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My name is Jennifer Thompson, and you can guess that my story is not exactly the happiest. I grew up with my father and younger sister in a poor neighborhood. Our mother left us when we were babies. Dad, although he was extremely good and loving to us, could never get over mom, and very quickly gave himself up to alcohol, which destroyed him before the two of us were even of age. For the last few years, until we came of age, we lived in foster families. Since I've never been a smart girl or a bookworm, I knew school wouldn't work for me.

I was a beautiful gal who was always super popular. A natural blonde, with a well-shaped body and perfect curves like me, was welcome everywhere and attracted attention. I thought I could break through as a model or an actress if I made the right connections and contacts. Still, very quickly I got involved with bad company and involved myself in various criminal activities. Everything went downhill. Petty thefts, prostitution, and attempted fraud, disturbing public order and peace... there were various things in my file. I wasn't proud of myself, but it is what it is.

Still, I managed to get away until one night. I worked at a party as a hostess, and along the way dealt a little ecstasy. Everyone at the party was pretty high, it was really crazy and wild. I almost don't remember too much of the events of that evening, except that the police came in and made a raid while I was giving a blow job to a rich guy with a big dick in a booth. They found a few bags of ecstasy that I kept in my bra, enough to charge me with possession and put me in jail immediately.

After the court awarded me two years of penitentiary work in a closed institution, I was quite satisfied. At the time, I thought that it was much better than being in prison and that the sentence was quite mild, considering the amount of criminal offenses that had accumulated over time in my file.

That, of course, was before I got to the dairy farm "Milky."

I was supposed to serve my twenty-four-month sentence here, as a Hucow girl, or rather a slave. Working on the farm meant using the bodies of the convict girls who were here as Hucow workers, just like me, to produce human milk. Before arriving, we signed our consent to everything that awaited us in the coming months.

At the time, none of it seemed so serious and bad, in fact, it even seemed a little silly and funny.

The thought of walking around with huge tits full of milk and fucking hot guards actually seemed very appealing to me. I believed that my time would fly by and that I would spend most of my sentence pleasuring the sexy guards. After all, what could be so bad about getting pumped up with hormones, getting some milk, and getting fucked by hot guys along the way?

However, this idea of ​​mine was completely wrong. The farm was worse than the prison, and I bitterly regretted coming there. The farm was a kind of highly organized and strictly regulated torture facility, where individuals exploited female prisoners to literally torture them and satisfy their perverse appetites. Everything was designed to take away our freedom, humiliate us, and degrade us to inhuman levels. We were treated like real cattle, like real slaves, with the sole purpose of being milked and fucked. And worst of all, we agreed to it in writing. But when I realized that, it was already too late.

I laugh out loud when I just remember how I thought I'd be here for two years fooling around and being cool, and that working on a Hucow dairy farm as a Hucow girl was a piece of cake. I was a real idiot.

After the verdict was handed down and the punishment was chosen, from the county jail, a police van brought us early in the morning to the farm "Milky" and handcuffed us to the guards on the farm, the so-called "Farmers".

The farmers were all dressed in black overalls, with neatly cropped hair and clean-shaven, serious, and dark faces. They ranged in age up to about 40 years old and were very handsome indeed. They were quite tall and athletically built, with proportional bodies on which the outlines of well-defined muscles were visible. So, they were young, strong and capable, and what was worst, they were the best at what they did.

And that was the torture of the girls who worked on the Farm. And trust me I'm not exaggerating when I say that.

After the roll call, they assigned us serial numbers. They explained to us that they would not address us here by name, but by the serial number that will be assigned to us. And so from human beings, we became just a number. I was number 18.

The farmers explained to us the basic rules and working regime on the farm. They assigned us to cells that were not really different from prison cells, except that they were located inside a huge barn. We were locked inside and had no say. The farmers then ordered us to strip naked.

I took my clothes off and passed them to one of the Farmers who was impatiently standing in front of my cell and staring grimly at my bare tits and round butt. I tried to smile and wink at him, but he just gave me a frown. I felt really stupid. From the first moment, I had this terrible impression that something about this place was so cruel and cold. Sterile. Perverse. I had no idea how to describe it.

The guards then assigned us uniforms. They were certainly much more imaginative and better than the prison ones, but quite impractical and uncomfortable. It was a set of lace thongs and a bra, white with black tufts, and a pair of white knee highs with black tufts. They hung chokers with bells around our necks so that we walked around and rang the bells like real cows. It was really humiliating.

One of the Farmers came quite close to me and grabbed my tits. He carefully felt and measured them. After a few minutes of checking, he got out and locked the lock. We sat in our cells until dinner, which was pushed through an opening in the bars along with the hormone pills we were supposed to take. The farmers stood and carefully monitored whether each of us took the prescribed medications.

After that, I only remember that I was very tired and immediately fell asleep. The bed was uncomfortable, cold, and hard, but after a hard day, sleep overcame me quickly.

When I woke up in the morning I was in complete shock.

My breasts almost doubled in size and they were excruciatingly painful! They were so hard and sensitive, and then I noticed that the hot, swollen skin was sticky and covered in some whitish liquid. It was the milk that had already started leaking out of me. I touched the nipples which were hard and swollen and a few hot drops oozed out. I moaned. The feeling of pressure and weight was unbearable.

As I struggled to get to grips with my new breasts, the barn door opened and the bell rang signaling the start of the work day. When I looked around, I realized that I wasn't the only one experiencing these changes. All the girls stood half-naked in their uniforms with huge and swollen breasts dripping with milk. They all convulsed and writhed in pain.

The farmers entered the door and began to unlock the cells. It was time for milking and breeding. Neither of us had any idea what it would really look like. But I'm sure we were all equally confused and scared.

- Come on girls, it's time to speed up!

Farmers brought cattle milkers, machines used to milk cows, into each cell. They also carried suitcases with some additional equipment. We were all excited and nervous.

When they locked the cell doors, they ordered us to strip again. I took off my uniform and handed it to the Farmer who was just as grim as he was yesterday.

- Give me your hands.

I stretched out my hands, and he pushed me against the wall and tied my hands behind my back with a rope. He was very harsh. I tried to say something but he immediately put a gag in my mouth.

- No, please!

I shouted, but only muffled and unreasonable mumbling came out of me.

The farmer then attached plastic vacuum pumps to my swollen breasts and started the machine. The machine squeezed milk out of me in copious amounts. Rich and hot streams flowed from my round and firm breasts. The nipples grew even larger and hardened under the pressure of the powerful machine that worked relentlessly.

The milking was very painful and I moaned and shouted loudly. However, the gag in my mouth was preventing me, so I only managed to drool all over myself. I understood why they put this in our mouths. The entire barn was soon filled with the muffled moans and screams of the girls. All of them probably underwent the same treatment as me.

While I was busy dealing with the excruciating pain caused by the milking machine, I completely forgot that this was also breeding time, when the Farmers would insert seeds into us to make us more fertile and increase milk production.

I only remembered that when I felt Farmer's fingers carefully feel my swollen pussy. Probably under the influence of the hormones they gave us, and my pussy was terribly swollen and hot and eager for relief, too. The farmer
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