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Eloise opened her eyes, squinting against the morning sun slanting in through her window and hitting her face and bare breasts, which hang loosely to either side of her torso. She stretched and yawned loudly, then rose and sat on the edge of her king-size bed. She was acutely aware of her heavy breasts needing to be drained. They hung heavily and ached, slowly dripping white droplets onto her belly. On her nightstand was an empty bottle of red wine and two used glasses. One had lipstick smears on the rim. She looked at the small clock next to the wine bottle. Seven o’clock. Time to get moving.

Eloise is forty-two, a fit woman with nice curves and generous breasts that hang down above her navel and which leak when she is in need of being milked, a state in which she, and every other whore in the house, found herself on this warm, dry Texas morning. 

She had been a bank president before the Great Purge of women following then-Governor Randall’s historic secession of Texas from the United States. Now, with no skills besides finance and management, and unable by law to obtain employment in the industry anymore, she joined one of the Republic of Texas’s new government-run brothels, one of Randall’s first initiatives as the new president. This particular one, ROT (Republic of Texas) Brothel 898, known colloquially as The Milk House, was located in the center of El Paso. There were twelve such brothels in El Paso, employing nearly four hundred women. ROT 898 in particular, specialized in lactating whores who were known as hucows by their clientele. A hucow, of course, is a human cow.

She opened her door, and walked naked down the hall, passing other naked whores along the way. They exchanged greetings and rubbed their eyes, filing into the showers. Hey Marsha. Morning, Eloise. The shower room was divided into one side with stalled toilets, and another, larger side with communal showers. She entered a stall and peed, then walked into the shower room. fifteen shower heads next to fifteen sinks lined both sides of the walls. Eloise brushed her teeth, turned on the shower, and stepped under the hot spray. 

Nothing like a hot shower, she thought, as the water hit her face and cascaded down her body. She washed off the sweat and semen of the six men she’d serviced the day before, washed her hair, and dried off with a towel from the stack near the entrance. With the towel wrapped around her hair like a turban, udders swaying as she walked, she went back to her room to get ready for her first milking and breakfast. She put on her milking gown, a simple, white, thin cotton bath robe that hung down to her ankles and tied in the front, and went downstairs and into the milking parlor.

A row of reclining chairs, upholstered in faux-leather plastic for easy clean-up, lined both sides of the room. Some of the whores were already getting pumped. Eloise sat in an empty recliner and raised her legs up into a semi-reclining position, then brought up some news feeds on her phone. A milk technician, a young woman wearing white nursing scrubs, approached her.

“Morning, Eloise. How was yesterday?” She removed two cups attached to clear rubber tubes from a hook on the side of the chair, and turned on a switch on the wall.

“Ugh, Peter Abernathy came by. He’s absolutely tedious.”

“Is he the one with the big mole on his dick?” 

The technician placed the cups onto Eloise’s teats. Eloise felt the immediate tug of the suction pulling her nipples into the cups, and milk began squirting into the tubes. The milk was collected daily by the state-run human milk bank and brought to the plants for processing and sale to restaurants and cheese-makers. This was now legal in Texas.

“Eww, yes. And it’s bent like a corkscrew. And he has horrible breath. But, he tips well, so,”

“How’s Erik?”

“I haven’t seen him in a while, unfortunately.”

“Too bad. He’s a cutie. I’ll be back when you’re empty,” said the technician.

“Thanks, Dolores.”

The news feed featured an interview with President Randall regarding his new initiative on rehabilitating and re-educating incarcerated female prisoners. Apparently, they were forced into becoming lactating sex slaves. Not much different from what I’m doing, thought Eloise. 

When her udders were empty, Dolores came and unhooked her from the milker.

“Have a great day, Eloise. See you later.”

“Thanks, Dolores. You too.”

Back in her room, Eloise opened her wardrobe and considered the array of clothing hanging there. What to wear today? Casual jeans with cowboy boots? This cute prairie dress? She settled on a long red skirt fringed at the hem that came down to her calves, a pair of cowboy boots, and a white corset, buckled up tight to balloon her breasts. This will get their attention. She smiled at her image in the mirror. She left her hair hanging loose, put on some makeup, and went down to the dining room.

Most of the girls were already present at the dining table, standing behind their chairs. When all twenty-eight women were present, a tall man with black hair, wearing a pink polo shirt and khakis walked into the room and pulled back his chair at the head of the table.

“Good morning, ladies,” he said.

The women smiled and replied, “Good morning, Abbot.”

The Abbot sat, then the women sat. Service staff brought in trays of eggs, sausage, pancakes, orange juice, and coffee. There was a tureen of oatmeal. The women waited for the Abbot to take the first bite, then they began eating and chatting among themselves.

The Abbot said, “There’s an inspector from the Brothel Commission coming today. I want everyone on their best behavior. That means no alcohol, no cigarette breath, and lots of smiles and bouncing titties. Everyone understand?”

“Yes, Abbot,” they said in chorus.

“What’s he here for?” asked Eloise.

“Mostly just to go over the books with me, but he’ll also be watching the operation. Since it’s a Saturday, we should have a full house by tonight. Oh, and there’s a convention of dentists coming this evening, so you girls should get a good workout.”

The women liked dentists. They tended to be drunk and rowdy, but they tipped well and usually didn’t last long in bed. Premature ejaculation was a prized asset to the whores.

Michael Ford was the Abbot of ROT Brothel 898, in charge of running the day-to-day operation. He reported to the regional commission head, known as the Steward. The Stewards in turn, reported to the Brothel Commissar, who in turn reported to the Senate Chairman of the ROT Committee on Gender Liberation in the capital in Austin. “Gender liberation” was a term coined by the politicians to mean, women had been put back in their place in the natural order and were free to be feminine again. Hence, they were liberated. Conversely, it meant that men were put back into their rightful place as the dominant gender, hence, they had been freed from the liberal feminist laws of the United States. The brothels were an efficient system that was beginning to generate revenue in the black for the republic. It provided widespread inexpensive sex for men who had been desperate for intimate contact under the liberal and feminist United States, where women, not men call the shots.

Everything was provided for the employees of the state brothels, with the exception of clothing. They were given a monthly clothing stipend which they could use to purchase outfits to style themselves in their preferred personal manner. Most of the women at The Milk House had a theme, a persona or calling card you might say, that clients could come to expect. Some women dressed in period costume, such as Greek and Roman hetaeras, or Japanese geisha. Some dressed like bubble-gum teeny boppers for those men who liked younger girls. They were all actresses, playing a part in an ongoing melodrama. Eloise stuck to what she knew. She grew up on a cattle ranch in El Paso. She was a cowgirl at heart, and she dressed as such, or, on occasion, like an old west saloon whore. With her blonde hair, pale skin, and confident demeanor, she was a favorite among the Mexican clientele, especially. People tend to like things they can’t normally obtain. 

Whores provide a service. You can rent their pussies for a reasonable fee and relieve yourself of that sexual tension that makes men aggressive. The best whores however, also provide a fantasy. They are your high school sweetheart, your mother, your favorite girl on a porn site. They can be your whipping girl, or, whip you if that’s what you prefer. They can be loving and cuddly, or harsh and demanding
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