am grateful that the podium stand in front of me hides my legs.

But it is not the only fluids escaping my body. My breasts hurt more and more with each passing moment. I try to focus on the audience and cameras, but it gets difficult to concentrate as the ache turns to pain. A wetness begins spreading across my left breast. Then my right breast begins to leak. I look down to see two wet stains on my expensive dress, and when I glance to the side to look at Jasmine, she is pale and frozen in place.

More flashes. Everyone is taking pictures now. The humiliation grips my body like a vice, but I manage to abbreviate the last few paragraphs into a strong finish and excuse myself before I rush off stage. Tears stream down my cheeks as I run past several journalists who have managed to make their way backstage to ask me questions, and I breathe a sigh of relief when I finally lock the door to the dressing room behind me. I slide out of my dress to find the lace bra drenched with what appears to be breast milk.

I rip off the bra and throw it on the floor. The chilly air in the dressing room makes my large, erect nipples ache even more, and I enter the bathroom, desperate for relief from the pain. I begin milking myself into the sink, terrified at the sight of milk squirting from my nipples. The stream is surprisingly powerful at first, splashing into the sink, but soon it lessens to a mere dribble, then nothing but drops. It takes me a good ten minutes to get it all out, and I stare at my breasts in the mirror. They are still huge, but at least the milking lessened the pain.

It did not lessen my horniness, though.

There is frantic knocking on my door, but I cannot be bothered by that right now. My hands massage my breasts, rubbing my sensitive nipples. They are still sore from the milking, but I cannot help it. My pussy is throbbing and I need to come. Badly. I quickly slide out of my panties, sit down on the floor, and let my hands work their magic on my body.

I groan loudly and spread my legs wide as my fingers work the inside of my pussy while my thumbs massage my clit. I gasp for breath. I have never felt this horny before in my life. I am going to come soon, and I bite my lips not to scream in ecstasy as I fingerfuck myself to orgasm.

A wave of relief washes over me as my body finally finds the release it so desperately craves. My legs spasm and I squirm on the cold floor of the bathroom, doing my best to be quiet, but the orgasm feels amazing and I cannot help but let out a few moans of pure bliss.

I hear the door to the dressing room open.

“Fuck …” I forgot that Jasmine has an extra key.

I scramble up, my high heels making it hard to find my footing on the slippery floor.

“Carmen!?”

Shit. The door to the bathroom opens, but I have nowhere to hide. Jasmine lets out a surprised yelp as she sees me. I blush and cross my arms over my breasts, but it only serves to accentuate my nudity. At least she is alone, but I can hear a crowd of journalists outside the dressing room.

Jasmine’s young face is hard to read. “Are you okay?”

I look down on the floor. I can see my drenched panties in the corner of my eyes, and there are droplets of milk on the wall and floor. “No. No, I’m not.” I sigh and lean back against the cold tile wall. “Schedule an appointment with Dr. Riordan, will you?”

He is sitting in the living room when I return home the next day. The television is turned off, which is always a bad sign. It means he is unhappy about something and wants to talk. I am not surprised. The headlines have been less than flattering, and the images of me with wet stains on my shirt are everywhere on social media.

“Hey, sweetie,” I say and put my luggage down in the hallway.

“Hey.” He does not get up to hug and kiss me like he usually does. “You made quite a splash with your speech.”

“Funny.”

“No, it’s not.”

“I know.” I kick off my heels and sit down next to him on the couch. The knot in my stomach refuses to loosen, it has been there since the humiliation last night, but even now, even at this moment, my juices are seeping through my panties. I just want Robert to jump me and ram his cock inside me again and again.

“Well, are you? Pregnant?” He points at the newspaper on the table nearby. “I got my tubes tied, so I really hope you’re not.”

“No, I’m not pregnant.”

“You’re lactating, your boobs have grown …” He clenches his jaw and scratches his well-kempt beard. “And for the last few weeks, you’ve been trying to initiate sex several times a day. The only other time you’ve ever been that aggressive was when you felt bad after we spent a weekend with your mother. Did you cheat on me?”

“God, no!” I cannot help but laugh. “I’d never do that, Rob. Ever. I don’t know what’s wrong with me, honestly - I’ve got an appointment with Dr. Riordan later today, just … wait until I’ve got some answers, okay?”

He sighs and forces a smile. “Fine. I’ll wait. But it better be good.” He gets up and leaves the room, leaving me in the company of myself and the growing stain on the couch beneath me.

I moan loudly as Dr. Riordan’s fingers probe me. She presses against the walls of my pussy, and I squirm and flinch on the gurney.

“Wow, you’re really wet,” she says when she appears from beneath my legs. She removes her latex gloves and throws them in the trash before she grabs a notepad.

I nod and sigh. “No shit.” My pussy is throbbing from the examination, and the ache in my breasts is getting worse again. I need to milk them soon or I will leak through the shirt. It would be the third time today.

Dr. Riordan clicks her pen and begins writing on her notepad. “Hypersexuality and hyperlactation,” she says as if they are the most normal words in the world. “A rare combination, but a debilitating one.”

“I’m very aware of that,” I say and sit on the edge of the gurney. I cannot stop thinking about how I want the beautiful doctor to lick me. “Can you prescribe me something? I’ve got to get back on the campaign trail.”

The doctor removes her glasses with a loud sigh. She looks up at me with a pained expression. “I’m afraid there is nothing I can give you, Mrs. Valentine. And … your condition is only going to get worse from here.”

It feels as if an ice-cold hand has gripped my throat. “Excuse me?”

“The condition is rare, but … the hypersexuality you’re experiencing will worsen until you become downright dangerous to others.”

I stare at the doctor. “I can control myself.”

“Can you?” She leans forward and meets my skeptical gaze. “You just told me it was necessary to masturbate in a dressing room while people knocked on your door. In a few weeks, you might be assaulting random people to satiate your growing appetite.” She gets up from her chair and lays a hand on my shoulder. “I know it is hard to hear. But the only known treatment is the physical therapy taking place at Greenview Asylum. I think you should go there at once.”

“An asylum?” I laugh nervously. “You’ve got to be kidding me … I’m not going to a fucking asylum!”

Dr. Riordan’s kind, pretty face darkens. “Look, this is serious, I …”

“No!” I slam my hand on the table next to me. “I’m not going to some asylum because of the word of one young doctor. I want more tests, I want second and third opinions, I want … I want to be absolutely certain!” I rummage through my purse until I find my phone. “I got contacts that know about stuff like this, I’m going to …”

“No!” The doctor slaps my phone away, and I see a hint of panic on her face. “No, you can’t … I …” She grabs the phone on her desk. “Orderlies! Now!”

“What do you think you’re doing?” I ask through gritted teeth. I stand up from the gurney, ignoring the fact that I am still naked after the doctor examined my genitals and my breasts. I take one step toward her, but before I can even figure out what I am going to do, two burly men burst through the door.

Dr. Riordan points at me. “Restrain her!”

I turn to run, but it is already too late. One of the men grabs my arm and pulls it behind my back, and the other grabs hold of my other arm. I struggle against their vice-like grips, but it is pointless.

“No!” I scream as they force me down on my knees. “You can’t do this!”

Dr. Riordan walks over to me. “I’m sorry, Carmen, but I have to do what’s best for you.” She looks at the men. “I’m officially committing her. Take her to Greenview.”

“No, I won’t - MMMMPH!” One of the men pushes a ballgag inside my mouth and buckles it tightly. As I stare menacingly at the audacious orderly, the other begins forcing my arms into a straitjacket. I kick and scream, doing my best to fight them off, but the moment they tighten the straps, I am helpless.

They can’t do this!

I shake my head when one of the men approaches me with a wide, thick leather collar. Out of the corner of my eye, I notice Dr. Riordan smiling, and I begin crying when they tighten the collar around my neck to the point of choking me. A set of leather shackles connected by a steel chain are locked onto my ankles, completing the utter humiliation. My engorged breasts are already leaking through the fabric, and I let out a revealing, degrading moan when the straitjacket’s crotch strap is pulled between my legs and tightened. It grinds against my wet, naked pussy as they add insult to injury by locking a chain to the collar and dragging me toward the door.

I have never felt this helpless and humiliated before. I am used to being in control, used to having a plan, but within a few minutes, everything seems to have shattered around me. Tears stream down my cheeks as the orderlies pull me through the waiting room. It does not take many seconds before I am recognized, and I know my political career is over the moment the first person waiting for their doctor’s appointment snaps a picture of me.

I want to wake from the nightmare, but it is all made painfully real when I catch a glimpse of myself in a large mirror near the exit. My dark hair is a mess, the ballgag contorts my face by forcing my mouth wide open, and I can see my juices glistening on the inside of my thigh. I have always been a fighter, overcoming countless setbacks on my way to the top, but even I have no idea how I can ever recover from something like this. I let out another loud moan as the crotch strap grinds against my pussy. The physical pleasure is a stark contrast to the humiliation and despair, and I hate that I am losing control of my body and its urges.

I almost feel relieved when the two men push me inside their van and the door closes behind me. No more pictures, but I know that the damage is done. Pictures of a naked Carmen Valentine in a straitjacket and ballgag being dragged like a dog on a leash are likely already going viral on social media. I have been reduced from a confident and charismatic public figure to a mere sexual object, my name and dignity forever tainted.

The two men talk and joke as if nothing is going on. They laugh and share their plans for the weekend, ignoring my muffled attempts to speak through the gag, and my desperate attempts to get them to listen. I groan loudly, frustrated, and stare out the tinted windows as the car drives through the busy streets. It feels as if the journey goes on forever, but finally, the car stops in front of a large building far from the bustling city.

Two doctors stand ready to receive me outside the main entrance. A young, smiling man with curly hair that moves in the breeze and a middle-aged silver fox with a serious demeanor. The old, but elegant buildings housing the asylum look a little worn, but the surroundings do not register much with me as I am pulled out of the van.

“Welcome to Greenview,” the older doctor says and takes a step forward. His face mildens into one of concern. “It seems our orderlies have been unnecessarily harsh, let me remove that gag.”

I do not reciprocate his kindness when the invasive gag is finally removed. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” I sputter, my eyes shooting lightning as I stare the man in the eyes. “You can’t just fucking restrain someone like this! I have rights, do you even know who I am?” I fight the straitjacket, but all it does is cause the crotch strap to rub my pussy even more.

The man smiles. I know that smile - it is one belonging to a man in complete control, one who is certain that he is above the person standing in front of him. “We know who you are.” I am usually able to turn the tables on men like that, but I am at a major disadvantage here. “But your condition does not discriminate. You’re at risk of being a danger to yourself and others. The restraints are for your own protection.”

“Fuck you,” I say through gritted teeth. “I want to talk to my lawyer. Now. You’re not allowed to keep people against … MMMH?”

“That’s better,” the doctor says after putting the gag back in place. “I’m sorry, but outside contact is now allowed here.” He looks at his colleague. “I think we need to isolate the esteemed Carmen Valentine for a while, don’t you agree, Dr. Rook?”

The younger man nods. “Indeed, Dr. Marcellus. I’ll take her to isolation.” I let out a surprised yelp as he takes hold of the chain connected to the collar around my neck.

“I’ll let you handle her from here, Dr. Rook,” the senior doctor says and checks his watch. “I’ve got to head home, my wife is expecting me for dinner.”

“Of course,” Dr. Rook replies with a smile. The jovial tone sounds completely out of place, considering I am standing naked and restrained in front of them. The young doctor turns toward me. “Follow me, please.”

He pulls at the leash, forcing me to follow him as he walks up the stairs to the entrance of the asylum. I struggle to keep up due to the shackles around my ankles, and my mind struggles even more to understand what is happening.

“This is the common area, but I’m afraid you won’t be seeing much of this,” the doctor says as he leads me through a large area. I am beyond shocked to see other women there, all of them with swollen breasts like mine, all of them restrained in one way or the other.

This is barbaric. I know that something illegal is going on, I never imagined a place like this existed, yet most of the chained women seem docile and content. Maybe even brainwashed.

“As part of your treatment, we need to evaluate the current state of your condition,” Dr. Rook says. I feel my stomach tie itself into a knot as I hear him talk about punishments, whippings, milking, and breeding. It is insane and repulsive, but I am struggling more with the fact that hearing about it turns me on rather than the acts themselves. My breasts are heavy and barely kept in check by the straitjacket, but when he pulls me inside a room with a milking machine, I want to run away.

I know I need to be milked. But this is humiliating.

“Let’s get you out of the straitjacket,” Dr. Rook says. He pulls the leash until my back presses against the wall, and I gasp when he fastens the leash to a hook in the wall. I stare at him with hateful eyes as he unbuckles the straitjacket and removes it. The moment it is off, I start clawing at the collar around my neck, but the doctor is fast. He grabs my wrists, and I feel my face blush when my nipples brush against his white coat. I hate that I am getting aroused, and I try to fight him as he pulls at my arm. But he is strong and determined, and within a minute, he has forced both my arms into a set of handcuffs fastened to the wall above my head. The metal bites into my skin as I struggle, but it is pointless.

“I’m going to leave the gag in place,” Dr. Rook says and strokes his fingers against the side of my face. “I know you have some objections to your treatment, which is understandable. But I assure you that we know what we are doing.” He inspects my aching breasts. “You haven’t milked yourself today, have you?”

I shake my head and blush. The rage is still burning, but I am desperate for relief.

“I’ll show you how to do it properly later. For now, the machine will take care of it.”

I stare at him with wide eyes as he produces a set of suction hoses. They are connected to a machine next to a small table. The hoses end in rubber cups the size of a hand, and I squirm and struggle when he brings them to my breasts.

I scream into the gag when the cups are placed around my breasts, and I scream again when Dr. Rook turns on the machine and I feel the suction. My breasts are sensitive, but the screams are just as much an expression of frustration and humiliation. As the machine hums and does its job, I feel the sweet relief of being milked - the pain from the machine remains, but the discomfort from being filled to the brim with milk dissipates.

There is something more, however. A sensation between the layers of anger, fear, and humiliation. As my breasts are sucked dry, I feel a familiar tingling in my body. My nipples are aching, but the pain radiates down to my pussy where it is turned into arousal. Shameful, glorious arousal.

No. I can’t be enjoying this! I know it is the condition, the hypersexuality, but the lust building within me is an effective painkiller and a welcome distraction.

Dr. Rook smiles as he notices how my legs begin trembling. “I can’t believe I’m about to milk Carmen Valentine,” he says and leans close to me. I can smell his cologne, feel the heat from his body. I have always been faithful to my husband, never even considered straying, but right now, I want this bastard to fuck me, even though he is keeping me chained against my will. “Embrace the pleasure, Carmen. It’ll help you on the road to recovery.”

I look him in the eyes. I want to come off defiant, but I end up moaning instead.

He grins. “Do you want me to touch you?”

I pull at the handcuffs, but it only turns me on even more. I groan and try to resist the alluring offer, but I cannot.

I nod. It feels like the person I have always seen myself as shatters inside me as I am reduced to a whimpering, horny slut.

The doctor rubs the back of his hand against my wet thigh. “You know … you’ve been on television and in newspapers a lot lately.” He moves his hand upwards. “It’s a pleasure to have a powerful woman like you at my mercy.”

Oh god, yes. I squirm and press against his hand. The machine is draining my breasts and my pussy is on fire. I need him to touch me. Now.

“I’ll give you the release you need, Carmen. But you need to be a good girl for me.”

It feels as if my pussy is about to explode, and I thrust my hips forward and moan, but the doctor takes a step back.

“Look at yourself, Carmen.”

No. I don’t want to. I begin sobbing as I once again wrestle with my unforgiving chains.

“See what you’ve become after just an hour here. You need to be here. You need our help.” He touches my clit with a teasing, featherlight touch. It is as if his skin is electric, and I moan into my gag. “You’re a powerful woman, Carmen, but you’re dangerous and you need to be controlled. Do you agree?”

I want to say no. I want to spit in his face and tell him to go to hell, but I end up nodding. I have never felt this desperate or horny before.

His fingers are magic. I stare at him with wide, pleading eyes as he begins rubbing my pussy. I need to come. Now. I want to scream at him, beg him to make me orgasm. The machine is sucking hard at my breasts, but they are beginning to feel normal. My pussy on the other hand feels like a furnace, ready to explode.

The doctor slides a finger inside me. Nothing Richard ever did to me felt like this. I scream as I climax shortly after and squirt all over the floor. My mind goes blank, and the whole world seems to disappear for a moment. All that remains is the doctor’s fingers, my breasts, and a pleasure that is so intense it almost hurts.

But it no longer feels like my body. As the intense climax slowly subsides, it feels as if a part of me has been erased.

Dr. Rook removes his fingers and wipes them on a towel before he turns off the milking machine. “We’re going to have so much fun together,” he says and flashes a confident smile. “But I need to check on the other patients, so I’ll have to lock you up in solitary confinement. For your own good, of course.”

I am still groggy and lightheaded from the climax. The doctor removes the handcuffs and once again forces me into a straitjacket, but this one does not cover my breasts, which hang lazily and heavily over my arms as the straitjacket locks them across my stomach. The crotch strap is soaked with my juices within seconds, and I groan as he tightens it between my legs, but the straitjacket is still more comfortable than the handcuffs.

Dr. Rook grabs my leash and pulls me out of the milking room and down the corridor. I have no idea where we are, but the doctor is walking with a purpose. We walk past several rooms, all with beds and barred windows, but he seems to have a specific destination in mind.

A muffled moan escapes the large gag when the crotch strap rubs against my pussy. The orgasm helped with the immediate urge, but my pussy is not satisfied, it wants more, it wants a cock, and the sensation of helplessness and shame only serves to feed its hunger. The doctor ignores me, though, and stops in front of an old, narrow steel door.

“We don’t use this cell often, but you’re a special case.” Dr. Rook’s smile takes on a sinister edge. He gestures at three hatches in the door. “You’ll be milked through the middle slot when you’re fed, three times a day. At those times, a bucket will be provided for other needs through the bottom hatch. The isolation is to protect other patients and for us to judge the severity of your condition.” He opens the door and pushes me inside.

This is not a cell. It is more like a concrete closet.

“They used this for torture back in the day, but we reckon it can help your healing process now.” He locks the chain to my collar to the wall. “I hope you’ll find a way to sleep. Oh, I almost forgot.” He removes the gag. “You’ll need a new gag.”

“You can’t do this,” I say in a raspy voice; my mouth is dry after drooling so much, and my jaw is stiff. “People will come looking for me, people w-”

He pushes a new, larger ballgag inside my mouth, one with a small hole in the middle. “You’ll be fed through a tube inserted in the gag.” He smiles. “People know where you are, Carmen: At a retreat to get better. Your husband has been informed as well, he wishes you a speedy recovery.”

The rage spills over. I lunge toward Dr. Rook, but the collar chain is short and soon stops me. I scream into the gag as tears stream from my eyes, and it takes little effort for Dr. Rook to push me back inside the cramped space and close the steel door.

No. No, no, no, NO!

The cell is so tiny that the door touches my nipples when my back is against the wall, and I can feel it touching my arms to the sides as well. I am not claustrophobic, but this is insane. There is no way to rest, no way to lie down - I cannot even sit. The collar chain is too short, and my knees push against the door when I try. There is no light, and it feels like I have been buried alive.

The cell is cold. Dark. It smells like dust and mold. I am naked and shivering. Tears stream down my face as I try to comprehend the situation, but my mind cannot handle it. I have never felt this helpless in my life. All the power I am used to wielding has been taken from me in the blink of an eye, reducing me to a restrained prisoner in a terrible cell.

I scream. It feels like I can do nothing else. I do not know what lies the doctors have told my husband or my staff, but I have a sense that no one is coming for me.

But I am not alone in the cramped space. A tiny voice appears in the back of my mind, barely noticeable at first in the storm of panic and rage that dominates my thoughts. A voice telling me that these doctors might have a point. That I am too horny to walk free. I cannot deny that being milked and fingered by the young doctor was an incredible experience, and even now, the feel of the crotch strap’s rough fabric against my pussy is flooding my body with lust.

I have never tried bondage, despite Richard’s awkward attempts at bringing it up. I do not like losing control. Yet there is something about the constant presence of the collar around my neck, the deafening sound of chains in the tiny space, and the sensation of being completely immobilized that adds to the lust building within me. I hate that I like part of it, that even with the uncertainty and humiliation I am turned on.

It is as if someone is slowly chipping away at my personality and my sanity with an icepick. I am being tortured, restrained, held against my will. I should be outraged and scared. I am those things, but I am also a woman desperate for pleasure, moving slightly in my coffin-like cell to feel the crotch strap against my pussy, lowering myself to choke on my chain - I am feeding off the humiliation, the degradation, and the punishment, and it terrifies me.

I do not know how many hours I have been standing there when the top slot opens. I cannot see who is out there, I just see the light from the small opening. A tube is inserted into my gag, and I cough when what tastes like lentil soup is sent through. It is nourishing, and there is enough of it, but it is beyond humiliating. I also feel a bucket being pushed through the larger slot at the bottom, just able to fit between my shackled legs, and a moment later, the middle slot opens to allow two vacuum tubes to be attached to my breasts. I moan loudly when the milking machine is turned on. The sensation is as painful as last time. I imagine I look like a dairy cow, and the humiliating thought arouses me. I feel ashamed of my arousal, but that only serves to feed it.

As the machine milks me, I cannot help but move slightly in my cell. The experience is not enough to give me an orgasm, but I am aching to come. It is all I can think about; thoughts of escape, of my husband, all of that is gone from my mind as the constant trickle of arousal tears at me.

Then all tubes are removed, the slots are closed, and I am once again left alone in the dark. My pussy is throbbing and I want to be fucked. Hard. The urge is primal, animalistic, and the fact that I cannot touch myself and satisfy those urges is beyond frustrating. I scream in frustration and rage into the gag, but the darkness swallows the sounds. I wonder if anyone can hear me at all. I want someone to hear me, but at the same time, I am too ashamed of my arousal and my naked body to be seen. I have been a strong, independent woman, and now I am a prisoner. A naked hucow slave.

I sob. I scream. I beg. I fight. I squirm. But the chains keep me in place and the silence I get in response is deafening. It is like I do not exist, yet the arousal and the hunger are constant reminders of the fact that I do. Time loses all meaning. I eventually become so tired that I manage to sleep by pushing my knees against the door and taking the weight off my feet, even if the position means that the tight collar chain causes me to choke.

I try to keep track. They have fed me fifteen times. Or was it seventeen? I am almost delirious by now, and I welcome the milking just for a chance to feel human hands on my body for the few seconds it takes whoever is on the other side to apply the tubes.

When the door finally opens and the fluorescent lights from the corridor blind me, I have no fight left in me. I am a sobbing, disgusting mess of tears, sweat, and bodily fluids, desperate for human attention. I am willing to do anything. Dr. Rook stands there, smiling at me as if he has not just put me through hell, yet my heart swells at the sight of him.

“My dear Carmen,” he says and hugs me. “It seems the week has been rough on you.”

Week? I was in there a whole week?

He unlocks my collar chain from the wall. “Come with me. I think you need to be cleaned.”

I just nod. I am exhausted, unable to focus, and my legs shake beneath me as I follow him. He takes me to a small cell nearby and locks my collar to a chain in the ceiling. It is tight, and I have to stand on my toes to keep from choking too hard, but compared to the cramped cell, it is manageable.

“Now … I’m sure you must be tired,” he says, his voice warm and sweet. His strong, warm hands remove the straightjacket, and my first instinct is to cover myself. “Oh, that won’t do. I’m sorry, but all patients at Greenview are to be restrained at all times, at least at first.”

“Mmmmmmhhhhhh …” I groan and sob when he locks heavy steel shackles dangling from the ceiling onto my wrists, forcing my arms out to the sides. I am completely exposed, made worse when he removes the chain connecting my ankle restraints and locks them to a spreader bar. I am standing spreadeagle, naked, at his mercy.

And all I can think about is what he is hiding behind those khaki pants. There is a vague understanding in my mind of the fact that this is still outrageous, that I should do all I can to get out of the asylum, but they are muted as the juices from my soaking wet pussy trickle down my legs.

“Let’s get you cleaned up,” the doctor says. “I usually let the orderlies handle this, but a chance to hose down Carmen Valentine …” He smiles. “I’m not going to let that pass me by.”

I scream when he turns on the hose. The water is ice-cold, and I writhe and squirm in my bondage as he sprays me down like a dirty animal. I feel humiliated and ashamed, yet the cold water against my skin feels wonderful. I am filthy, I know I am, and I am grateful to finally have a chance to wash, even if it is not on my terms. The water feels like tiny knives against my skin, and the doctor is thorough, making sure to get to every part of me. I whimper and moan when the water hits my sensitive, swollen breasts, the sensation is intense. Then he moves the hose lower.

The pleasure is a shock to me. The cold water hits my pussy, and though it is painful, my body derives immense pleasure from it. I pull at the shackles holding me, feel the collar pressing against my neck - the thought of being restrained like this while a stranger hoses me down would have made me sick a week ago, but not now.

When he finally turns the water off, I am struggling to breathe. My body is shivering from the cold and the lust. The doctor walks up to me and lets his fingers comb through my wet hair.

“So beautiful …” he says. “I’m going to remove the gag now. Are you going to behave, Carmen?”

I whimper and nod. I just want the gag off.

“As I briefly mentioned to you before I locked you up, your condition is hard to treat with traditional means. We need to shock your body, to reset it - and our experiences show that pregnancy is one of the best ways to do that.”

I look him in the eye. The words coming out of his mouth are preposterous, but I am no longer able to think straight.

He continues. “I have a simple question for you now, Carmen.” He removes the gag that has kept my mouth wide open for a week. “Do you want me to fuck you?”

“Yes.” The answer bursts from my lips before I have time to even consider it. “Please …” I squirm in my restraints as the rational part of my mind yells at me to take it back, but I am not in control of my urges.

He smiles. “It’ll be my pleasure.”

The image of a disapproving Richard pops up in my mind. The man I have loved for years, the man I thought was ridiculous for suggesting that I was keeping secrets, maybe even cheating, a week ago. But he is not here.

Dr. Rook releases me from my shackles and handcuffs my hands behind my back. My ankle shackles are replaced by police-issue legcuffs, and he leads me by my collar out of the cell and up a few flights of stairs. I should feel enraged by being led naked like this through the building, but we only pass a few orderlies who barely grant me a second look.

The doctor leads me inside a larger room with a bed in the middle. There are steel bars in front of the window, but at least there is natural light coming in.

“Let’s see if you’ve learned a little humility during your isolation,” he says and removes his pants to reveal a semi-erect, thick cock. He is quite a bit bigger than Richard, and my pussy contracts at the sight of his gear. “Get on your knees.”

From one of the country’s leading politicians to a willing slut within a week, I think to myself as I get on my knees and take his cock in my mouth. He keeps a firm grasp on my collar chain to keep my head in place, and he uses his other hand to push my head down over his cock. Saliva escapes my lips, and his cock is soon slick with my spit. It is the most humiliating moment of my life, yet it is also the most arousing. I have given blowjobs before, but doing it with my hands cuffed behind my back makes it far more intense and degrading.

The doctor pushes my head down on his cock until I choke and struggle to breathe. He grunts and moans as I suck him, and the sound of his pleasure is like music to my ears. I have given up fighting the urges and desires. I want him, I need to satisfy him.

“On the bed. Now.”

I obey and lay face down on the bed, my hands still locked behind my back. I spread my legs as far as my restraints will allow, opening myself up for him. All that matters is getting his cock inside me.

“I have looked forward to this moment for months,” the doctor says. A small part of me registers the fact that I was not committed until a week ago, that something is off, but those thoughts evaporate the moment I feel his cock rub against my slit. I whimper as I feel my pussy contract in anticipation, and I moan loudly as he slides his thick cock inside me. It stretches my pussy, but the pain adds to the pleasure.

As the doctor begins thrusting, the last sliver of self-control disappears. I scream in ecstasy as the doctor fucks me hard, each thrust sending a shockwave of pleasure through me.

“Oh, FUCK!” I scream, wincing when he slaps my ass hard. I am so wet that the bed is soon soaked, and my juices drip down my thighs. I beg for more, for him to fuck me harder, and the doctor complies.

“I want to look you in the eyes,” he says and grabs hold of my hips. He pulls out for a moment to flip me onto my back - the handcuffs press into my skin as my weight is placed upon them, but I barely register the pain. He slams into me again, pushing his cock in as deep as it will go. I arch my back as the explosion of pleasure washes over me, and I scream when he leans in and closes his lips around my hard nipple.

He bites down, and the sharp pain is a sweet contrast to the pleasure his cock gives me. Milk begins flowing into his mouth, and the doctor grunts in satisfaction.

“You taste wonderful, Carmen,” he says and looks at me with a grin. A drop of milk is stuck in the stubble on his chin.

I cannot reply. His cock is driving me toward a climax, and I cannot do anything else than squirm on the bed, completely under his control. I have never been fucked like this in my life.

“I … FUCK!” I scream as he slams his cock deep inside me, and his cock pulses as he unloads his cum into my pussy. “Please! I beg you, don’t stop! I need to … I have to … AAAAAAH!”

He pinches both my nipples hard and continues to fuck me for the precious extra moment I need to orgasm, and the pleasure is so intense my vision blacks out for a second. I scream loudly as I climax, and the doctor makes sure to stay inside me to assert his dominance. I can feel him softening for a bit before he finally pulls out.

I lay on the bed, shivering. My pussy is filled to the brim with his cum, and it drips onto the sheets as I try to recover from the intense orgasm. My body is sated, for a moment, and I am overwhelmed by shame, humiliation, and regret. I begged this man to fuck me. I welcomed the humiliation, drew pleasure from being restrained, and now I lie here, broken and spent, full of his cum.

I am torn. Torn between who I always saw myself as and the person who just experienced such mindblowing pleasure. Even though I just came, my body still craves more.

I look up at the doctor. He has put his pants back on and is staring down at me with a confident, superior smile.

“What … what have you done to me?” I ask through the streaming tears. “This is not who I am.”

“It is now.” He grins. “And we didn’t do this to you. Your condition is harsh, I agree, but you can find great pleasure in it if you embrace it. Accept it.”

My pussy yells at me to just embrace it all. “I … I don’t want to. Can you cure me?”

“We’ll try. But you’ll need to be fucked a lot. And endure tremendous pain in an attempt to shock your body.” He leans down and wipes a tear from my eye. “Rumours of your presence here has run rampant in some … particular circles. People are calling us day in and day out to get permission to fuck you. How does that sound to you? Should we just chain you in a cell and let all these people come have their way with you?”

I am not sure he is giving me a choice. I do not feel like I have one, being bound like this. But the thought of being fucked over and over makes me wet all over again. I want to tell the doctor to go fuck himself, I want to think that I am a tough woman who is willing to endure another week in the cramped, coffin-like cell just to spite him, but I do not have that willpower anymore.

I just want to be fucked. Used. Abused.

He laughs when I do not answer. “I see. I’ll have it set up. For now, I guess you can be allowed a good night’s sleep in a decent cell. Tomorrow … we’ll begin welcoming guests.”

The night’s rest is welcome, and I wake feeling invigorated and rested. But also incredibly horny. I try to focus, to clear my mind of the haze of desire, but I am not able to. My body is screaming at me, begging me to touch it, and I have barely opened my eyes before my shackled hands find their way to my pussy and clit. The steel edges of the heavy shackles they have locked me in dig into my tender flesh as I slide two fingers inside myself. I moan and whimper in my small cell as the bed squeaks beneath me; I can barely breathe from the weight of my massive udders, but I have to get myself off. It is as if all rationality is gone from my mind. The pleasure is all that matters, and I do not care about where I am or the restraints that are keeping me here.

I am close to an orgasm when the door opens. I see an orderly standing there, grinning. “Well, I see you’re enjoying your morning.” He places two bowls of food on the floor, one with water and another with what looks like oatmeal. “Get something to eat, I’ll be back to get you in ten minutes.”

“For what?” I ask, blushing as I pull the drenched fingers out of my pussy.

He laughs. “Your first appointment. You’re a star, Carmen Valentine, but not in the way you’re used to.”

I know someone is coming to fuck me. The doctor told me as much. I am both excited and scared, as well as ashamed that I am not repulsed by all this. The orderly takes me to a cell like most of the others, but I am concerned to see that there is no bed there - only a chain dangling from the ceiling. The chain ends in a steel bar with chains on each end.

“The man had specific … requests,” the orderly says and pushes me under the bar. “This is going to hurt. I don’t think he likes you very much.”

As long as he fucks me. I have a high pain tolerance, but the orderly’s words still make my stomach ache. He locks my hands behind my back with steel shackles and pushes me onto my stomach. The cold concrete floor scrapes against my aching breasts, and I let out a yelp of pain and surprise when he pulls the steel shackles locked around my ankles hard to connect them to my wrist restraints in a tight steel hogtie. I cannot move except wriggle to the sides, and the pressure on my breasts is excruciating. But the thorough orderly is not done. He takes the leather collar off for the first time since I was restrained in Dr. Riordan’s office, only to replace it with a taller, heavier steel version. It is tight, and I feel like I am choking even before he locks a chain to the back of the collar and pulls it until my breasts rise off the ground. He then locks the chain to the other restraints.

“Fuck, I can’t … I can’t breathe,” I whimper as my back arches, but I cannot deny the intense arousal flooding my body as I am squirming helplessly on the floor.

“Ma’am, I’m a professional. You can breathe just fine. Besides, this was the easy part,” the orderly says in a casual tone. He pushes me onto my side and begins looping leather straps around my gigantic breasts. I whimper and groan as the straps become tighter and tighter, and before long, my breasts have been turned into tight balls, the veins straining against the skin, and the milk begins dripping from them without pause. He lets his finger gently grace the skin of one breast, and his touch is like nothing I have ever experienced. “There. That should do it. We just need to gag you now.”

I hate gags. I shake my head in a desperate attempt to try and escape the dildo-shaped gag, but I am restrained so tightly that it is merely a symbolic gesture. The penis gag presses against the back of my tongue, triggering my gag reflex, but I have no way of pushing it out as he closes the buckle behind my head.

Another orderly sticks his head through the half-open door. “He is here. Are you done?”

“Just need the final touch,” the orderly restraining me says and lowers the bar in the ceiling until it is right next to my breasts.

No. I finally realize what he is going to do, and I panic as he attaches the chains on the ends of the bar to the straps around my breasts.

“I’d take a deep breath if I were you,” he says with a smile and raises the bar using a winch in the ceiling.

I scream as I am lifted off the ground, and it is almost a relief when my weight is finally divided between both breasts. I am balancing on my knees, but it only takes a few seconds before I am fully suspended from my breasts. They hurt so bad, and I can see the milk squirting from my nipples, landing on the wall near me and trickling down onto the floor. The strict hogtie means my head is pulled back, and the position is extremely uncomfortable and sadistic. The pain is so intense that I barely register the sound of someone walking through the door.

“There she is,” a familiar voice sounds. It is a voice that makes my skin crawl. “Remember me, Carmen?”

I look out of the corner of my eye to see a handsome man in a dark suit. His thick, black hair is styled to perfection, and the white teeth are revealed in a sinister smile. Blake Connor. The last man I would ever want to see in a place like this.

“You humiliated me on the debate stage last year.” He removes his suit jacket and hangs it on a chair near the door. “When I heard you were sent here, I had to get in touch. I never imagined they’d allow me to have you for a few hours.” He pushes me, causing me to spin slowly. “Look at you. Helpless. Worthless. Chained. Finally revealed to be the slut I always knew you to be.” He laughs. “Oh, I’m going to enjoy this. First, I’m going to hurt you. The doctors assure me it’s good for your treatment, but I’ll do it because it’ll make me happy. Then, I’m going to fuck you. I’m going to sleep well tonight knowing that my seed is deep inside you, that you might even bear my spawn.”

I try to focus on his words, but the pain from my breasts is overwhelming. And so is the lust.

He slaps my breasts hard, and the pain radiates from them. Milk sprays onto his shirt, but he does not seem to notice. “I’m not usually interested in hucows, but it is clear that you are made for it.” He grabs the back of my head and pulls me in close. “Let’s have a taste, shall we?”

He begins sucking on my nipple. It is an incredible sensation, and I cannot hold back the moan. I want him to suck harder. Having my breasts tied makes every flick of his tongue more intense, but also painful.

“Nourishing. I think you’re enjoying this, Carmen,” he says and wipes a bit of milk from his lips.

I hate to admit that I do. Blake is a despicable, manipulating man, a politician in the game solely for personal gain, and I called him out on it. Humiliated him on live television, and now he gets his revenge. So why is this turning me on?

Blake grabs a cane from a selection of instruments on the wall. He swipes it through the air a few times before he strikes my lower abdomen. Hard. I scream into my gag. The pain is like an explosion, but it is still nothing compared to the sensation of being suspended from my breasts.

The cane hits the same area. Then the other side. My thighs. My ass. My arms. Tears stream down my face as he moves around me, hitting every exposed part of my body. I cannot get away, I cannot scream for mercy, and all I am left with are the pain and the pleasure. But he is saving the worst for last. He positions himself in front of my breasts which are already turning blue. My eyes go wide as he raises the cane, and the sound that comes from me as the thin bamboo stick slams against my breast is one I do not recognize. I scream and writhe in pain, but my movement only causes my breasts to hurt more. My body is in shock from the abuse, but the pleasure is still there.

He slaps my other breast with the cane. I feel like passing out, but my body is wracked with adrenaline. I am sobbing, screaming, and drooling, a piece of worthless flesh.

But something is happening. I am not sure what the condition has done to my body, but I am madly aroused from the pain. More than I ever thought possible. As Blake takes out all his frustrations on my poor breasts to the point of drawing blood, I get closer and closer.

I come.

I come from the pain alone.

My body is so wired and on edge that Blake’s ruthless caning pushes me into an infinite abyss of pure bliss and blistering pain. I scream loudly as I orgasm, and I spray my captor with milk as the pleasure washes over me. I am shivering and trembling, and though the pain remains, the pure elation from the massive orgasm makes it all bearable, even if only for a moment.

Blake stares at me with an open mouth. He finally breaks out into a smile. “You really are a slut, aren’t you? You like being hurt, don’t you?”

He is right. I hate that he is right, but this is beyond anything I could have imagined. I feel intense shame as the orgasm subsides, and I struggle in my restraints as I once again feel the pain and the helplessness of being restrained.

Blake laughs and hangs the cane on the rack. He removes his pants to reveal a gigantic, thick cock. “But we’re not done. I’m still going to fuck you.” He unlocks the padlock keeping my ankle restraints attached to my wrist restraints, and I breathe a sigh of relief as my toes touch the ground, relieving some of the strain on my breasts. Blake removes the chain connecting my ankle restraints next, and I scream when he grabs my legs and lifts them, opening me wide. Once again, I squirt milk onto him, but he just laughs and rams his girthy cock inside my wet, willing pussy.

He is rough. His cock stretches my pussy, and the pain and pleasure mix together into a cocktail of sensations that overwhelm my mind. I can feel him deep inside me, his balls against my skin, his cock slamming against the cervix. It is all I can think about. My mind is completely gone. All I am is a slave to the pleasure, my sole purpose is to be fucked. And the fact that I am helpless, unable to do anything except take it, is making me horny beyond belief.

I hate this man and everything he stands for. Yet at this moment, I will do anything to ensure that he keeps fucking me. I scream into my gag, begging him to fuck me harder, and he obliges.

I cannot breathe. The collar around my neck is restricting my airflow, and I am getting dizzy as I am fucked hard. My breasts are killing me, yet I cannot imagine asking to be lowered down. I want the pain, I crave it. My pussy is contracting against the cock, and I cannot imagine a better feeling than the one of Blake’s thick cock stretching it. The sensation is so intense, so powerful, that I cannot help but come again. My eyes roll back in my head as I climax, and I squirt all over his legs.

Blake grabs my hips and slams me down onto his cock. He is fucking me harder than Richard ever has, and I cannot take the pleasure, yet I want more. I am no longer aware of where I am or who is fucking me. I am in a world of pleasure and pain, and I want to stay there forever.

And then Blake comes. I scream with pleasure as I feel his cock pulse inside me, and my body shivers and trembles as he fills me with his cum. My breasts are sore, and the pain is blinding, but the pleasure is all that matters.

When he pulls out, the orderly walks up to him. “I can tell you had a fun time. We’ll put her back in her room and let her recover for a bit before the next client.”

“I want to book her for another session tomorrow,” Blake says with a smile and uses a towel to wipe some of my fluids off. “And the day after that. And the day after that.”

The orderly laughs as he lowers me to the floor and begins untying my breasts. “I don’t think that’ll be a problem, sir. I know your donations to the asylum are greatly appreciated.”

I barely register their conversation. I just lie there, sobbing and whimpering on the floor as Blake’s cum seeps slowly from my pussy. My breasts are bruised and bloody from the cruel treatment, yet I cannot help but smile knowing that he will be back tomorrow. I no longer care about what they are doing at the asylum, about politics or justice.

Not even about my husband.

My exhausted mind begins to drift off the moment my breasts are freed from the straps, but one final sentence spoken by Blake is registered through the haze.

“The doctors chose well when they had her injected with this …”

The last words disappear into the void as I smile to myself and drift away. Later, in my cell, those words will haunt me, but for now, I just want to stay a fertile hucow slave to be bred, milked ...

... and fucked.

The story of the Hucow Asylum is concluded in part 4
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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.
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