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The young woman winces with every step as she walks past the huge glass panes that allow the sun to warm the large conservatory. The heavy ankle shackles make every step a painful chore, and her massive udders sway with every step. Her arms are forced to each side, locked in place along with her neck in a steel yoke. It is a barbaric, almost medieval display of cruelty and humiliation, and I struggle to imagine how the young woman feels.

What is this place? I wonder and snap another dozen pictures through the powerful lens of my camera. I have spotted at least fifteen chained women from my hiding place in the forest near Greenview Asylum. Part of me wants to call in the cavalry right away to lessen the suffering of the patients being kept at Greenview, but I have seen too many well-connected crooks go free because a detective ended their investigation too soon.

“Fuck, my breasts hurt,” I mumble to myself and groan. They have grown so much, and it is excruciating to lie on them, but I do not want to risk detection by changing position. My nipples are throbbing, and I can feel them leaking into the bra that struggles to contain my growing breasts, and the sensation of my sensitive nipples rubbing against the inside of the bra does not help ease my frustrations. I am used to getting along with my body, I have treated it well throughout the years, but now it is betraying me.

I am a professional. A woman in control. Yet the hundreds of images now on my camera’s flash drive showing shackled, collared, and gagged women are making me wet. My bra is not the only thing soaked by now, and I struggle to focus, to not give in to the urge to masturbate right there on the forest floor amidst the wet, fallen leaves.

“These images will have to do.” I crawl away from my hiding spot, sending a grateful thought to the recon training I received during my time in the military. I am going to dismantle Greenview Asylum, but I am afraid that I have already paid too high a price. I get into my car and slide my fingers down my jeans, rubbing myself to a dirty, unsatisfactory climax before driving off.

I drive straight to the precinct and park outside. I am determined to get the photos to my boss as quickly as possible, but my body once again betrays me, forcing me to take a detour to the bathroom. The hardboiled, leather-jacket-wearing detective in the mirror, the woman with the black hair and intense eyes that always gets the job done, suddenly do not look as scary as I milk my aching udders into the sink. My clothes do not fit anymore, I have not had time to find new ones, and I have endured many comments from my male coworkers since getting the injection.

You’re doing it for Scarlet, I remind myself as the milk squirts from my rigid nipples.

A friendly face approaches me when I get out of the bathroom, and I feel a bit of the frustration and humiliation vanish as Fiona places a warm, loving kiss on my lips.

“Did you find what you were looking for?” she asks with a look of concern that is often reserved for when I am in charge of cooking dinner.

I nod. “Scarlet’s mail told the truth. They’re all chained, all kept as prisoners. So it seems, at least. And you?”

Fiona pulls a piece of paper from the pocket of her white lab coat. “The blood work came back. It’s a new compound, I haven’t seen these combinations of hormones before, but it is definitely not an HPV vaccine as Dr. Riordan told you.” She cocks her head and looks at me. “I still think you went too far in letting her inject you. What if it can’t be reversed?”

“Then you’ll just have to satiate my ravenous urges and utilize those milking skills you acquired from growing up on a farm.” I kiss her again and take the paper from her hand. “I’ll be fine, Fiona. We needed this data. The chief will have to act on this. I’ll see you at home.”

The chief looks less than pleased when I knock on his door. Before joining the force, I always figured the movie stereotype about the yelling, sweating police chief was a myth, but Chief Powers certainly fits it well. Usually, at least. Today, he is eerily somber and calm. I throw the printed photos from my excursion on his desk, and all I get in return is a groan.

“Kinky. Is this the type of stuff you and Fiona get off to?” he says in a gruff, raspy voice.

I swallow the desire to tell him to go fuck himself. “It’s from Greenview Asylum. This is how they treat their patients.” I place the bloodwork on his desk as well. “And this is what that doctor put inside me. Hormones. Made to stimulate excessive hypersexuality and hyperlactation to convince the patients that they need treatment.”

Powers leans back in his chair. “So your rash decision to visit this doctor has resulted in you being constantly horny and leaking?” He laughs. “For fuck’s sake, Lopez …”

“Chief, they are …”

“Cut it out. I did as you asked, I looked into the place. They have permission from the city council to use extreme measures in treating patients since the women can be a risk to others.” He raises an eyebrow. “Which means that you might be as well.”

“You seriously believe that?”

He shrugs. “Maybe. Look, they have serious connections. We can’t touch them based on your pictures and bloodwork. Your friend’s mail is not proof that anything sinister is going on.”

I slam the table. “They’re keeping women in chains! Many of them are visibly pregnant!” I clench my jaw and try to find a way of reasoning that can break through his frustratingly calm demeanor. “You saw those viral pictures and videos of Carmen Valentine being dragged away naked and straitjacketed.”

“She had a mental breakdown, they had to restrain her, according to the statement from her political party.” He bares his teeth in a snarling grin. “The patients at Greenview are dangerous women committed to the asylum by medical professionals. We can arrange an inspection if you want to take it further.”

“They’ll be prepared for that.”

The chief crosses his arms. “Just let it go, Lopez. I’m sorry about what is happening to you, but we can’t prove it is due to the doctor’s injection.” He waves his hand at the door. “We’re done here.”

I am fuming when I return home. Fiona has already prepared a lovely dinner, but I cannot stop thinking about the chief; I am certain that he has been told to close the whole thing down, likely by some politician whose pockets are being lined by the doctors running the asylum, but I have no idea why. What are they gaining from keeping those women there?

“Eat something, sweetie,” Fiona says and squeezes my hand. She has changed from her work clothes into an oversized T-shirt and shorts, yet she still manages to look stunning. The large, expressive blue eyes shimmer with concern, and she fiddles nervously with her long red hair. “You’ll feel better.”

“It’s just … not fair.” I force down a bite and smile at her. “Scarlet is stuck in there, and there’s nothing I can do. The Chief won’t act on it.” I gesture at my giant breasts which are turning my normal T-shirt into a crop top. “I wrecked my body for nothing.”

“It was a little reckless, but I kind of like them,” Fiona says with a smile and bites her lower lip. “You look … fucking hot.”

God, she looks good. I want to fuck her, badly. “I … I may need to do something drastic, Fiona.”

“Like fuck me senseless?” She bites her thumb and winks at me.

“I’m going to do that anyway, I’m constantly horny, but no … about the case.” I sigh and rub my temples. “I may have to get committed to the asylum.”

“What?” The playfulness disappears from Fiona’s face in an instant. “Why put yourself through that? What if you … can’t get out?”

I smile. “You’re saying the entire force won’t storm a place if a police detective is being held there against her will?”

Fiona rolls her eyes. “For crying out loud, Rianna … of course they will, but that’s still a huge risk to take!” She sighs. “I get it. And it might work - even the Chief can’t argue against coming for you if he believes you’re being held captive, but …” She gestures at the pictures from Greenview that are scattered across the dining table. “Look what they’re doing to them!”

I glance at the pictures and feel my sex throb. “It’s … I don’t mind that if I’m honest.”

“I used to be the one handcuffed to the bed,” Fiona groans. “Fine. I support you, even if it is risky.”

I squeeze her hand. “Fiona … if what Scarlet wrote is true, they’ll … you know …”

“They’ll fuck you.” Fiona sighs. “It’s alright. Just try to enjoy it, okay? Because it’s the last time you’ll be trying a real cock. It’s just my giant strap-on after this.”

“You got it.” I wipe my mouth and stand up. “I’ve created a wet stain on the chair just from discussing this.” I reach my hand out toward my lover. “Care to join me?”

Fiona smiles. “Took you long enough.”

I lead her to our bedroom. We have created a lot of memories there; even before the injection, I had a healthy libido, often chaining Fiona to the bed and licking her to climax after climax until she was a blubbering mess, but to my surprise, she is the one taking charge the moment we enter the room. Her kind, affectionate personality gives way to a side of her that I rarely see. One I like. One I love. One that makes me absolutely wet.

“Get on your knees,” she says in a voice not quite her own. She undresses before me, revealing the gorgeous curves and the breasts that used to be a few sizes bigger than mine. I obey and kiss her stomach, her inner thighs. She pushes me down on the bed and grabs my handcuffs and a leather collar from the closet, and soon, I am at her mercy, chained with my hands over my head to the end of the bed.

“You’re a bad girl, Rianna Lopez. Going to a strange doctor and getting injected with god-knows-what.” She is playing, but part of her is sincere. I know I took it too far without consulting her, and she is about to punish me for it.

Not that I mind.

She closes her lips around one of my nipples and begins draining me, flicking my nipple with her tongue and occasionally biting down hard on it. My milk flows gently into her mouth, adding to the sensual intimacy. I arch my back and lean into the sensation as I feel the cuffs dig into my wrists. She knows my body like few others, knows exactly what it takes to push me to climax, and with a body as tense and horny as mine, it only takes her a few minutes to get me there.

But she will not be satisfied until I beg her to stop.

***

The morning’s emotional conversation with Fiona still lingers in my body as I step into Dr. Riordan’s office. My lover’s kiss still burns on my lips, but even though I have had doubts during the drive here, they vanish the moment I am in the room with the woman who has seemingly caused so much agony for dozens of women, myself included. She seems so innocent, so kind, yet I have to control myself to not arrest her on the spot.

Her fingers do feel nice inside my pussy, though.

“Hmm …” she says. It feels like she is speaking to my pussy, not me. “Very interesting.”

Just get to the fucking point, woman.

“I feel like I can’t control myself, Doctor,” I say, doing my best to channel the little experience I had with acting in high school. “And my breasts are leaking all the time.”

“I’m afraid it’ll only get worse,” the doctor says.

“Is there nothing you can do?”

She sighs and leans back in her chair. I can tell that this bit is well-rehearsed. “They’ve had some success at Greenview Asylum using physical therapy. I’d recommend you go there at once. I’m afraid it’s not voluntary in your current state.”

I button my shirt to cover my udders and nod. “If you think it’s best, Doctor.”

She blinks a few times, seemingly taken aback by my willingness. “Oh … yes, I do. I can … they will take you there right away.” Dr. Riordan grabs for her phone, but I stop her with a smile.

“Can’t I just drive there myself?”

The doctor adjusts her glasses. “Ehm … I think it’s best if you’re taken there by trained staff.” She presses a button on the phone and asks for two orderlies. “I’m sorry it has to be like this.”

I’m sure you are. “I understand, Doctor. No need to apologize.” I hold her gaze until two men enter the room. “It’s not like you gave me this condition.”

“No, no … of course not,” she says and nods to the orderlies. “This one needs to be taken to Greenview. She’s quite … compliant.”

One of the orderlies is holding a straitjacket and seems disappointed. “So … we don’t need to restrain her?”

A few weeks ago, before the hormones Dr. Riordan injected me with had not only manifested itself in growing breasts, I would have kicked the man’s face in for trying to put that straitjacket on me. But when Fiona cuffed me last night, something clicked inside me. The helplessness was intoxicating, addictive, and that memory now drives me to walk up to the man and smile.

“Oh, I don’t want special treatment …” I put my arms forward. “And I don’t want to be a danger to anyone. Please restrain me.”

Am I still acting? I am not sure I can tell anymore.

The man seems flabbergasted for a moment, glancing at Dr. Riordan who just replies with a confused shrug. I can tell that these men are brutes, not hired for their gentle way with distressed patients, but he does his best to seem professional as he puts me in the straitjacket. A massive surge of arousal courses through me the moment my arms are fixed beneath my large bosom, and the surge becomes nigh unbearable when the crotch strap is tightened, even though I am wearing jeans. I have never felt anything like it, and the feeling of my horniness soaking through my panties and jeans is beyond humiliating.

The two men discuss for a moment if they need to restrain me further but decide against it and gesture sheepishly at the door for me to follow them.

I look back at Dr. Riordan. She seems puzzled at my calm demeanor. I smile at her. “Thank you, Doctor.”

“You … you’re welcome?”

Three weeks. As the van drives toward Greenview, I keep repeating those two words in my mind. Three weeks. If Fiona has not heard from me by then, she will be stirring up a fuzz at work so big that the Chief will have to react and send in the cavalry. Three weeks for me to find out what is truly going on at Greenview. I smile to myself as I struggle against my binds; I might as well try to enjoy my time there.

I have to admit that the massive building, situated in a serene, hilly area with a large forest bordering on its ground and a serene lake next to it is quite the view. The orderlies drag me from the van, and I can tell that the two men are not used to bringing in calm patients. They seem almost disappointed as if the thrill of their job is dragging in screaming women who are kicking and fighting against their restraints.

The first thing I notice when we walk through the doors to the asylum is the smell of disinfectant and cleaning products. It smells like a hospital. The corridors are all but empty, but we are soon greeted by a tall, bald doctor in a white coat. He reminds me of the burly, slightly psychotic criminals I often encounter when working on cases involving organized crime, and I imagine that he is hiding his fair share of tattoos under his professional-looking attire.

It is the eyes that betray him more than his looks. They are cold, showing no sympathy as he is confronted with a restrained, young woman.

“Is this Rianna Lopez?” he asks in a disinterested tone. His eyes swallow my body. “Why is she not gagged and collared?”

“She came willingly, Sir,” one of the orderlies replied, unwilling to meet the man’s cold stare. “We did not find it necessary.”

“Willingly, you say?” The doctor’s expression changes to mild curiosity. “Interesting.” He turns toward me and smiles. “I’m Dr. Trask, one of the main physicians in charge of running this place.”

That means I’m going to take you down, Doc. “Pleased to meet you, Doctor.”

“I’m curious,” he says and gestures for the orderlies to leave. “We’re not used to patients being this … calm when they’re restrained.”

“I just want to get better, Doctor.” I smile at him. “I trust you would not use precautions like this if it wasn’t necessary.”

“Of course.” He looks at his tablet. “Dr. Riordan has not given me much information. What was your profession again?”

“Public school teacher.” I am not sure how well I am playing his game, but this man feels in control. I am in his house, he holds all the cards, and I can tell that it soothes any skepticism Dr. Trask might feel. At least for now.

“I see.” He puts the tablet away and smiles at me. “Well, considering your condition, you’ve come to the right place, Miss Lopez. Please, follow me.”

I should probably be terrified. I imagine most of the women brought to the asylum are when they first arrive, restrained in a strange place, but I am surprised at how calm I am. Even though I am locked in a straitjacket which is impossible for me to escape, the thing that concerns me the most is when I get to be milked.

And fucked. I am beyond horny, and I can tell that it has gotten far worse within the last few days. But I have always had a strong mind, able to compartmentalize needs and wants, and even though I cannot stop thinking about what the impressive bulge in the doctor’s pants might have in store for me, I still have the mental fortitude to check my surroundings. I map the old buildings in my mind as we walk through them, note the locations of security gates and the number of orderlies we pass.

I can hear muffled moans through some of the doors we pass, but I do not get to see the other patients. Dr. Trask stops in front of a large, barred gate and opens it.

“The cells are this way. We isolate new patients for a week to determine the state of their condition. The orderlies will prepare you for your stay.”

“What is … happening to me, Doctor?” Dr. Riordan has already told me, but I want to hear it from him.

He shrugs. “You have been cursed with a rare condition, I’m afraid. It affects women exclusively. We’ve had some success treating it here using extreme physical therapy.” The delivery is monotone and unaffected. “Some will call them too extreme, but we believe that it is worth it. Untreated, you could become a danger to those around you.”

“So … how are you going to treat me?”

“We will keep you restrained, for your safety and ours. We will shock your body with pain and punishments, and we will try to reset your body through breeding.”

Wow … he is not holding back. “Breeding? You’re going to … fuck me?” With Fiona’s green light, my mind and body are fired up just imagining the large doctor ramming his thick cock inside me. This could be a three-week kinky holiday if everything pans out.

“I’m afraid it’s necessary.” He nods at two orderlies. “Get Miss Lopez properly chained up. I don’t care how compliant she is - use cell 404 and use our heaviest restraints.” He smiles at me. The smile makes me shiver, and my confidence wavers for a moment. “There’s something about this one. Not just those muscles …” He squeezes my arm. “… but something I can’t quite place. Be careful with her.”

Fuck … “I … I just want to get better …”

“And you will.” Trask looks at one of the orderlies. “I think we need to apply some pain before the isolation starts. Get her chained up, then whip her.”

I am conflicted as I watch Trask leave me in the care of the broad-shouldered, sour-faced orderlies. The man has just ordered me shackled and whipped, yet I feel more excited than afraid. The two men lead me inside a small cell with no windows. The air is chilly, and I cannot shake the feeling that a lot of screams have echoed between the concrete walls. Though the space is cramped, the room feels spacious due to the high ceiling, but I soon realize that this is not to my benefit. A strong chain hangs lazily in the middle of the room, and I can see what looks like a mechanical winch mounted to the ceiling.

But it is the collar locked to the end of the chain that makes my entire body tremble with both fear and desire. It is massive, far heavier and wider than would ever be necessary to keep a prisoner from escaping. It is made to suppress, to punish, and my pussy tingles at the thought of having it locked around my neck. The leather collar Fiona and I use for our games seems flimsy and toy-like in comparison.

“This will be an unpleasant week for you,” one orderly says as he grabs the collar and opens it. I do not protest or struggle as he slowly closes it around my slender neck; the steel is cold against my skin, and the weight is immense. Its very presence around my neck makes me feel more meek and submissive, which I assume is the point. Even if I had my hands free, I would not be able to put up much of a fight. It is heavy and unyielding, and I cannot help but moan softly when I hear the lock click into position. The orderly grins at me. “You’re a kinky bitch, aren’t you?”

I nod. “Apparently so …”

My voice sounds weak and pathetic, like that of a little girl, and I feel a blush creep across my cheeks as the other orderly presses a button on a remote and the winch comes to life. The chain is raised slowly until I am standing on the tip of my toes. Every breath becomes a chore, but it is also a gigantic turn-on.

The orderlies remove the straitjacket, and the moment my hands are free, I clutch at the tight collar and the chain in an attempt to get some sort of relief.

“I do love to see them struggle,” one of the men says and begins unbuttoning my jeans. “All patients are required to be naked, Miss.”

I do not comment. I am too busy embracing the experience of the intense collar. I do not even flinch as they use a pocket knife to cut off my shirt and my underwear, leaving me naked in the cold room.

“Look at that body, Gary,” one of the orderlies says. “This woman knows the way to the gym.” He lets his strong hands run across my toned abdomen and my swollen breasts. I let out a revealing moan when he grazes my nipple. “A shame we can’t fuck them right away.”

The other orderly chuckles. “You’re hopeless. I do think that chipper hucow is available today … Scarlet, was it?”

I am momentarily pulled out of the haze at the mention of Scarlet’s name.

“Oh, I like her. She must have really pissed off the doctors since they let us have her so often.” The orderly locks a pair of shackles onto my wrists and ankles; the restraints are made from thick and heavy steel like the collar, and I love how they feel against my naked skin. I feel completely helpless, something I am not used to, and it intensifies when they lock the wrist restraints to the chain above my head, ensuring that my arms are stretched to their fullest. It is a strenuous position, and the weight of the ankle manacles on my tendons is already hurting me.

I love it. Every part of it. The strong, confident detective is now a whimpering prisoner, and I can feel my pussy getting wetter with every moment.

The orderly called Gary takes a step back and looks at me. “The chain will be lowered three times a day for you to eat and relieve yourself. All you need will be pushed through the slot at the bottom of the door. At those times, you will be allowed to milk yourself as well.” He smiles. “Then you will be raised into this position again where you will stay for the entire week, except for six hours of sleep per night. How does that sound?”

“Intense,” I say in a voice not quite my own. “Can I … can I at least touch myself when I’m not standing like this?” I am no longer acting as a compliant prisoner. I am desperate to ram my fingers inside my pussy.

“No. That reminds me … we forgot the belt.”

I can endure torture, at least I am pretty sure I can. And I can withstand cruel positions like the one I am in. But when they lock a chastity belt onto me, I am ready to cry.

I groan in despair as the cold steel presses against my sex and clicks in place.

Gary laughs. “You’ll learn to enjoy that. I’m going to fetch the whip. We’ll give you twenty lashes to start with.” He pats my shoulder. “You’ll learn to enjoy that, too.”

The moment the orderlies leave, I feel despair wash over me. The fact that I cannot touch myself or rub my aching clit for a full week while my body is feeding off the intense experience is overwhelming. The only stimulation I get is the cool air caressing my naked body and the pinches of pain from the chain. I am a mess of arousal and confusion, and my body releases some of the frustrations in a pathetic whine. What have I gotten myself into?

The two orderlies return. One of them is carrying a long, thin whip that he is letting move lazily along the floor. The sight of the whip sends a jolting shiver through my body. It is a tool of torture, not a tool for pleasure, and I am conflicted about how I feel at the sight of it. The pain will not be a good one, I know that. The fear and the anticipation are exciting, though, and I cannot stop thinking about how the whip will feel against my skin. Will the pain be more intense if I enjoy it? A part of my mind is screaming at me to get a grip, to fight it. I am not a submissive, I am a strong, independent woman, at least that is what the voice in the back of my mind is telling me.

Yet it felt good last night to submit. To allow Fiona to use her magic hands to torment me with her teasing until I begged for more, until I admitted I was just a worthless slut.

“Are you ready to begin your treatment, Miss Lopez?” one of the orderlies asks me.

I nod, still not saying anything. There is nothing to say.

“Let’s begin.” The orderly lifts his arm and lets the whip crack toward the floor. I wince, and the sound makes the hairs on my neck stand up.

He cracks the whip and the tip strikes my back. It is a gentle lash, not meant to hurt too much, but I feel the sting immediately. It feels like the skin has split open, but I am certain it has not. Not yet.

“Count them,” the orderly says, and the whip strikes again, this time across my stomach.

I gasp. “Two.”

“Three,” I say. “Four. Five.”

The lashing is brutal, and I am in agony by the time the orderly reaches the tenth. The pain is so intense that I cannot even think straight anymore. All I can do is count, but it gets harder and harder to speak, and I cannot even remember how many times the whip has struck my body. The pain is excruciating, and I cannot believe how much it hurts.

Yet through it all, there is pleasure. Incredible pleasure. I never thought I could get off on pain and discomfort, but knowing that the chastity belt will keep me from fully getting there is somehow more unpleasant than the whipping.

He finishes with a hard, precise lash against my breasts.

“TWENTY!” I scream as an explosion of pain accompanies the milk spraying from my nipple. My breathing is rapid and wheezing, and it feels like my skin is on fire.

“Welcome to Greenview,” the two men say and leave, closing the heavy steel door behind them.

My back is burning, and the pain makes me want to scream. But I can only whimper and whine, and I feel the tears running down my cheeks as I hang suspended from the chain, my toes barely touching the cold floor.

This is going to be a long week.

I am not sure how long I am hanging there before the winch lowers me to the floor. My arms ache from being stretched, and my shoulders are sore. I am still crying, but I am no longer in agony. The pain is bearable. It is still there, lingering beneath my skin like an itch I cannot scratch, but I can handle it.

I wipe my face with the palm of my hand, and I welcome the dog bowls with water and food that are pushed through the slot at the bottom of the door, as well as the bucket for milk and other bodily excretions. It is humiliating to milk myself into a bucket, but the relief is like a balm for my broken body. My breasts hurt with every squeeze due to the whipping, and I groan as I watch the bucket fill with milk.

I barely get to finish before the winch starts again, pulling me to my feet. The orderly on the other side of the door seems to be in a sadistic mood - the chain is pulled further than before, and I scream as my feet are lifted off the floor and I am left dangling from my wrists. It feels like they are being pulled out of my joints, and the strain on my neck threatens to render me unconscious. I only hang there for a few minutes before he lowers me again, allowing my toes to touch the ground, but it is enough to make me question my decision to come here.

The hours are slow and boring. The only entertainment I get is from my body, and my mind is in a constant tug-of-war between arousal and pain. My pussy throbs and aches, and every part of me feels sore. I am cold, too, and my nipples are painfully hard. I can tell that my body is getting worse; my breasts feel heavier than when the day began, and I can tell that they will need to be milked again soon. I want to touch my breasts, to cup them in my hands and feel their weight, but I cannot reach them. The collar makes me feel helpless and small, and it is hard to think. I have always been proud of my mind, of my ability to reason and analyze, yet my thoughts seem to be a jumble of incoherence and arousal. I cannot focus on anything except the aching and throbbing between my legs.

It gets worse as the days go by. I am a panting, whining mess of arousal and need. I cannot even remember what life was like before I came here, and I feel like I have been trapped in the cell for months.

But I do enjoy myself, to an extent. I crave the pain, the humiliation, and the helplessness. I love being unable to move, to touch myself, but the experience is also slowly, but surely, wearing me down.

Three weeks. Three weeks and Fiona will come and save me. I keep repeating those words as I hang, suspended, in the middle of the cell. I am not sure I can make it that long. My mind is already slipping, and I can feel the darkness closing in around me.

***

The week ends. Not with fanfare, not with any recognition of what I just endured, just two disinterested orderlies lowering me to the floor and leaving me there for a bit, panting and sobbing, while one of them milks me. I wonder if my arms and shoulders will ever feel normal again, but any worry is muffled by the welcome sensation of the orderly’s rough hands on my breasts. My body might be broken, but it is also incredibly horny, turned on by the pain and humiliation of my week-long predicament. Only the last scrap of my willpower prevents me from begging the orderly to fuck me. Every time I have been lowered during the week, I have poked and prodded at my chastity belt, desperate to find some way to pleasure myself, and I have not succeeded.

I get it now. I get why the women I saw when I spied on the asylum often looked content, despite the harsh conditions. The doctors use sex to control them, and right now, I am pretty much willing to confess to everything to get this chastity belt off. If they asked me to bark like a dog, I would.

The orderlies leave me on the floor, my collar and shackles still locked to the chain hanging from the ceiling, but I do not have to wait long before a doctor appears in the doorway. He is not as tall or menacing as Dr. Trask, quite the contrary. The graying beard is sharp, the eyes intelligent, and the thick hair slicked back.

“Miss Lopez, I assume?” he says with a smile. He leans down and stretches out a hand. “I hope you had a pleasant first week at Greenview.”

I groan as I shake his hand and allow him to help me to stand up. “Pleasant is not the word I would use,” I say and try to steady myself. My legs are trembling beneath me, threatening to collapse at any second.

He laughs. “I understand. However, the isolation is valuable in determining how far your condition has progressed. Now tell me - did you feel aroused at any point during your torment?”

“Most of the time, to be honest.” I stare at the deep marks at the edges of my shackles. “I … I’m quite … horny.”

“As expected.” The doctor adjusts his glasses. “We will have to begin breeding procedures soon. For now, I’m here to escort you to your cell. I assure you it’ll be a more pleasant experience than your first week. I’m Dr. Marcellus, by the way.”

I smile, knowing full well that he is the one Scarlet mentioned by name in her mail. “If you believe it will help, Doctor.”

“Trust me.” Dr. Marcellus removes the chain from my collar and gestures at the door. “I’m a man of my word, Miss Lopez. You will enjoy your treatment, I assure you.”

We walk through the hallways. I am still shuffling my feet, not used to the weight of the ankle shackles, and the doctor seems to enjoy watching my naked, shackled form. The brutally heavy collar and shackles are still weighing me down, and I struggle to keep up.

“I think we’ll keep those restraints on you for now.” He leers at my toned arms and abs. “Strong restraints for a strong woman.” He opens a door to a small cell, and I am beyond relieved to see a bed in there. “Welcome to your new home.”

“Thank you, Doctor. When do my treatments begin?” I am not able to keep the desperation from my voice. I know I have to take this whole enterprise down, but right now, all I can think of is that I only have two weeks left to get fucked.

Dr. Marcellus laughs. “Soon, Miss Lopez. Very soon. We’re going to start by giving you a few hours of sleep, and I promise you’ll be bred before the day is over.”

I nod. “I’ll try to be patient, Doctor. But my body … it craves it.” The words are out before I can stop them. What am I saying? I am supposed to act, not mean what I say! I cannot help it, though. My body is screaming at me to get the relief it so badly needs.

He comes to get me a few hours later. I have barely slept; the heavy restraints make every position uncomfortable, and after a full week of almost no sleep, I am close to delirious. The strong-willed Rianna who entered the asylum might have felt humiliated and nauseous at the thought of being led on a leash like this, but I just follow along as Dr, Marcellus leads me to a room with an oddly shaped bench, seemingly meant to keep someone in a doggy-style position. But all thoughts of being fucked are sidelined for a moment when I notice the chained hucow slave in the room.

Scarlet.

The blood freezes in my veins. Have we been found out? Scarlet’s eyes widen when she sees me. Her swollen breasts are bruised from canings and whippings, she is locked in a pair of rigid shackles that look very uncomfortable, and a heavy steel collar hides her slender neck.

And she is pregnant.

“I figured I’d have my personal hucow slave join us for this session,” Marcellus says and pats the kneeling Scarlet on the head. “She’s been a bit naughty lately and is in the process of being … reeducated.” He looks at Scarlet. “Isn’t that true, my pet?”

Scarlet nods and tries to keep a straight face. “Yes, Master.”

Dr. Marcellus removes his pants to reveal his thick cock, but he opts to keep the white coat on. “I’ll be administering the treatment today, Miss Lopez. Part of your treatment is to train discipline and obedience, which will help you control your urges. So with that in mind … suck my cock. Both of you.”

I glance at Scarlet before I get on my knees next to her. We both have a lot of questions to ask of each other, and I am certain she is shocked to see me, but for the moment, we are both obedient. The cock in front of me is thick and long, and the musky scent is driving me insane with need. I have been kept away from sexual release for a whole week, and my pussy is throbbing with lust.

Marcellus stands in front of us, nodding impatiently at his cock. I look at Scarlet and make the first move. I lean forward, my mouth wide open, and take the head of his cock into my mouth. The taste is wonderful, and I hear myself moan as I take him further and further into my mouth, down my throat. I close my eyes, letting the humiliation of the moment fuel my lust.

Scarlet follows my lead, and as I focus on the tip, her long tongue caresses the shaft and balls. We begin taking turns taking the doctor fully in our mouths. He grabs my hair, pushing his cock deeper, and I struggle not to choke as his cock slides down my throat. It is not a position I am used to being in; I have never been one to let a man dominate me, but I will gladly get down on my knees for this one if it means I will finally be bred. My pussy is aching, and I cannot wait for much longer. The chastity belt is chafing against my skin, reminding me of what I have been deprived of for too long.

“A decent start. The two of you work well together,” Dr. Marcellus groans. I can tell that he is forcing himself to pull away from our willing mouths. “Scarlet, my slave. Please get Miss Lopez set up on the bench.”

“Yes, Master.” Scarlet smiles at me. “Please get onto the bench, Miss Lopez.”

I obey, not willing to reveal that I have known Scarlet for years. I am far from elegant as I place my knees and elbows on the padded bondage bench. The restraints are so heavy, and before long, Scarlet has locked my shackles to the anchor points on the bench. She does the same with the collar, and I am soon helpless with my ass and pussy primed for either pain or pleasure. There is a gap between where my collar is attached and my abdomen, leaving room for my aching breasts to dangle freely.

“Such a beautiful specimen,” the doctor’s voice sounds behind me. “We’ll have fun breeding you.” I hear the sound I have been waiting for - the sound of my chastity belt being unlocked. It falls to the floor with a loud clank, baring my wet pussy to the chill air in the room. “Scarlet, please attend to her breasts and her lips while I carry out the physical therapy.”

Scarlet nods and kneels next to the bench. The rigid shackles do not afford her much mobility, but her soft hands soon begin caressing my hanging breasts, and I let out a loud moan when she takes one of them in her mouth. I feel the milk spraying from my nipples, and I am ashamed of how horny and needy I am.

“Beg me,” the doctor says. “Tell me you want my cock in your pussy.”

“I want your cock, Doctor. Please … please fuck me.” The whimpering voice does not sound like my own, and there is no acting, no attempt to get him to reveal any details of how the asylum is run. I just want him inside me.

I feel his cock press against my opening. Pathetic moans escape me as his cock slowly slide inside me, stretching me, filling me up. I am panting, my pussy aching with every inch of cock he presses into me, and I scream out in pleasure when he finally hilts inside me. I have not fucked a man since high school, and that felt nothing like this. I love Fiona, I love how she wields a dildo, but this is something else. I am completely helpless, unable to move as his thick cock pounds my pussy again and again, sending waves of pleasure through my body. I can feel every inch of him, every vein, every pulse, and it feels so good.

The doctor is not gentle. He slams his hips against mine, fucking me brutally, and I know that I will be sore afterward. But I do not care. I embrace the helplessness, the restraints holding me down. I close my eyes and focus on his animalistic thrusts that contrast with Scarlet’s gentle lips and her tongue flicking my nipple. She soon moves away from my breast, kneeling in front of me. I raise my head as much as the collar will allow, and our lips soon touch in a passionate kiss. It is a kiss that communicates so much - we are telling each other that everything will be alright, that we will find a way out, but also that there is pleasure to be found in this place. I can taste my milk on her tongue, taste the sweetness.

I moan into Scarlet’s mouth as an intense orgasm courses through me. The doctor is grunting, and I can feel him about to explode as well. He pushes deep inside me, his balls slamming against my clit as he releases, and the feeling of his semen shooting into me sends another shockwave of pleasure through my body.

“Very well, Miss Lopez. A nice start to your treatment,” the doctor says as he pulls out of me. I feel empty without his cock inside me, but it is an amazing feeling, too. “Scarlet, please milk the patient and clean her up. I’ll return soon. We’re going to leave Miss Lopez like this, it’s a perfect position for the next part of her treatment.”

Scarlet does not say a word until the door closes. She kneels next to me and begins gently draining my breasts into a bucket. “How the fuck did you end up like this, Rianna?” she whispers. “I wanted you to stop these people, not join me in here.”

“I’ll still stop them,” I say and bite my lips. Her hands feel so good. “I just … I didn’t really have any other options.”

“Well, you certainly seem to have everything under control.”

“Funny.” I twist my head to look at my friend. The collar makes its presence known, pushing against my throat. “Are you alright, Scarlet?”

She shrugs. “I’m okay. They have punished me a lot since they discovered me looking through Dr. Marcellus’ computer, but I … kind of like it. I still don’t think they should get away with luring young women here, but I can manage.”

“Good. And the others? I heard that Carmen Valentine was sent here.”

Scarlet’s face darkens. “We rarely see her in the common area. They have people coming in from outside to breed her. She is … far gone. A total slave to her urges now.”

I sigh. “I can see how that can happen. I’m surprised how much I enjoy this.”

“We can’t talk much more. Find Michelle, she -” Scarlet is about to say more when Dr. Marcellus returns. I cannot see him from my fixed position, but I soon hear the sound of a cane being swooshed through the air.

“Stand back, Scarlet,” the doctor says. I can hear the smile in his voice. “Let’s see how much pain this beautiful, strong woman can endure.”

***

After a few days of daily breeding attempts and brutal punishments, I am finally let out into the common area. I welcome the chance to stretch my legs, but the heavy restraints that are still locked on me make every step very painful, and I often end up sitting down after a short time. Scarlet is always gagged when I see her there, likely done to keep her from revealing her findings to other hucows, but they have no such precautions in place for me. I am not sure how much I should tell the patients I meet; some of them seem almost delirious, and I am not certain whether they will reveal my intentions to the doctors running the place. I do manage to find the girl Scarlet mentioned, and she confirms that most of the patients were committed by Dr. Riordan, the same as me.

“What are you going to do?” Michelle asks after making sure that there are no orderlies nearby. We are sitting in the conservatory, listening to the rhythmic sound of the rain peppering the glass canopy.

“I’m not sure. They’ll come for me in a week or two, but … I’m not sure what will happen if the doctors discover why I’m here before then.” I adjust the heavy shackles on my wrists and wince. They are beginning to chafe. “I’m pretty sure Dr. Trask is suspicious of me.” I glance at one of the other girls walking past and chuckle. “Maybe I’ll have to stage a rebellion if something happens.”

Michelle does not laugh. “Maybe. The few I’ve managed to talk to are pretty outraged.” She nods at Carmen Valentine, who is sitting gagged and straitjacketed in a corner. “Even Carmen, though she is thoroughly addicted to the treatment here now.” Michelle scrapes absentmindedly at her chastity belt. “I suppose we all are to some extent.” She flinches when she sees a couple of orderlies come our way. “Just … be careful, okay?”

I am careful. That is part of my job. Over the following days, I manage to piece together a few things from overheard conversations between orderlies and what I can observe. The asylum is barely staffed once the patients have been placed in their cells, and the security system is far less secure than it seems at first, requiring only a keycard to get through the security doors. The restraints and the cell doors are the main obstacles if I have to get out.

But I do not need to. Not yet. Dr. Marcellus fucks me thoroughly almost every day, I am beginning to enjoy the whippings, and I have already decided to buy a set of similar restraints for myself and Fiona once this is over. I am almost enjoying my stay, even though most of the time is spent in a tiny cell with nothing to do.

Luck, however, tends to run out as soon as you take it for granted.

I get a sense that something is wrong when an orderly comes to get me after they have already locked me in my cell for the night. He does not say anything, he just pulls me out of my cell using the chain connected to my heavy collar. He takes me to a different cell that looks like most of the ones they have punished me in, but no doctor is waiting for me there. Instead, the orderly removes my ankle shackles and locks a pair of padded leather shackles on instead before connecting them to a wide spreader bar. He pushes me onto the floor, onto my stomach, and locks my wrist shackles to a ring on the floor.

The final touch is connecting the spreader bar to a chain hanging from a winch in the ceiling.

“Oh, this is going to suck,” I mumble when I feel the chain tugging at the bar. Soon, my lower body is lifted off the floor while I support myself on my elbows, but those soon lose contact as well. Before long, I am hanging upside down with my hands beneath my head, and the orderly does not stop raising my legs until my arms are straight, leaving me in a vertical, stretched position.

It is very painful. Very arousing.

“The doctors will be with you soon,” the orderly grunts and leaves.

Doctors? Plural? That can’t be good. I have never seen all three of the doctors in the same room together, and if they are all coming to see me … I am in trouble. I am in so much fucking trouble.

The three doctors enter soon after. I am dizzy from hanging upside down and struggling to keep them in focus, but the young one, Dr. Rook, seems distressed. Trask is smiling, while Marcellus has deep grooves on his forehead.

Dr. Trask squats in front of me and shakes his head. “Oh dear, someone came here with the wrong intentions.”

“I … I don’t know what you’re talking about.” I struggle to speak. The full weight of my heavy collar is resting on my chin.

Trask slaps me. “Don’t play dumb. Dr. Riordan has certainly fucked up on your background check, but I have other contacts, Miss Rianna Lopez.” He smiles. “Detective.”

Fuck.

“What are we going to do?” Dr. Rook says, his voice high-pitched and panicked. “They’re going to come looking for her. We’re fucked!”

Dr. Trask waves his hand at him, shaking his head. “Calm down, Max. Your sister may have screwed up, but our network of political allies and contacts in the police department is still solid. We’ll transfer Miss Lopez out of the country, say that she was going mad due to her condition and she needs more help than we can give her.”

I feel a cold shiver run down my spine. I had never expected them to transfer me somewhere else.

Dr. Marcellus nods. “It’s a solid plan.” He lets his hand run down my leg, and I tremble at his touch. The strenuous position makes his touch feel electric. “But I do have some … frustration I want to take out on her first.”

“I think we all do.” Trask once again lowers himself down to my eye level and stares into my soul. “How does that sound, Miss Lopez? Tortured and fucked by the three of us before we make you disappear?”

That … sounds pretty fucking good. The first part, at least.

“First of all: Fuck you, Trask,” I say in a raspy voice. “And secondly … thank you, that sounds lovely.”

Trask laughs and stands up. “That sounds like consent to me.” He looks at Dr. Rook. “What do you say, Max? Are you done pissing your pants?”

“I second the ‘fuck you’, Trask,” the young doctor groans, but he still begins removing his pants. “I don’t like this.”

“Just shut up and fuck the cop,” Dr. Marcellus grins and reveals the girthy cock I have become accustomed to. “Take it out on her flesh.” He hands Dr. Rook a whip with knotted ends before he rams his cock inside my mouth.

I have never been a woman who gets aroused by the thought of pain and humiliation, not in the slightest. My body, however, is clearly changing, because I am almost delirious from pleasure as Dr. Rook begins raining pain down on my helpless body. The first strikes hit my back and ass, and I whimper into Dr. Marcellus’ sweaty cock. He does not deny me pleasure, though; I feel his beard rub against my clit when he leans in and licks me. My body trembles as he fucks my mouth and his tongue lashes at my pussy, but it is shortlived; he soon leans back again, allowing Dr. Rook to direct his frenzied strikes at the worst place possible.

My exposed pussy.

The stinging from the whip is like nothing I have ever experienced. I scream around Marcellus’ cock as the pain becomes unbearable, but it is nothing compared to the pain from the strikes to my pussy. It is a sharp, stinging pain that makes my eyes water, but it is immediately followed by the most intense pleasure I have ever felt. Every strike makes my pussy wetter, and the two men seem to be able to sense it; Dr. Marcellus begins fucking my mouth in earnest, his balls slapping against my face as he pounds me with his cock, and Dr. Rook hits me even harder.

I know that I should hate them, that I should see this as an act of torture and humiliation, but I am having way too much fun, despite the agony. I wonder for a moment if the whip will tear open my pussy, but it does not come to that. Instead, they begin lowering the chain enough for me to rest on my elbows again, but I do not get to enjoy the relative comfort for long. Dr. Trask unlocks my shackles from the floor and instead locks a chain to them before pulling the chain toward a hook on the wall.

I scream as my body arches. I am suspended above the floor, my feet still locked to the spreader bar, and the pain in my arms is severe. My udders hang lazily beneath me, dripping onto the floor, and it does not take long before Trask, who is far better equipped than even Dr. Marcellus, places himself between my legs and rams his giant cock inside me without any semblance of grace or tenderness.

“FUUUUCK!”

I am so wet that he slides in without effort. The pain in my pussy and body only makes the pleasure more intense, and I cannot believe that it is the same pussy that struggled to accommodate a medium-sized dildo a few weeks ago. Marcellus once again finds his way inside my mouth. The two doctors are fucking me with vigor, both with brutal pace and depth, and I cannot believe what my body is enduring. I am in a constant state of arousal, loving every moment of this torment, and a violent orgasm soon tears through my body, just as Marcellus pulls out and blows his enormous load on my face. Dr. Rook takes his place within seconds, and Dr. Marcellus instead uses the whip on my helpless, milk-filled udders. The floor beneath me is soon a mess of cum, drool, and milk as the three men take turns fucking me from both ends, and I can do nothing to stem the tide of both pleasure and immense pain.

Orgasm after orgasm. Both for me and them. Whips and canes rain down on my breasts and back, and my pussy is soon filled to the brim with their seed. I can feel it spilling out with every thrust whenever one of them enters me again. My mind slips into a weird space between spaces, a place where only my body matters, where I only exist as a vessel for them to use. It is a powerful feeling.

When they finally stop, no one speaks for a while. They are spent, exhausted, but smiling. My entire body aches and the pain in my arms and neck are overwhelming. I am barely able to move or even breathe, and I am grateful when they lower me to the floor, leaving me lying in the pool of bodily fluids. Cum seeps out from both my mouth, pussy, and asshole, and I must look like a broken woman to them. My feet are released from the spreader bar, and the other chain is unlocked from my shackles.

“Not much left of her now,” Trask groans as he wipes his flaccid cock with a towel before putting his pants back on. “I’m thirsty. Do you two want to join me in my office for a bit? I have a nice, aged bottle of scotch that is aching to be opened.”

Dr. Marcellus nods. “I can certainly make room for that before I head home. Max?”

“Sure,” Dr. Rook says. “Let me just get hold of the orderly working tonight so he can get this one to her cell.”

I watch them leave, slamming the door behind them. I just lie there, trying to get my frazzled mind to cooperate with me. Every part of my body is aching, and I can barely lift my shackled arms. I know that I have to act, and soon, but I cannot do much as long as I am locked in here.

The door opens again. A young orderly enters. He seems disgusted at the sight of me, covered in sweat, cum, and milk. “Get up, slave,” he says with a frown.

“Yeah, you might have to help me with that.” I smile at him. This is my chance. I summon the last drops of energy left in my body, preparing myself, and the moment he grabs my arm to pull me to my feet, I take advantage of the fact that my feet are not shackled and kick his legs out from under him and pull him to the floor.

He lets out an unflattering whelp as he falls. He reaches out for me, but despite the shackles, I am faster, grabbing his keys and keycard before rolling away. He tries to get up, but he slips on the puddle I was lying in, and I manage to scramble through the door and close it before he gets up. I push the heavy slider lock in place and thank the stars that the thick steel door is soundproof. It takes me a few moments to find the key in the massive bundle that fits my shackles and my collar. The chunky steel falls to the floor, and I pause for a moment as I stare at them. My neck feels cold and naked all of a sudden, and the deep grooves on my wrists make me shudder.

Focus, Rianna, I tell myself. I need to act fast, there is no time to feel sad that I am not chained anymore.

Adrenaline pumps through my veins as I run towards the cells. I am aching all over, and my giant breasts hurt as they swing back and forth, but at least I know my way around the place by now. The orderly’s keycard gets me through the various locked doors without problem, and before long, I am standing in a large corridor, flanked by heavy steel doors. Names of the patients are helpfully written next to them, and I head for Scarlet’s first.

“Rianna?” she mutters as she wakes from her sleep. She wipes her eyes and yawns. “What’s going on?”

“We’re getting out of here.” I find the key to her restraints and release her. “The orderly who has the night shift is locked up, but the doctors are still here. I think we should visit them once we release the others.” I pull her to her feet and embrace her. “You up for it?”

Scarlet smiles. “I sure am. Let’s get Michelle next. We cannot be sure everyone will go along with the plan, so we better start with the ones we’re certain of.”

Before long, the hallway is filled with naked, tired hucows. Many of them seem to feel the same way I did when I removed my restraints; they stare at their wrists or touch their necks, their faces filled with conflicting emotions. A few are crying tears of joy, others are more muted, but all of them have a determined look in their eyes.

“Is this your doing?” Carmen Valentine asks me. The elegant woman approaches me, her eyes sharp and focused.

I nod.

She smiles. “Well done. I …” She massages her wrist and stares into the middle distance for a bit. “I think I lost myself in here. Not much left of who I once was, but at least I know who to blame.” The smile turns sinister. “Let’s go get the ones who did this to us.”

***

I am sitting on a window sill when the blue lights appear through the trees. I am overwhelmed by a sense of relief and love as I watch Fiona get out of one of the police cars, flanked by several of our coworkers. I run to greet her, joined by Scarlet, Michelle, and Carmen, eager to finish this and put it behind me. If that is even possible.

“Hey sweetie,” I say when I see her. I chuckle at the confused expression on the faces of the cops as they watch four naked, large-breasted women come toward them, but Fiona is not rattled.

“Lovely to see you, my love.” She kisses me, and the kiss warms my entire body. “I see you managed to free yourself?”

“I got tired of waiting for you.”

“No guards? Orderlies?”

I smile. “We’ve had control here for a few days now. The orderlies that came in for the morning shift after we took over didn’t bother once they saw a few dozen women waiting for them.”

We begin walking through the facility. Most of our fellow hucows are sitting in the conservatory, a few of them milking each other into buckets. They look relieved as they watch the large group of police officers enter, and Michelle breaks off with a few of the officers to tend to a few girls who are not handling the situation well.

“We found a lot of files on Dr. Marcellus’ computer,” Carmen says. She walks with her back straight, not bothered by her nakedness, and the confidence that she has always exuded on television seems to have returned. “Enough to take down a lot of powerful people.”

“Where are the doctors?” Fiona asks.

We enter a small corridor and stop when a loud, tortured moan escapes from a cell nearby.

“In there,” Scarlet says with a grim smile. “You might need to send in a few men to get them, but I’m sure they’re very willing to be arrested and taken away from here.”

Fiona shudders. “What … did you do to them?”

“Let’s just say that milking machines have more than one function.”

A few hours later, we are all standing outside. The pale-faced doctors have been taken away, and Fiona just received a call that Dr. Riordan has been taken into custody as well. I should feel nothing but relief, but a pervasive sense of emptiness fills my body. I see it reflected on Carmen and Scarlet’s faces as well. The files in Dr. Marcellus’ office confirmed that there is no way to reverse what has been done to us. We are doomed to be lactating, horny hucows for the rest of our lives, and we all struggle to come to terms with this in different ways.

“Are you going back to politics now, Carmen?” I ask as we watch a few of the patients being helped into a waiting car. Scarlet is one of them, and she sends me a grateful smile before she disappears into the car, cradling her pregnant belly.

She shrugs. “I … I don’t think I can. To think that something like this could be happening in our city … maybe it is all too rotten. I’m not sure I have it in me to fight that fight anymore.” She groans and massages her breast. “Besides, I have to accept what I’ve become now.” She smiles. “Maybe I’ll take over Greenview. Turn it into a haven for those of our fellow hucows who don’t feel like they can return to normal life.”

“I like that idea.” I sigh. “I hate that all I can think of is to be chained and used again.”

Fiona walks up next to me and squeezes my hand. “I can help you with that.”

I kiss her. “I’m sure you can.” I look at Carmen. “I’ll be fine. But we might come visit from time to time … to use the … facilities.”

Fiona leans in and whispers in my ear: “Why wait? Want to show me around, my love?”

A pleasant tingle radiates out from my aching pussy and warms my body. “It’d be my pleasure.”

THE END
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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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