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I reluctantly packed my suitcases, putting my most cherished things inside. I was thinking about how unfair life can be. Just when I thought I was on the right track, the reality seemed to come crashing down on me.

The last couple of weeks passed so quickly and in a fog, that I almost didn't even have time to turn around, it was already time to move. The landlords kicked me out of the apartment I lived in for years because since I got fired from my job, I couldn't pay the rent and make ends meet. I was tired of constantly trying and eventually, I stopped looking for a job. I surrendered and waited. 

Fortunately, the solution to my problems came like a bolt from the blue.

Tomorrow was my deadline to move out of the apartment, but at the same time the beginning of my new life, at the Hucow farm with which I signed a contract a few days ago.

Everything was very simple. The farm was located in a rural part of town and consisted of hundreds of girls like me. Our only tasks as a hucow girls on the farm were to fully obey the will of the farmers and contribute by producing sweet milk. In return, we received food, accommodation, and substantial financial compensation once the contract expired.

Yes, this all sounded a little crazy, but once you find yourself in a dead-end situation, nothing seems so crazy or weird anymore. I was happy that I was given this opportunity and that after the work on the Hucow farm, I would leave a few million richer.

Easy as beans.

The people at Hucow Farm will take good care of me and the other girls and provide absolutely everything that is needed.

As hard as it was to forget the past and leave it behind, the future was mine now. I fell asleep happy that night and fantasized about my new life.

In the morning I was woken up by the ringing of the doorbell.

- Miss Asher?

Two dapper men in suits measured me from head to toe. Something about them seemed very stern and cruel.

- Yes?

- We are representatives of Hucow farm "Milk from Heaven". We have come to pick you up, considering that today is the first official day of your work on the farm. Are you ready to go?

I nodded and started dragging my heavy suitcases.

- I'm afraid you won't need it.

- Excuse me?

I looked confused.

- On the farm, everything is already prepared and provided for you. In addition, no personal items are allowed. And now, please, let's go because we are already very late.

The man cast a cold and measured look at his elegant, digital wristwatch.

I stammered something in an attempt to object, but his cold, reproachful gaze prevented me from uttering a single word.

I cheekily looked at him and frowned and then reluctantly followed them. They managed to ruin my first day at work. Just great. The man's face on the other side was expressionless and cold. I was amazed at such rigor and professionalism. I had the impression that he treated me as if I were not a human being, but a mere object. I felt very uncomfortable.

The ride was very comfortable, but filled with an unpleasant atmosphere of coldness. I observed the forests and the hillsides beside the road. The landscape was very beautiful. After about 40 minutes of driving, a complex of buildings appeared in front of us. 

When we got closer, I saw a big sign with the inscription "Milk From Heaven - Hucow Farm". The fence was secured by video surveillance. And after we passed through the gate, there was a whole complex of buildings in front of us, starting from ordinary houses, to what looked like barns, and all the way to buildings that resembled mini-factories, in which I guessed they processed milk.

Everything was very nicely decorated, but at the same time, it also seemed very strange and repulsive.

When we got out of the car, the two men in suits followed me to a room that most resembled a barn. Two men in blue overalls were waiting inside. There were buckets around, some machines that I had never seen before, and very strange-looking devices. All this was very new and confusing to me.

Men in overalls were not too different from those in suits. They were cold, reserved, and strictly professional. I heard that these two are addressed as "Farmers."

We approached them and they did some kind of handover. Two people in suits handed me over to two people in overalls, signing some papers, as if they were invoicing the goods. This was the second time I felt like a commodity or an object. I wondered what was wrong with these people. The only time they spoke to me was when they asked me to sign the contract once again as consent. Once the papers were sorted, that was it.

The two in suits left and left me with the two in overalls.

Their cold and stern gazes were now all over my body. One of them spoke to me.

-Miss Asher, since you have read our contracts and signed the agreements, I believe you are familiar with the rule that Farmer has the right to rename Hucow during her service and address her exclusively by that name, or other nicknames he deems appropriate. On the other hand, you have the right to address Farmers exclusively as "Sir". Do you understand that and do you agree with it?"

I nodded my head in confusion. I knew their requests would be a bit strange, but none of that really mattered to me. The only thing I was here for was money.

- Please answer me.

- Yes.

He frowned his eyebrows.

-Yes Sir.

I sighed and answered.

- When Farmer addresses you, you are obliged to answer him with an adequate answer, otherwise, you can be punished, and I don't think you would like that.

He smiled wickedly. I rolled my eyes at him and wanted to say something to object, but I was interrupted by the grim look of the other Farmer.

- Punished?

I started stuttering.

- Yes. I'm afraid that your consent also includes that you agree that if they are not satisfied with your work, Farmers can apply disciplinary measures, which include verbal and physical punishment.

I swallowed the dumpling. Yes, I saw that part in the contract but I didn't believe it was literal. These people seemed to be completely deranged. I asked myself what kind of place I come to, and committed myself to spend a year serving these people. I was beginning to doubt that maybe I would be better even on the street.

I looked at them in disbelief.

- Is that clear?

I was too shocked to answer. One of the Farmers then got in my face and repeated in a deep and stern voice.

- Is that clear?

I nodded and then met his reproachful gaze. I have to answer him. With words. Addressing him as "Sir".

- Yes Sir.

My throat was completely dry, and my voice was weak and trembling from nervousness. A thousand questions swarmed my head, but before I could think of any of them, Farmer continued his speech.

- If we have clarified that, from now on, you will be called Hucow Mery. You can forget about your real name for the next year. You will only respond to Mary and only speak when someone speaks to you. Now please take off your clothes. We need to do a routine cleaning and check before we get you into your room.

I was already tired of this and his cold, unrelenting, and harsh voice made me feel so helpless. It seemed like there wasn't much to argue with these people. Still, I hesitated a little.

- Is something not clear to you, Mary?

He glared at me.

- No.

I cheekily answered. I regained my strength and started to take off my clothes. Although I had no idea what kind of cleaning and inspection it was, I believed that it was something routine and that there was no point in arguing with them.

When I was completely naked, they took my clothes and ordered me to follow them. We went into another part of the room, where everything seemed very sterile, tiled, and with a
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