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Part 1

I sit on the edge of the couch in our company apartment, legs pressed together because the ache between them is already impossible to ignore. The stainless steel collar is cold and heavy against my throat, the little O-ring resting right in the hollow where my pulse hammers. Every time I swallow, it shifts, a constant, deliberate reminder that I signed the platinum NDA yesterday and my life is not truly my own anymore. When I applied for a job at Duality, one of my friends said that corporate work is no more than slavery. I will probably never speak to her again, never get the chance to tell her how right she was.

Violet drops onto the cushions beside me, her auburn hair still damp from the shower. She’s wearing nothing but the collar and a tiny black thong. Her breasts, which have ballooned from a generous D-cup to more than an F over the last few weeks, sway with the movement and drip onto the leather couch.

“Fuck,” she says with a groan. She tries to wipe the stains away and sighs. “They weren’t kidding about the thirty-day surge.”

On the glass coffee table sit the two blister packs. Legacy Yield Initiative – Phase Three. The final one. Three tiny pink tablets, each stamped with the Duality double-helix logo, for each of us. I pick mine up with trembling fingers as the collar buzzes slightly. A reminder. Both to take my pills, but also a reminder that the company is always watching.

Violet pops her three pills onto her tongue without ceremony, tilts her head back, and swallows them dry. She watches me, her green eyes glittering. “Your turn, Elena. Clock’s ticking.” She nods towards the camera in the ceiling. They are in all the rooms. “Don’t go breaching contract this early, I’m not sure we want to find out what happens if we do.”

I place the tablets under my tongue. They dissolve instantly, and within seconds, a warmth blooms low in my belly and radiates upward. My breasts feel heavier, more strained. I have no idea what they are putting in those things, the pharmaceutical department of Duality is not something I have access to, but the effect is immediate. My breasts always react to the hormones by lactating.

“Jesus,” I whisper, cupping my breasts through the thin silk robe. The robe is already soaked at the front.

Violet reaches over and tugs the belt of my robe loose. The silk slides off my shoulders and pools at my waist. Cool air kisses my skin and milk beads instantly at both nipples.

“Look at you,” she says, almost reverent. “Those mammaries are leaking like an old, rusty car ...”

“Fuck you,” I laugh, but it comes out shaky. “I feel … swollen. Like someone poured cement in my tits and it’s setting.”

She shifts closer, knees brushing mine. “Same. Come on. We’re not supposed to waste yield, but if we don’t take the edge off, we’ll both be sobbing before long.” Violet grabs an empty coffee cup from the table and begins milking me. Her soft hands are like magic.

“Oh… fuck…” The relief is orgasmic, but the pleasure is humiliating. Wrong. I do not know if the corporate cultism has already gotten to me, but it feels like the milk does not belong to me. It is the company’s. I am just a vessel.

Violet sets the cup on the table. “There we go, that should take the edge off.” She turns to me, knees sliding apart. “Still leaking,” she says in a husky voice. A single bead rolls down the curve of my left breast and hangs, trembling, from the nipple.

She leans in and catches it with her tongue.

I gasp. The collar shifts as I swallow hard, metal warming against my skin.

Her mouth closes fully around the nipple. She suckles gently at first, then harder, drawing a fresh spurt across her tongue. My fingers tangle in her damp hair.

“Violet …”

“Shh. The company says mutual relief is encouraged between Yield Partners. We will both be more than full again before they milk us.” She switches to the other breast, hand sliding up my thigh, stopping just short of where I am already soaked. “We’re just helping each other out. You know there’s far more intense and brutal things in store for us, right?”

I know. I signed up for it. I wanted the executive position, the restricted stock, the life that comes with a seven-figure retention bonus. But I did not expect to find pleasure in my new life in this way. After all, being a breedable hucow is just supposed to be temporary.

Her fingers slip beneath the waistband of my panties. She meets no resistance. I am not that strong of will when I am horny. I come embarrassingly fast; I have been edging for a while, the hormones are making me incredibly aroused, but to my shock, I have found that the pain in my udders adds to my arousal as well.

When the shudders stop, she licks her fingers clean and smiles.

“Welcome to our new life, Elena.”

The collar gives a single, approving pulse, almost tender. The Duality AI that watches our every movement has already journaled this interaction, added it to my file.

On the coffee table, the blister packs sit empty. Another phase complete.

I close my eyes, feel the steel weighing on my throat, the sweet ache in my swollen breasts, the slick mess between my thighs. I think I know what awaits, what the contract I signed means, but I am scared. Terrified, even. But the rewards … the rewards are impossible to ignore.

“Right … your turn,” I say and grab the other coffee cup from the table.

I am vaguely aware that there is a world outside the massive compound that is Duality’s corporate headquarters, but I have not seen it in a while, and now that I have signed the NDA, I will not be seeing it for a long time. The company apartments are just a short walk away from the main building, a towering skyscraper with a breathtaking view of the sea and the rest of the city. Violet and I walk into the foyer, our heels clicking on the marble floors, the rings on our collars jangling rhythmically. I am still getting used to the weight and to the fact that I will be wearing the heavy steel collar for months, maybe even years. It is not bad-looking, far from it; the smooth, shiny stainless steel with rounded edges is beautiful, but knowing that the tech guys could have probably made it lighter and slimmer if they wanted makes the weight seem even more substantial.

They want us to feel it. They want it to be oppressive, a constant presence.

“My tits are heavy,” Violet groans as we walk past security. “This is going to be a long day before … you know.”

I nod. I know. “How are your projects going?”

“Well, but I hate that I have to give them over to that moron Brian if this all goes as expected. He’s going to fuck it up.”

“You knew that it was likely that you had to step away from it all when you signed.”

She sighs. “Yeah. What I won’t do for a corner office on the higher floors.”

We may be collared, we may have signed up to be bred and milked, but we are still in charge of a department each. You have to prove yourself within Duality before you even get the chance to sign up for the Legacy Yield Initiative, which is just a fancy way of saying that you volunteer to become a breedable hucow for donors, the board, the CEO, and other associates.

And I have been evaluated to be ‘good breeding stock’. A compliment, I suppose.

The elevator doors slide open on the 42nd floor with a whisper. As always, I am flooded by requests and questions from my assistants and underlings. They all attempt not to stare at the collar around my neck or the wet stains on my shirt, but no one has that sort of willpower. It does feel humiliating, but there is not much I can do about it. Besides, I have other things on my mind.

I finally enter my office and fall into my cozy desk chair, resisting the urge to pull out the small, company-issued milking machine in the drawer. I am no longer supposed to use it, not now that my treatment is done. All my milk has a higher purpose now.

I turn the chair around and stare out of the massive windows at the city while I nervously fiddle with the clasp of my chunky Rolex. I should be looking at the numbers, evaluating strategies, but all I can do is stare at the dial of my watch, watching the hands slowly ticking towards release. My nipples are so hard they ache with every heartbeat. Milk leaks in slow, humiliating pulses.

My collar buzzes. I have no idea where they placed a speaker; the stainless steel surface is smooth and unbroken, but Eve, the company’s AI, suddenly speaks to me through the collar.

“Elena Voss. Grace Steele demands your presence in her office.”

I swallow a lump that barely manages to squeeze past the tight collar and get up. Why is she using the collar to communicate? She usually just calls or sends an assistant.

Grace Steele’s office is at the far end of the floor. The door is already open. She is standing at the window, city sprawled beneath her like a conquered kingdom. Forty-two years old, raven hair twisted into a flawless chignon, charcoal skirt suit cut so sharp it could draw blood. But no collar. Grace Steele is beyond that now; she served her time, served the company. Three perfect heirs and a yield record that still stands. She is a fucking legend, and I struggle to imagine that this woman ever submitted to anyone. Only the size of her breasts speaks of the path she has walked to get to where she is.

She turns when she hears my heels. “Elena.” Her voice is velvet over steel, her smile speaks of secrets and knowledge that I can only dream of. “Close the door.”

I obey. You do not argue with Grace Steele.

Grace crosses the room slowly, like a predator, until she is close enough that I can smell her perfume; it is fragile, gentle even, such a contrast to those piercing eyes and blood-red lips. “You look like you’re about to bolt,” she says softly. “Nervous?”

My throat is sandpaper. “First public session in thirty minutes, ma’am.”

“It’s not that ‘public’, don’t worry.” She studies me the way a jeweler studies a flawed diamond. “Thirty minutes is an eternity when your udders feel ready to explode. Isn’t it?”

I swallow. The collar makes its presence known. “Yes, ma’am.”

Grace circles me once, fingertips brushing the wet patches on my blouse. “Tell me what’s going through that brilliant little head of yours right now.”

I laugh nervously. “That I’m terrified I’ll come the second the cups latch on. That everyone on the observation deck will see me break. That I’ll disappoint the program.”

She stops in front of me again, lifts my chin with two fingers. Power exudes from every part of her body. “Disappoint?” A low chuckle. “Darling, you’re already leaking through Italian silk. You’re exactly what they ordered.” Her thumb traces my lower lip. “Let me take the fear out of you. Pain is an excellent solvent.”

My pulse spikes. I know the stories. Everyone does. Grace Steele’s private ‘stress-relief’ sessions are legendary, as are the stories of employees unable to sit for days. I should say no. I am a department head, and I have work to do, but my mind is not able to focus now. “Please.”

Grace’s smile widens, all teeth. “That’s a wise choice.” She presses a button on a small, innocent-looking remote on her desk. A whirr can be heard above me, and I look up to see heavy, stainless shackles on a chain being lowered. I have been in this office dozens of times, yet I have never noticed them hanging up there. She fastens them around my wrists; the cold steel feels intense against my warm skin, and they clatter against my watch when she presses the button again, lifting my arms until I am stretched, blouse pulling obscenely tight across my swollen breasts. I have never been restrained before, not apart from a few awkward sessions with silk scarves during a short relationship in college, but my body knows exactly how to react.

It loves it.

She unbuttons my blouse one deliberate button at a time, letting the silk part like theater curtains. “Safe word is … I don’t think we need one, do we?”

I do not respond. I just focus on breathing, focus on every slight touch from her soft fingers. My bra is soaked, useless. Grace unhooks it with a flick of her fingers and lets my heavy, aching breasts spill free. They throb, veins dark and angry under the skin, nipples stiff and dripping.

She produces the ballgag next, black rubber. My first instinct is to protest, to say that it will never fit, but she would not listen anyway. I stay silent.

“Open.”

I open. The ball forces my jaw wide; drool pools instantly on my tongue. She buckles it tight, checks the fit with two fingers under the strap, then steps back to admire her work.

“Perfect.”

She opens a cupboard nearby, selects a nine-tailed leather whip. Tests it once against her palm. The crack makes me flinch.

The first lash is a kiss across my shoulder blades. The second is fire. I jerk in the chains, a strangled moan muffled by the gag. Grace does not rush. She paints neat, parallel lines down my back, across my ass, the backs of my thighs, as the loud cracks ring out in the large office.

When she steps in front of me again, my breath hitches.

She trails the whip’s tip over my collarbones, down the slope of one breast. “Do we continue, Elena?”

I nod my head frantically. “Y… yes! Please, don’t stop!”

Grace’s eyes darken with approval. “Good.”

The first stroke across my breasts is light, just a tease that makes milk spray in thin arcs. The second is harder. My knees buckle; only the cuffs keep me upright. Tears flood my eyes, spill over the gag. The pain is pure, cleansing, perfect.

She finds a rhythm: two light, one hard, pause, repeat. My breasts turn crimson, impossibly tender, impossibly sensitive. Milk drips in steady streams now, pattering onto the marble between my spread feet. A voice in my head scolds me for messing up my boss’s floor, but she does not seem to mind.

Grace watches my face like she is reading code. Rumor has it that she used to be a brilliant coder; it was her way in until Anthony Quinn himself noticed her. “You’re close already, aren’t you?”

I nod, sobbing.

She drops the whip, steps in until her body presses against mine. Her hand slides down my belly, pushes my skirt up, and finds me soaked through lace panties. “I like you like this,” she whispers. “Crying and dripping like a perfect little hucow.”

Two fingers slip inside without resistance. A third joins them. She curls, strokes, finds the spot that makes my hips jerk helplessly against the cuffs. Violet is good, but Grace … Grace is a damn virtuoso.

I come with a broken wail around the gag, body convulsing so hard the chains rattle like bells. Milk spurts from both nipples in rhythmic pulses, splattering Grace’s pristine suit. She does not flinch, she just keeps stroking me through it until I sag, spent and shaking, hanging from my wrists, sobbing like a little girl.

When the last aftershock fades, she unbuckles the gag, lets it fall wet to the floor. I am crying too hard to speak.

Grace cups my chin, forces me to meet her eyes. “Thank me, Elena.”

My voice is shredded. “Th… thank you, Ms. Steele. Thank you, thank you …”

She unlocks the shackles. My arms drop like dead weight. She catches me before I collapse, guides me to the leather couch, and wraps a cashmere blanket around my trembling body. My back and breasts burn with beautiful fire. I glance at my watch. Ten minutes to go.

Grace smooths damp hair from my face. “Now you’re ready. Go give them a show they’ll never forget.”

I nod, still weeping, still floating. This was exactly what I needed.

Violet is in the elevator when it opens. I have managed to get my frazzled hair back into a tight ponytail, and my bruises are hidden away behind clothes, but Violet knows me too well. The door closes, and I feel my collar buzzing slightly when Violet presses the button for the 69th floor before Eve’s voice from the control panel says: “Collars detected. Access granted.”

“What happened to you?” Violet asks as the door closes.

“Grace Steele happened.” My pussy is still throbbing. “Fuck, what’s in those pills? She just whipped me so hard I cried, and … I loved it. I begged for more.” I rub my eyes and take a deep breath. “It’s not who I am, Violet. Is it?”

She shrugs. “You didn’t use to be, no. The guys you’ve dated while I’ve known you were the human equivalent of wet cardboard, I’m sure they’d apologize for an hour if their hand even grazed your ass without full consent.”

“Hey, they were … fine.”

“Boring.”

“It suited me at the time.” I sigh. “Not anymore. How about you?”

“I’ve always been kinky, but yeah, I …” She touches the collar and smiles. “I like this. But I’m not sure I can keep up with you, the way you’re telling it.”

A pleasant silence falls over the elevator as we both stare at the numbers ticking up. I have worked with Violet for years. We met at a seminar for new Duality employees, and we have stayed together since. It feels good to have a friend with me in all this uncertainty and excitement, one who is enduring the same trials. My skin still burns from the session with Grace, and my massive breasts are aching for relief, yet I am suddenly overwhelmed with insecurity and inspect myself in the elevator’s mirror.

“You look fine, Elena,” Violet chuckles as I adjust my ponytail.

“It’s just …” I tighten the scrungie holding my blonde hair in place and check my makeup. “There will be executives there. I want to look my best.”

“Your breasts have ballooned to twice their original size. I don’t think they’ll look at your face much.”

I groan and give up buttoning the top buttons on my shirt. It feels like I need to leave one more undone every week, but it has not made sense to buy new ones while my breasts are still growing.

The doors open.

“Holy …” I mutter as we step out.

“This is … different.”

Most of the floors in the main Duality building are bathed in sunlight from huge windows, but this floor is far darker, with no windows, and only red lights in the walls illuminating the surroundings. I can hear the faint whirring of machines from the other end of the corridor, and I try to push aside the dread that threatens to take hold. Violet steps closer to me and takes my hand, and together we walk forward, towards the sound.

The corridor ends. Several glass walls have been erected on both sides of a giant room, and in the middle, an elevated seating space with cushy couches, chairs, and even a large table seemingly meant for meetings. At least a dozen men are there, their hungry eyes feasting on Violet and I’s mid-twenties ripe flesh and massive bosoms. I recognize most of them: board members, executives, all the people who make the decisions at the top of Duality, yet their presence all pales in comparison to the man standing at the edge of the elevated area, his legs slightly spread, his arms folded.

Anthony Quinn. The founder. The richest man in the world, and according to some, the most powerful.

My boss.

And possibly the sexiest man alive.

The dim light makes him seem more ominous, more powerful, and though I cannot make out his face due to the shadows, I can feel his piercing eyes on me. Within the company, Quinn is like a messianic figure, a man showing the way forward with his incredible technology and his business sense.

And he knows how to make his employees filthy rich if they dedicate themselves fully to his vision.

For female employees, that means giving over control of their bodies for months or years, and the highest honor is to become his personal breeding vessel.

His lactating breeding slave.

“Fuck, he’s sexy,” Violet mutters.

A familiar face walks towards us with a huge smile on her face. “Ah, Voss and Burns, wonderful! You’re right on time.” Dr. Lang writes something on her tablet and brushes a dark hair away from her face. The black-rimmed glasses look slightly too big on her slender face, and the white coat is a few numbers too big, but Dr. Lang likes to throw people off that way; she is always in control, always focused. “Oh my, they’ve grown quite nicely, haven’t they?” She pokes my engorged breast with her finger. “Nice and full. Uncomfortable?”

I nod. “Yes.”

“Get used to it.” She taps her tablet a few times. “Biometrics look good, the collar is feeding me plenty of information.” A smile spreads on her thin lips. “Looks like the two of you are helping each other out …” She turns the tablet to show a lovely high-resolution video of Violet fingering me on our apartment’s couch.

I blush and stare at the floor. “It’s encouraged.”

“It sure is,” Dr. Lang says with a grin. “Let’s get the two of you set up, let us see what kind of yield you can produce. Now that the treatment is done, you should be able to beat your personal records.”

I look up at the leaderboard, a large screen hanging from the ceiling. We are not on it yet; our milkings have mainly been done in private until now, but it feels weird that part of my future will be decided by where I end up on the scoreboard. Next to the current numbers are the all-time top scorers, with Grace still at number one.

Eyes follow me from the elevated seating area as Dr. Lang leads me into one of the glass rooms lining the walls on either side. My heart feels like it is about to jump out of my throat when I see what awaits me. A leather-padded, narrow chair with a tall backrest is placed in the middle of the sterile-looking room. Heavy steel shackles like the ones in Grace’s office wait for me on a steel table next to the chair, as do two vacuum tubes with cups at the end, connected to a milking machine. It is far bigger, more industrial-looking than the ones I have tried before, and I dread to find out what it will do to my poor breasts.

“Strip and get seated, Ms. Voss,” Dr. Lang says without looking up from her tablet.

“What … all the clothes?”

She nods. “Yes. They want to see all of you, even if it’s just a milking.” The fierce blue eyes look at me over the edge of her glasses, glasses that reflect a profile with my image and data. “Is that a problem?”

“N… no, not a problem.” I unbutton my shirt with trembling hands and remove it, followed by my pencil skirt, heels, stockings, and underwear. I place it all neatly on the table next to the shackles and let my finger run across the cold steel for a second. A pleasant shudder runs down my spine.

“The watch,” Dr. Lang says when I turn towards her. “Take it off.”

I obey, gently placing the expensive timepiece on top of the stack of clothes before sitting down. The leather is cold against my skin, the backrest a bit too upright for me to get comfortable. Probably by design. I cross my legs and cannot help but hug myself to hide my massive breasts, but my arms can barely cover them now.

“I never took you as shy.”

I swallow a lump. “I’m not. But being naked in front of the company’s leadership and … him … is something else.”

“You’ll learn to embrace it.”

I hear a scream of pain from a few rooms away. I look to the side to see Alice, another department head, screaming as the milking machine keeps sucking her dry a few rooms down. The glass walls leave no privacy. I shudder at the sound.

“Will I?”

Dr. Lang shrugs. “I don’t really care either way.”

She grabs the shackles from the table and pulls my arms back, exposing my enormous breasts to the curious onlookers. The shackles click in place around my wrists, a perfect fit, and in the haze of anxiety and fear, a gentle spark of arousal appears. My entire body shivers in response to the cold, heavy steel, and in a weird way, it makes me feel safer. I am used to being in charge, to be in control, but the hefty shackles put me in a different mindspace. Dr. Lang turns my collar so the small O-ring on the front can be locked to an anchor point on the backrest, pulling my head back, increasing my helplessness. I test the restraints, fuel the arousal in an attempt to quell my fear.

Dr. Lang steps in front of me and picks up the silicone cups, placing them on my breasts with clinical precision and without a hint of empathy. “Let’s wake those udders up. Time for stage one.”

The cups seal with a greedy, wet smack. A low, insidious hum vibrates through the silicone, warm at first, almost caressing. My nipples tingle, then sting as the initial suction latches on. Milk beads instantly, thick white pearls forming at the tips before the pull drags them free. They slide down the clear domes in slow, humiliating trails, vanishing into the tubes with soft, rhythmic gulps. The relief is immediate, overwhelming, a hot flood of pressure easing from my swollen breasts. I tear and pull at my shackles, but my body is unable to move.

“Spread your legs, Ms. Voss.”

“W… what?”

Dr. Lang nods at the men outside, watching me. “Let them see the goods. Spread them.”

I hesitate for a moment, but a sharp sting from my collar makes me change my mind. I spread my legs wide, exposing my pussy to the audience. I was not even aware that the collar could do more than buzz slightly, and the realization terrifies me, yet any thoughts of what I have locked around my neck are soon pushed away.

I look up at the screen outside the glass cell.

ELENA VOSS: Current Yield: 0 ml → 58 ml → 112 ml.

VIOLET BURNS: Current Yield: 0 ml → 85 ml → 167 ml.

Through the glass wall to my left, Violet has been locked in her own stall by one of Dr. Lang’s assistants. Violet’s glorious, naked body is on full display, her auburn hair clinging to her sweat-slicked shoulders, cups latched tight. Her breasts are as swollen as mine, veins bulging beneath the skin, milk jetting in forceful spurts into the translucent tubes. Her eyes meet mine, wide and wild, and though no words are spoken, I feel less alone. We are in this together.

Dr. Lang taps her tablet. “Stage two. Open those ducts.”

The machine growls, a deep, guttural sound that vibrates through the chair. The pull deepens. Slow, deliberate, relentless. My nipples stretch longer inside the domes, milk surging in thicker ropes. The relief lingers, but a new sensation creeps in, a heavy, burning ache that radiates from my chest to my core. My breasts feel like they are being pulled inside out, the silicone gripping tighter with every pulse. I squirm against the restraints, the steel cuffs digging into my wrists, the collar pushing against my throat as I test its hold. I am helpless. Completely helpless. Two times in one day, yet this feels far more intense than in Grace Steele’s office, where I felt certain that she would stop if I asked her to. Not this time.

320 ml… 450 ml… 580 ml…

Dr. Lang’s voice slices through the haze. “Look at that flow, perfect pressure. Nipples at twelve millimetres now.” She turns towards the men outside, all of them staring at Violet and me. “Board members, executives, dear Mr. Quinn, note the flush on her chest.” Dr. Lang points as if I am a lab specimen, something to be studied. “Classic arousal marker. This hucow is turned on by the discomfort.”

Heat floods my face, my neck, my ears. I feel every eye in the gallery, every executive in a tailored suit. Dr. Lang is right, and part of me struggles to accept it. Their hungry stares trace the curves of my body, lingering between my thighs where I’m dripping onto the leather. Anthony Quinn stands at the edge, a dark silhouette, arms folded, his presence a weight I cannot escape. I cannot see his face, but I feel his gaze like a brand on my skin, searing into my exposed flesh.

“Stage three,” Dr. Lang says, her tone almost gleeful, and for a brief moment in between the massive discomfort and roaring pleasure, I wonder if I am not the only one in the small glass room who is turned on.

The machine roars. The suction becomes a savage yank, dragging from the deepest part of my breasts with each pulse. My nipples elongate painfully, turning a deep, angry red, milk hammering the tubes in violent jets. The ache is no longer subtle; it is a searing burn, a white-hot line that shoots from my chest to my spine and down to my clit. My back arches hard against the backrest, and though it squeaks as I pull at my collar, it is solid. Rigid. Unyielding. Tears prick my eyes, but I bite my lip, refusing to break.

720 ml… 890 ml… 1,020 ml…

Violet’s stall is a storm next door. Her machine is louder, the pull visibly crueler. Her breasts are stretched to their limits, skin taut and glistening with sweat, milk exploding in rhythmic bursts. She is screaming now, raw, desperate cries that echo off the glass, her hips bucking wildly against the chains. Her yield climbs past 1,100 ml, and the gallery murmurs with approval.

This is … surreal. My mind struggles to fathom what is happening to me. Am I seriously naked and shackled in front of my boss and the other leaders of my workplace? Are they seriously watching me, a dedicated professional and competent leader, being milked like a cow, like an animal?

Why the fuck does it turn me on this much?

Halfway through, the pain increases. I freeze, chest heaving, mind spinning. Can I take this? The thought crashes into me like a wave. The suction is relentless, each pull a fresh assault, and the ache is morphing into something unbearable. My nipples feel like they are being torn off, my breasts throbbing with every heartbeat. Panic claws at my throat. I am not Grace Steele. I am not built for this. What if I break? What if I fail in front of Anthony Quinn?

“Struggling, Ms. Voss?” Dr. Lang’s voice is playful, yet warm. “Stage four in ten seconds.”

No. I won’t fail. I grit my teeth, force my mind to bend. The pain is a challenge, a test. I picture Quinn’s nod, the approval I crave. I push through, letting the agony fuel me, and suddenly, miraculously, the shift happens. The pain flips, twisting into a dark, rolling pleasure that surges from my nipples to my core. My clit throbs in sync with every brutal pull, a delicious counterpoint to the torment. A gasp escapes me, then a moan, and I lean into it, surrendering to the rush.

“Stage four,” Dr. Lang declares.

The domes clamp like vices. The vacuum surges in savage waves; stretch, hold, release, stretch harder. Milk floods the tubes in thick, frothy torrents; the bottle overflows, spilling onto the floor. My breasts are on fire, every nerve alight with a mix of agony and ecstasy. I am sobbing, drooling, screaming in a beautiful, brutal choir with the metallic scraping of my shackles against the steel rods behind the padded backrest.

Dr. Lang nods approvingly. “Pain threshold crossed. Endorphins peaking.” She once again looks out at the crowd, several of whom have now gotten up and are standing right outside the glass, their primal lust visible in every crease on their faces. “She’s going to come hard.”

The world explodes.

The pleasure peaks, a violent crescendo that rips a scream from my throat. My body bows so hard the shackles cut into my wrists, the collar choking me so hard that I can barely breathe. Milk erupts in geysers, soaking the domes, the tubes, my thighs. My pussy clenches on nothing, wave after wave crashing through me, each one more intense than the last. I’m shaking, convulsing, lost in the brutal ecstasy, in the violent orgasm that is beyond anything I have ever experienced.

But the machine does not stop.

The suction keeps going.

My breasts are dry, emptied, spent. But the domes cling on, pulling harder, searching for more. A new pain ignites, sharp and relentless, like knives scraping my nipples raw. I whimper, then sob, thrashing against the restraints. “Stop … please, Dr. Lang, stop!”

She tilts her head, unimpressed. “There are still a few drops left, Ms. Voss. Pain endurance is part of the program. You’ll learn. Embrace the helplessness, you’re not in control here.”

I beg louder, voice breaking. “Please! It hurts too much!”

The gallery watches in silence, their eyes gleaming. Then the door to my stall hisses open. A middle-aged man steps in, and though I know his face, my tortured mind struggles to place it for a few seconds until it finds the information it needs. Robert Trace, senior VP, with graying temples and an impeccable suit. He is one of the oldest men working at Duality, but he is still handsome. Powerful. His face is flushed, his eyes dark with inspiration.

“Magnificent,” he mutters, circling me like a predator. “I just had to come inside after that display.” His fingers trace the red welts on my breasts, brushing the edges of the domes. The touch sends a shiver through me, unexpected, electric. I moan, low and needy, the pain twisting back into pleasure under his hand.

“More,” I whisper, voice raw. I need the distraction. Any distraction. “Please, Mr. Trace, touch me more.”

He pauses, hand hovering over my thigh. “Oh, dear Ms. Voss, that won’t do.” His voice is smooth, commanding. “Your pain is much too … delightful.” He steps behind me, and I hear the slow zip of his pants. My shackled hands are useless, trembling in the cuffs, but he guides his cock into my right palm. It is warm, heavy, rigid, pulsing against my fingers. I can barely move, a slight, awkward stroke is all I can muster, but I try, desperate to please, the chain clinking with each feeble effort.

He does not thrust. Does not demand more. Even like this, with his hard cock in my hand, he exudes calm control and overwhelming authority. This is not a man who gives in to desire. After a minute, he pulls away, tucking himself back in with a satisfied grunt. “Just testing your submission,” he says and walks in front of me, adjusting his tie. “Well done. I’ll be watching you closely.”

He leaves without another word, the door hissing shut behind him. Finally, the cups release with a wet, obscene pop. My breasts drop, bruised and striped. The leaderboard freezes.

ELENA VOSS Final Yield: 1120 ml. New Personal Record. Current Rank: #3

VIOLET BURNS Final Yield: 1192 ml. New Personal Record. Current Rank: #1

The gallery applauds, sharp and approving. Anthony Quinn’s nod is the last thing I see before my vision blurs with tears.

***

I sit on the edge of my bed and stare into thin air. My finger gently traces the bezel on my Rolex watch as I try to ignore the pain in my breasts and focus my thoughts. It has been a few weeks since my first public milking, and I have endured three more since then. They encourage us to only milk ourselves once a day when we are not scheduled for the glass stalls, but the pain it causes is making it harder and harder for me to function. I still have to work ten to twelve hours a day as a department head, barely able to use a laptop due to my swollen tits, but it is the constant horniness that is the most disruptive.

“Elena? Sweetie?” Violet appears in the door. She is putting on her earrings, looking like a red-haired goddess in a blue tube dress. It barely manages to cover her nipples, but Violet does not seem to care. “I’ve got a meeting in ten minutes, don’t you have an appointment?”

I nod. “I do, I just … I’m exhausted.” I look down with a frown. “And I think I’ve soaked my panties again, I’ll need to change.” I get up and stare at the wet stain on my sheets. “Fuck …”

“Don’t bother changing clothes, you’ll be stripped naked when you get there anyway.” She walks over and kisses me on the cheek. “It’ll be fine. We still on for dinner tonight?”

I fiddle a bit with the ring on my collar. “I think so. I’m not sure what awaits me; maybe I won’t be able to.”

“Just text me. I want to hear how it went. My appointment is tomorrow.”

I exit the elevator when it reaches one of the several basement levels beneath the Duality main building. A lot of research is done, both in tech and pharma, down here, and I walk past several laboratories filled with people in white coats before I reach a large steel door with a screen next to it saying ‘Fertility and Lactation Research’. The door opens by itself, with Eve, the AI’s, cold voice welcoming me inside.

“Please enter, Elena Voss. Dr. Lang awaits you. Lab 23.”

“Thanks, Eve,” I say out of habit, despite knowing that Eve does not care.

It is nothing like the 69th floor’s dark, sensual atmosphere. The bright lights are fierce, half the surfaces seem to be made from stainless steel, and everything else is so white that it is almost blinding. This much I expected, but the muted screams coming from behind closed doors make my blood freeze. My heels sound impossibly loud in the narrow hallways, but I stop before I reach Lab 23. In the hallway, standing as if she was just a decoration, is a naked woman my own age. I recognize the face, but I do not know her. She wears a collar like mine, and heavy, shiny steel shackles keep her hands fixed above her head to the wall behind her. Her legs are shaky, and a large red ballgag keeps her mouth wide open. She looks up at me when I approach, her eyes exhausted, and an unflattering strand of drool falls from her gag and onto the massive, saliva-drenched breasts.

“Mmm …” she mumbles and manages to smile.

I raise my hand and wave awkwardly just as Dr. Lang exits a nearby office and smiles at me.

“Oh, that’s Jane,” Dr. Lang says in the most casual tone. “She underperformed in a recent milking, so she was signed up for a few weeks of experiments down here.”

“What’s the experiment?” I follow Dr. Lang into a nearby lab, but I look over my shoulder several times at the poor woman.

“Endurance. I want to see how long she can stand in that position and if she gets so tired that she can sleep like that. So far she’s been there for 48 hours.”

I swallow a lump and hope that I will never need to endure something like that, but my attention is soon drawn to the gynecologist’s chair in the corner of the room. Broad leather cuffs are attached to the stirrups and armrests, and I do not need more than one guess to figure out who they are meant for. A few weeks ago, the sight would have terrified me, but it no longer does.

I am excited.

“This is just a standard endurance test and calibration session,” Dr. Lang says, as always staring at her tablet. “Take your clothes off, Ms. Voss.”

“What do you mean by ‘calibration session’?” I ask as I unbutton my shirt.

“We need to adjust your collar’s shock setting to ensure that it is efficient. You’ve demonstrated some resilience to pain, and we want to make sure that you’ll actually feel pain and not just intense pleasure if we want to use the function to … encourage you.”

I pause for a moment, wondering if I should protest, but I realize that Dr. Lang’s approach is no different than the way we solve problems or adjust projects in my own department. I signed up for this, after all.

Dr. Lang sets the tablet aside and looks at me. “Take your time undressing, Elena.” She puts on latex gloves. “We’re alone today. No onlookers, no leaderboard. Just … science.”

Her voice is different down here: lower, warmer, almost conversational. Her eyes pierce my skin as each button reveals another inch of swollen, aching flesh. The fabric sticks where milk has already leaked through. When the shirt finally falls open, my breasts spill forward, heavy and veined, nipples dark and beaded with milk.

Dr. Lang watches every second. “You’re magnificent,” she says quietly. “The symmetry, the vascular pattern, the way your areolas darken when you’re aroused… textbook perfection.” She steps closer, gloved fingers tracing my nipple. “I designed the hormone protocol myself. Seeing it work this well on someone like you is … deeply gratifying.”

I swallow, unable to resist the tingle of arousal from her touch. “You love your job.”

“I love my job.” She circles behind me, her voice brushing the shell of my ear. “Seeing exactly how much pain a woman can turn into pleasure… that’s fascinating to me. I even considered taking the treatment myself a few times, but … I prefer this.” Her hand settles on the small of my back, warm and possessive. “Lie back for me.”

The leather is ice against my bare skin. Dr. Lang fastens the cuffs, first my ankles, spreading me shamelessly open, knees bent and locked high. Then my wrists pulled down beside my hips. A wide strap cinches across my lower ribs, pinning my swollen breasts upward like an offering to the point that they are almost touching my chin. The final touch is when Dr. Lang locks my collar to the bench to ensure that I cannot move my head; it seems unnecessary, but very effective.

I test the restraints once. Nothing gives. The few times I have been shackled, I could at least move my arms a bit, but not this time. The feeling of vulnerability is overwhelming.

Dr. Lang wheels a stainless-steel tray between my thighs. On it is a clear plastic speculum still in its sterile wrapper, a bottle of conductive gel, and two toys that make my stomach flip.

The anal plug is thick, curved steel, ridged like a wave, mirror-bright, with a glowing blue ring at the base. The egg is chrome, seamless, the size of a large walnut, trailing a thin antenna wire.

She opens the gel, lets me watch her coat the plug in slow, deliberate strokes. “Deep breath, Elena.”

The cold, rounded tip kisses my asshole. She presses it in slowly, patiently. My body resists for a heartbeat, then yields. The first ridge stretches me open, the second forces a low moan from my throat. She pauses, lets me adjust, then pushes again. Each ridge slides in with a soft, wet sound, stretching, filling, until the flared base seats flush against my skin. A low, intimate vibration starts deep inside me, perfectly tuned to make my clit throb in sympathy.

Dr. Lang’s gloved fingers linger, tracing the place where steel meets flesh. “Beautiful fit,” she says. “You take it like you were born for this.”

I’m already panting.

She peels open the speculum wrapper and coats it generously. “Relax your thighs. Or don’t. Resistance just makes the data more interesting and my day more fun.”

The cold plastic slides in without ceremony, opening me under the harsh lights. I gasp as the vulnerability deepens along with my building arousal.

She picks up the egg, lets it glint under the lights. “This one sits high. Right against the cervix. You’ll feel it every time you breathe.”

The egg slips inside, cold and smooth, nestling exactly where she promised. The wire tucks neatly away. Another pulse, stronger this time, and the vibration syncs perfectly with the plug, a slow, rolling wave that makes my hips twitch involuntarily.

Dr. Lang peels off her gloves and trails bare fingers through my slick folds. “Soaked already. Wonderful.”

Two fingers glide inside alongside the toys. Slow, deliberate. My breath catches; my back arches against the restraints.

She adds a third finger, stretches me gently, watches my face. “May I?” she asks, nodding toward her own waistband.

I nod, too far gone to speak.

She opens her white coat before rolling up her tight, short skirt. Her fingers find her clit in slow, lazy circles as she watches me. I should feel appalled or at least awkward, but I am in no position to object, and it is weirdly comforting to have someone else experiencing pleasure while the devices inside me pulse and hum.

Her hand still rubs her clit as she deftly uses the other to attach cups to my breasts.

“Stage one suction,” she says, pressing a button on her tablet.

The cups latch. Warm, gentle pull. Milk flows in easy streams. The relief is so intense my eyes flutter shut. It is pleasant, almost intimate when coupled with the stimulation. I could get used to this.

Dr. Lang’s breathing quickens, matching the soft mechanical hum from the machine. “God, look at you leak. So obedient.”

She increases the suction. The pull deepens, but it is still pleasant. My nipples stretch, milk jetting in rhythmic pulses. Pleasure coils low in my belly; the toys inside me answer with a stronger buzz.

Dr. Lang’s fingers move faster on herself. “Stage three.”

The ache arrives as expected, hot, insistent. My breasts feel impossibly full even as they empty. I whimper, and my hips rock against the restraints. I am trapped and helpless, yet no part of me wants to end it. Not yet.

She steps closer and lets her free hand cup my left breast. “The pain is coming, Elena. Tell me when it becomes too much. I need you to communicate precisely for the calibrations to work.”

Stage four.

The suction turns cruel. My nipples burn, and the stretch is brutal. I cry out, back arching hard against the straps. Dr. Lang’s eyes glaze; she is close, riding my torment.

“It’s time,” she whispers. One hand is still lost between her legs, the other fiddles with the tablet. “Here we go.”

The collar crackles. A warm sting that shoots straight between my legs. My pussy clenches hard around the toys, and the milk surges.

She moans. “Again.”

Level two. Fire. I scream, body convulsing, milk spraying in wild arcs. The pain turns and becomes something darker, more primal. An addictive pleasure that turns into a war in my body between the rational part that wants the pain to end and the recently discovered masochist that embraces every sting. My clit chooses a side in the conflict and throbs in perfect sync with every brutal tug from the machine and vibration from the devices inside me.

Dr. Lang comes with a sharp gasp, thighs trembling, eyes locked on my writhing body. “Beautiful,” she gasps. “Fucking beautiful. Stage five.”

The machine roars. The cups clamp like jaws. Vacuum surges in savage waves. Just like the first time she took me to level five, my body struggles to endure it, and my nipples feel like they are exploding. The shocks come faster from the collar, every fifth pull, every third, until pain and pleasure are the same white-hot thing.

I break.

The orgasm rips through me, violent, endless. I scream, but nothing escapes my lips that can be interpreted as words. My body bows so hard the leather holding me begins to squeak. My pussy spasms around steel, so does my asshole

Dr. Lang watches, spent and glowing, until the last shudder leaves me limp and sobbing. She watches me for a while, visibly excited to see my torment, and she takes her sweet time before she finally removes the cups from my breasts. She removes the speculum slowly and trails gentle fingers through the mess between my thighs before gently pulling the massive plug out of my ass. “Egg stays in for a while. Consider it field testing.”

I can barely nod.

Dr. Lang leans down and kisses my forehead. “A decent yield and a very nice pain-to-pleasure curve, you’re doing well. I doubt it’ll be long before the first breeding attempts start.”

Breeding attempts. I have been so focused on my breasts and the milkings that I have not given much thought to the primary reason for all this, but my mind is too hazy and exhausted to deal with it right now.

Dr. Lang unfastens the cuffs and helps me sit. My legs buckle beneath me when I try to stand, and Dr. Lang has to help steady me.

“The collar has been tuned to near max setting,” she says. “Any corrective punishment will hurt like hell, so you’d better behave.”

I try to find myself again, feeling like I have just been along for the ride since being strapped to the chair. My breasts drip onto the floor, and though I want to get out of here, a question burns in my mind.

“How do you see me, Dr. Lang?”

She does not pretend to misunderstand. She wipes her hands on a sterile towel, tosses it aside, and meets my eyes with that same clinical calm she uses when reading yield charts.

“I see a specimen, Elena. A very high-value, exquisitely responsive hucow. Nothing more, nothing less. Seeing your pain and pleasure turns me on, but so does data. Results.” The words land like a slap and a caress at the same time. She tilts her head, curious. “Is that a problem?”

I open my mouth. Close it. My mind scrambles for the old Elena; the department head, the strategist, the woman who negotiated eight-figure budgets and never let anyone see her sweat.

That woman feels very far away.

“No,” I say, surprising myself. “It’s … freeing, somehow.”

Dr. Lang’s smile is small, almost gentle. “Good. Because that’s exactly what you are now, at least when in these settings. You’ll have to navigate between that role and your job.”

I am finally able to stand on my own and put my clothes back on. My panties, which were already stained by my juices when I got here, are further soaked, but I barely notice it. She walks me to the door, one hand steadying my elbow because my thighs still tremble. With every step, the egg delivers a soft, rolling pulse, like a second heartbeat between my legs. The vibrations are set to the lowest idle, just enough to keep me swollen and aching, never enough to let me tip over the edge. It is a beautiful, but cruel torture.

In the corridor, the bright lights feel harsher than before. The collar feels heavier than ever, warm steel pressing into the soft skin of my throat, a constant reminder that every sensation inside me is being monitored, measured, judged, and telling me that, without notice, it can cause me immense pain.

Jane is still chained to the wall, exactly where she was an hour ago. Her eyes are glassy, her body sagging in the cuffs, drool shining on her chin and breasts. She watches me pass with something like envy, but I do not get to go home and lie down. Not yet. I look at my watch and sigh as I realize that I now need to work for eight hours before I get to leave. Eight hours with a vibrating egg inside me, sore breasts, and a collar that can now deliver explosions of intense pain. While Eve monitors everything going on in the building through hundreds of cameras, department heads are usually allowed to close their office doors and take a breather, but I am not sure that still applies to me. I am not just a department head now, after all.

I am a breedable hucow slave.

The racket connects with the ball with a loud twack and pounces towards the wall at blistering speed. I throw myself towards it as it returns, narrowly missing the ball to the sound of Violet’s taunting laughter.

“I think … this game … is mine,” she pants and drops the racket on the ground before leaning forward to catch her breath. The sports bra can barely contain her massive breasts, and they glisten with sweat.

“No … objections.” I collapse on a chair near the entrance to the small racketball court and drink half the contents of my water bottle. The strenuous exercise causes the heavy steel collar to feel even tighter, but no matter how much I pull at it, there is no give in the unforgiving metal. My breasts hurt from bouncing around so much, but we are encouraged to exercise, despite our condition. The collar has even begun to give us mild shocks if Eve finds that we are not active enough.

Violet sits down next to me and takes a sip of water from her bottle. “Nervous?”

“About the next game?”

“You know what I’m talking about.”

I sigh and wipe the sweat off my cleavage with a towel. “Nervous about being picked for the retreat? I think we’re both pretty safe picks, you’re topping the leaderboard, after all.”

“They don’t just look at yield stats.”

I smile. “No, they don’t.” I give her a gentle push. “But you’re a very fuckable redhead.”

Violet rolls her eyes. It is one of her signature moves, and she has multiple ways of doing it, depending on what she wants to communicate. I think this one is the ‘nervous, but trying to stay cool’-eyeroll. “Thanks. But being picked is not really what I’m nervous about.”

“I know, me neither. Yes, I’m nervous about being fucked and bred by some stranger, too.”

We sit in silence for a bit. We both entered the program to further our careers, to ensure positions like the one Grace Steele enjoys, but the strained breasts and painful milkings tend to overshadow the whole breeding aspect of our new life.

Or maybe I don’t like thinking about it.

It all feels so surreal. It is not like I have not had sex before without much emotional investment, but not having any control over who fucks me, and the thought that I could get pregnant from it, is hard to wrap my head around. Not that I will ever even see the child if it gets to that, but still …

“We have to get past the event in the atrium before we even get to the retreat, though.” Violet leaned back in her chair. “Do you know who we’re up against?”

“I saw the names Abby, Jessica, and Tracy on the top 5, along with our names, so they will be there at least.”

“Abby is the head of the marketing department, right?”

I nod.

Violet smirks. “She’s such a bitch. I’d love to beat her at this.”

“You’ve always been quite competitive.”

“And you’re not?”

I shrug. “I don’t get the same sadistic glee from winning that you do.”

Violet licks her lips and stands up. “There’s nothing sweeter than the tears of your opponent. Speaking of … ready to go again?”

I take a deep breath. “Fine. One more game.”

“Want to make it interesting?”

“How?”

Violet looks up at the camera in the corner. “Eve … whoever loses gets a major shock from the collar. Buzz our collars once to acknowledge.

My collar buzzes slightly. “Fuck … you’re such a brat.”

The atrium of the Duality Tower is a cathedral of glass and money, a tribute to the imperium that Anthony Quinn has built, and to the cult that surrounds him. Three stories of seamless windows frame the city like a living painting, the late-afternoon sun turning the skyline into molten gold. A single Japanese blood maple rises from a circular planter of black marble at the exact centre, and the floor is polished obsidian granite so dark it reflects the chandeliers. Hidden vents keep the air cool and faintly scented with sandalwood. Sharply dressed staff, experts in being polite yet unobtrusive, glide between guests with trays of 1996 Krug and caviar.

At first glance, it could be any quarterly investor reception.

Except for the collars.

Ten of us stand in a loose semicircle near the maple, dressed for the occasion. Tailored blazers cut dangerously low, pencil skirts slit to mid-thigh, silk blouses that strain and complain with every breath. The collars catch the light every time we move, and though we smile at everyone we make eye contact with, the nervousness is hard to hide. The men and women present circle us slowly, their eyes curious and hungry, yet still polite. There is a respect for what we have accomplished before becoming hucows, with a hint of being seen as equals still lingering. I know it will change soon enough; it feels like a weird foreplay before the event they have all come here to witness.

Violet is on my immediate left in midnight-blue silk that goes well with her fiery hair. Abby Hart, the marketing bitch with her poison smile and slightly too perfect looks, stands on the other side of Violet. Grace Steele moves among the donors like a queen who has already won everything, no collar, diamond studs flashing as she laughs at something a Saudi prince whispers in her ear.

I sip champagne and pretend my nipples are not leaking through the lace cups of my bra.

“Elena, your third quarter projections were impressive,” a silver-haired board member says, his eyes never rising above my collarbone. “Though I confess I’m more interested in your … other metrics tonight.”

A ripple of appreciative laughter. Someone refills my glass without being asked.

Abby leans in, attempting to steal away the board member’s attention. “Her projections might be good, but her … important metrics are trailing, Mr. Albright,” she says, referring to the fact that she has overtaken me on the leaderboard in the last few weeks. “Though it is adorable that she still works so hard on her spreadsheets.”

I can see the muscles in Violet’s jaw working, and for a moment, I wonder if she is willing to punch Abby in the face on my behalf.

“You might be in front of me on the leaderboard, but it is still early in the game, dear Abby,” I say with a smile, unwilling to show my disdain in front of the pleasant Mr. Albright.

Abby’s eyes narrow, but her smile stays perfect.

Grace Steele appears at my elbow like smoke. “Play nice, children,” she says, voice low enough only we hear. “The donors are watching.” She lifts my chin with two fingers, inspects me the way one might inspect a prize horse. “Posture excellent. Skin glows. Milk coming in nicely, I see.” Her thumb brushes the damp patch on my blouse. “You’ll do well here.”

A Japanese tech billionaire joins us, bowing slightly. “Ms. Voss, your patent portfolio is legendary. An honor to meet you. May I?” He gestures to my collar. I nod. His fingers trace the steel, testing the fit. “Exquisite craftsmanship. Seamless. Japanese steel?”

“German,” Grace answers for me, amused.

Conversation flows easily as we discuss stock options, market shares, and the new nanotech division with donors and board members. Meanwhile, hands drift casually over hips, waists, the undersides of breasts. None of the collared girls flinches. We all know what is hidden beneath the pleasant words.

Abby works the crowd like a shark. She laughs too loudly at a hedge-fund prince’s joke, lets him slide a hand inside her blazer to cup a breast through silk. “Careful,” she purrs. “They’re very full today. Wouldn’t want to make a mess before the presentation.”

Violet mutters under her breath, “Show-off.” Violet has many strengths, but small talk is not one of them. This is not her preferred arena.

I drain my champagne, trying to steady the tremor in my thighs. The hormones have me in a permanent haze of low-grade arousal. Every brush of fabric against my nipples is electric. I keep looking for Anthony Quinn, but he is nowhere to be found.

A soft chime sounds, and every collar in the atrium vibrates at once.

A low, hungry buzz that travels straight between my legs and makes my knees soften.

Eve’s voice fills the vast space. “Specimens, please undress and proceed to the presentation tables. Inspection begins in sixty seconds.”

Around me, jackets slide from shoulders, skirts unzip, silk falls to the floor. Ten collared women step out of expensive heels and walk barefoot across the cold floor toward the row of waist-high, black-lacquered tables that have been set up in front of the massive windows.

Handcuffs lie waiting for us on each table. I let out a muted gasp as one of the staff members pulls my hands behind my back and snaps the handcuffs onto my wrists. The short chain forces my shoulders back and forces by breasts forward. The cold steel feels amazing against my wrists, and though they are not remotely as heavy as the shackles I have endured before, they make me feel just as vulnerable and helpless.

The donors, board members, and other guests close in like wolves smelling blood. The first hand is tentative, almost polite: a venture capitalist in a tailored suit, his fingers cool as they trace the curve of my hip, slide up to cup the weight of my left breast. He lifts, squeezes gently, watches milk bead and fall from the nipple.

“Firm texture,” he says to the man beside him. “Responsive. Excellent marbling in the veins, sign of peak fertility.”

The second donor, a broad-shouldered Russian oligarch with a thick accent, steps forward. “May I?”

I do not answer. He is being polite, but I am not expected to speak anymore. His thumb circles my nipple until it hardens, then pinches hard enough to make me gasp. Milk sprays in a thin arc, splattering his cufflinks. He laughs, deep and rumbling, and licks the drop from his skin.

“Sweet. Almost floral. Top-tier specimen.”

“You should come down here and taste the real thing,” Abby’s voice sounds from the table next to me. She is bent over the table, with a cluster of guests gathered around to watch. One spreads her cheeks with gloved hands and inspects her with a penlight. Abby moans theatrically, pushes back into it.

I try to ignore her, but this is a competition. Only the top five hucows get to go on the retreat. A retreat that can ensure attention from the very best and richest, including Anthony Quinn. I push my focus back towards the people in front of me, the ones weighing my assets, tasting my milk, pondering if they want to fuck me into oblivion and shoot their seed into me. It is humiliating, yet beneath the burn is a spark, a heat that pools low in my belly. I am not offended, not even close. I am aroused, madly aroused. I expected it to happen after the earlier experiences, but it is more intense than before.

A new donor steps in front of me. Tall, mid-forties, dark hair threaded with silver at the temples, with a jaw like carved granite. His watch alone could buy my old apartment twice over. Marcus Hale himself. Board member, self-made billionaire in quantum computing, the kind of man who graces Forbes covers and beds supermodels. His eyes are steel-grey, assessing, and they lock on mine for a second before dropping to my breasts.

“Elena Voss,” he says, his voice low and smooth as aged whiskey. “I’ve followed your work. Impressive.”

He knows who I am. It feels like I am being acknowledged by a superstar, but I am not certain that he is talking about my professional accomplishments or my position on the leaderboard at number 3. Behind Abby and Violet. His thumb brushes the nipple, circling it slowly. Milk appears and rolls down his knuckles. He brings his hand to his mouth and licks it clean without breaking eye contact.

“Delicious.”

The spark inside me ignites. My breath hitches, and I blush as I feel my juices trickle down my inner thigh. He notices as his gaze drops between my legs, and a faint smile appears on his lips.

“Very responsive,” he adds, louder, for the growing crowd. There is no condemnation, just appreciation.

Abby’s laugh cuts through. “See? The girl is already dripping. Pathetic.”

Marcus ignores her and gestures for me to turn around and bend over the table. His hand slides down my spine, touches my handcuffs for a moment before continuing down across my firm asscheeks. He accesses my slit with two fingers. No gloves. Just his warm fingers against my most sensitive area, and I let out a muted moan that I am unable to keep inside.

“Nice and swollen.” He slides one finger inside me. My walls clench around him involuntarily. I am not even remotely in control of my body’s responses right now. I am reduced to a prize animal, being probed in front of strangers, but the shame twists into something hotter, darker. I want him to keep going. My hips twitch backward, begging without words.

He adds a second finger. There is no indication that he is seeking to pleasure me; he merely wants to test my pussy, my tightness, yet my body reacts as if he is a passionate and caring lover. I get wetter, my body shudders with pleasure, and I have to bite my lip to keep from moaning loudly.

Marcus withdraws his fingers. I look at him over my shoulder, see him hold the glistening fingers up in front of him. He tastes one and offers the other to a nearby woman in a Chanel suit. She sucks it clean and nods appreciatively.

“Bid starting at three million for first rights,” Marcus announces casually to the woman. He puts up three fingers. Eve’s cameras pick it up, and I see the sum displayed next to my name on the leaderboard hanging from the ceiling. I cannot help but smile; being bred by Marcus Hale would not be a bad start to my life as a fertile hucow slave.

I hear a voice behind me. The Russian oligarch.

“I’ll go four.”

There are bids on Violet and Abby as well. Abby is moaning loudly as a donor pushes several fingers inside her, but her eyes are locked on me, glowing with spite. I feel certain that I will end in the top five, but something inside me wants to beat Abby. The final rankings deciding who goes on the retreat are decided by combining our yield and the price people are willing to pay to breed us after this event.

Marcus appears in front of me, towering above me with a smile. “Let’s test oral response. Then I’ll see if I want to continue bidding.”

He unzips his pants and frees himself. He is thick, veined, already hard. He guides my head forward with a hand in my ponytail. I open without thinking and take him deep. The position, handcuffed and bent over, makes it awkward, but I work him with tongue and suction, milk still dripping from my breasts onto the table.

He groans. “Not bad, Voss. Not bad.”

Why does this feel so good? No one is touching me, yet I am getting wetter and wetter.

He pulls out before he finishes, much to my disappointment. “Five million.”

It is a good start, but this is just the first half of the event. The easy part.

Once again, Eve’s cold, mechanical voice sounds, announcing the next part of the event. I am still blushing and leaking from both my breasts and my pussy as I am led, naked and handcuffed, towards the other end of the room. Milk trails down my stomach, dripping onto the dark floors as I walk. The guests part for us like a sea, their eyes raking over our bodies, some sipping champagne laced with our own yield.

The pedestals are ten marble columns arranged in a perfect circle beneath the blood maple, each one waist-high with a padded top for kneeling. A ring is embedded in the marble at the back, and clear tubes connect suction cups to small glass canisters in front of each pedestal. The canisters that we are expected to fill.

I kneel on the third pedestal. The padding is soft against my knees but the marble cold where it touches my shins. My cuffs are fastened to the ring, pulling my arms taut behind me, shoulders forced back, breasts thrust forward. The position makes my back arch, and I feel every inch of exposed skin prickle under the warm, sharp lights.

Violet is on my left, her red hair spilling over one shoulder as she settles into the same position. Our eyes meet, hers wide with a mix of fear and excitement, but she manages an encouraging smile.

Abby is on my right. Her makeup is still perfect, her chest flushed, and she glares at me as her cuffs are locked in place. “Ready to leak your way to last place, Voss?”

Before I can retort, a well-dressed staff member attaches the milking machine, cold silicone sealing over my nipples with a greedy pop. The seal is airtight, the domes crystal clear so everyone can see the veins pulsing under my skin, see the milk already beading. Screens flicker to life, showing our names, our current bids, and our yield. Abby and I are tied for first place at five million, Violet right behind us, but everyone still has a shot.

The guests take their seats in velvet chairs, elevated for a perfect view. I scan the crowd and spot Marcus Hale leaning back in the front row, grey eyes locked on me with that faint, predatory smile. I return the smile; he is my ticket, my fasttrack to the big retreat. I do not care if he will be there too, but the more he wants to pay for a chance to fuck me tonight, the higher my chance of snatching the true price.

And there, at the very centre, elevated above the others, is the price. Anthony Quinn. The suit is flawless, the dark hair perfectly tousled, the handsome face set in stone. He watches us all, but his gaze lingers on me longest. I feel it like a physical weight, pressing down on my exposed body, making my nipples harden inside the cups.

The machine hums to life, a low, vibrating thrum that travels through the domes straight to my core. The pull is gentle at first, a warm caress that tugs at my nipples like a lover’s mouth. Milk appears, then flows in thin, steady streams, sliding down the inside of the plastic before ending up in the canister. The relief is delightful, a sweet easing of the constant pressure that I have yet to get used to.

My yield ticks up: 48 ml … 97 ml …

It is almost pleasant, despite the cold steel holding me in place.

The hum deepens to a growl. Milk sprays inside the domes, and the ache arrives. It is not pain yet, just pressure, like hands squeezing too hard.

Abby’s milk is flowing like a river, so does Violet’s. I am soon relegated to number 3, with others closing in.

Abby glances my way. “Struggling already, Voss? Maybe you should stick to spreadsheets. This is for real hucows.”

I ignore her just as the the pull turns vicious. My breasts feel split open, exposed to the bone. Milk hammers the tubes in forceful pulses. The ache sharpens to a burn, and the veins stand out like cables under my skin.

480 ml … 520 ml …

I slip to number 5. The collar vibrates; a warning buzz. Then a level one shock, a sharp sting that races from throat to clit. I gasp, hips jerking involuntarily.

Abby laughs. “Oh, honey. That was just a love tap. Wait till they turn it up.”

The machine roars like a beast. The tubes fog with condensation, and my breasts erupt in pain. It is is everywhere, searing, consuming, impossible to ignore. My body shakes in the restraints; tears blur the leaderboard. I am number 7 now. The collar shocks every ten seconds, and I hear the screams from the other girls trailing behind.

The pain from the collar and milking erupts, consumes me, engulfs me, and pushes me through the veil, to the other side. Agony becomes ecstasy, a dark tidal wave that crashes over the fire and drowns it. The pain is still there, but it fuels me now. Every brutal pull is a stroke on my clit, a thrust deep inside. My body surrenders completely. My yield begins to rise as the collar shocks me again and again, and even though I am soon back at number 5, it is too late to catch up to Abby and Violet.

Not that I care at this moment.

I come screaming, pulling against my restraints. Cold, sharp steel digs into my wrists as my back arches, the world reduced to pulsing steel and flooding milk. The climax is violent and endless, wave after wave until I’m limp, gasping, tears and milk pooling beneath me.

The machines stop.

“Final bids are now open,” Eve announces.

Silence. Only for a second, but it feels like an eternity.

Then the room explodes. I hear numbers rising, but I am still caught in the throes of exhaustion, pain, and ecstasy. I am somewhat aware of Anthony Quinn’s piercing eyes, and as I look up toward him, I am certain that I see a subtle, approving nod.

Still more bids. I struggle to figure out which bids are for me, but the leaderboard makes it all clear.

I am number 1. Fifteen million. Violet is number 3 and seems relieved, yet it brings me more joy, a sadistic, gleeful sort of joy that brings me no pride, to see that Abby has dropped to number 6, despite her yield.

I guess the antagonizing did not pay off.

The bottom five are separated, unhooked from their pedestals, lined up on their knees facing the maple. Their collars light crimson.

“The bottom 5 will now receive encouragement,” Eve says as if she is just reading the weather forecast.

The shocks begin. Steady. Escalating. The air fills with screams, yet my collar merely pulses pleasantly, like a warm hand stroking my skin, telling me that I did well.

Abby’s screams are the loudest, raw, shattered, begging. Her body convulses, milk spraying from her nipples, tears carving mascara down her perfect face. She sobs like a child, reduced to a shaking, pleading mess.

I allow myself a moment of vengeful pleasure from the sight as I am released from the pillar. Grace Steele offers me a hand and helps me down.

“Very impressive, Voss,” she says in a motherly tone. She wipes a drop of milk from my breast and licks it off her finger. “Mr. Quinn seems quite satisfied with your performance, but you’ll have to wipe him from your mind for now.”

“Why?” I say as my eyes seek the great leader without luck.

“Because you’ll be bred by Marcus Hale tomorrow.” Grace bites her lower lip, and for a moment it seems her fingers reach for a collar that is no longer there. “I’ve been there … you’re in for a treat.”

The first breeding. The first attempt. I know that it is mostly ceremonial, that it is more a marking of me as a voluntary, fertile hucow slave, yet it feels important. Marcus Hale has paid 15 million to use me however he sees fit tonight, and I am not sure if I should be flattered or disgusted that I, a renowned, respected businesswoman is now essentially a bought and paid for whore without any say in it all.

I search my feelings for an answer as I exit the shower in the apartment. No disgust appears, only excitement and a hint of anxiety. I have barely slept, neither have Violet, and we have only exchanged few words since we got up. I dry my naked body and milk myself into the sink to take the pressure off, no need to keep my breasts unnecessarily strained today, no yield will be measured. The collar buzzes slightly, and Eve’s voice appears from inside the collar, telling me to be in the atrium in an hour.

Violet enters the bathroom, her hair still damp. “Fuck … did you get the message too?”

I nod. “One hour.” I look at her frazzled hair and the worn T-shirt. “You aren’t ready?”

“I … I got distracted, okay? You know how I am.” Violet steals some of my makeup and begins applying it. “FUCK, I’m nervous!”

“You’ll be fine. You’ve fucked people before. And I doubt you’ll need to do … much.”

“Are you trying to comfort me or yourself?”

I smile. “Bit of both.”

Bids were placed for all ten of us. All of us will be bred today. No limitations, no way to stop it, the contract was clear.

“Well, we better get used to it, now that we’re going to the retreat,” Violet says with a sigh. “Why did we ever volunteer for this?”

“The money, Violet. The power.”

“Money and power, right. That makes sense.”

I step out of the elevator in a red silk dress, hair and makeup flawless, heart hammering against my ribs. No part of be believes that the dress will stay on for long, but it seemed wrong to walk through my workplace in my underwear. The atrium is quiet now, none of the people who won bids are here; only a few staff members dressed in black stand there waiting in front of a black velvet curtain that has been set up since we were last there, covering the nearby corridor that I know lead to the suites. Violet fiddles nervously with the hem of her dress, but we do not see any of the other hucows here.

A young woman steps forward. Her ponytail is tight, her expression devoid of emotion. We call these people ‘drones’; fiercely loyal to Anthony Quinn, seemingly happy with their place in the organization. “Ms. Voss. This way.”

No pleasantries. I smile at Violet before stepping behind the curtain. My clothes come off in silence while I stare at the shackles lying on a nearby table, waiting for me on black velvet pillows. Mirror-polished steel, seamless, heavier than what I have worn before. The cold steel first closes around my ankles, a tight fit. The chain connecting them is heavy, making noise with every movement. Next, my wrists are locked behind my back, making me feel completely helpless and quite aroused. The edges of the wide steel cuffs scrape against my lower back, making me shiver.

A black silk blindfold follows, and I hear a soft click when a leash is attached to the ring on my collar. A firm tug signals commands me to follow, and it feels weird to not know where I am going, that this woman, whom I have never met before, is in control of me at this moment.

The walk is slow and fumbling. Bare feet on cool marble, then thick carpet, then polished hardwood. The shackles clink heavily with every step. My breasts sway heavily. A door opens, and I cross a threshold into a room with wooden floors and a gentle breeze from an open window, carrying the faint hum of the city far below. The chill makes me tremble when it hits my naked skin.

The chain tugs. I follow, with heart pounding in my throat.

I stop when I reach a soft rug. She lets go of my chain, letting it hang between my breasts. The sound of her heels disappears behind me.

The door closes.

“On your knees, Elena.”

Marcus Hale. The sound of his voice causes a pleasant warmth to spread from my loins to the rest of my body.

I kneel immediately. The rug is soft under my knees, but the shackles bite as my weight shifts. My shackled hands force my chest forward; my breasts feel impossibly heavy, my production is increased by the arousal caused by the situation and the heavy restraints. I sense him circling me, smell his cologne, feel the slight heat from his body. He stops behind me. A single finger traces the line of my spine from collar to tailbone.

“You cost me fifteen million last night,” he says, his breath warm against my ear. “I intend to get my money’s worth.” His hand cups my left breast from behind, lifts it, tests its weight. “Wonderful.”

He squeezes a few drops onto his fingers and brings them to my lips. I lick without being told, tasting myself for the first time. It is sweet and warm, yet it feels wrong. Feels like the milk does not belong to me.

“You’re a talented submissive, it seems.” His voice is dark and amused. “Stand up … slave.”

I do as I am told, though the last word stings and hits something deep inside me; I do not see myself as a slave, though I cannot deny that the thought is arousing. He pulls a chair closer, and I soon feel his mouth closing over my right nipple. His suction is slow and deliberate, nothing like the machine’s brutality. His tongue circles, flicks, teeth graze just enough to make me gasp. Milk floods his mouth; he swallows audibly, groans against my skin.

The sound and the feeling of his lips on my skin turn the embers in my loins into a fire.

He switches breasts, sucking harder, drawing the milk in long, rhythmic pulls that echo the throb between my legs. My hips rock forward, seeking friction that is not there. God, I want him to touch me so bad …

It is as if he reads my mind. His hand slides down my stomach. between my thighs. Fingers part me, find me soaked.

“Soaked already,” he says against my breast. “The ambitious department head is a bit of a slut, isn’t she?”

“Yes, sir,” I gasp. I will agree to anything, as long as he continues.

He circles my clit once, twice, slow, maddening. Then stops.

“Not yet.” He stands. The chain tugs at my collar, dragging me forward until my thighs touch the edge of a table. He bends me over it gently but firmly. My breasts press against the surface, leaking onto the cold surface, their size making it impossible for my head to rest on it. The collar feels heavy when standing like this, and he spreads me wide, makes me feel vulnerable, exposed.

Ready.

His hands roam as if he owns me, which I suppose he technically does at this moment. One finger circles my entrance, teases, but does not enter. Another traces my perineum, presses lightly against my ass and makes me push against it, desperate for something, anything, to enter me.

“Anthony and I go way back,” he says. “We’ve shared … investments before.” His hand slides between my legs again and cups my pussy possessively. “He likes to hear from me, hear about my … impressions. I might not succeed in impregnating you today, but I am certain you’d produce a fine heir. This body ... is remarkable.”

The thought of Quinn hearing about this, knowing every detail, sends a fresh gush of wetness over Marcus’s fingers. Mr. Hale is a glorious male specimen, but Anthony Quinn … Anthony Quinn is in a league of his own.

Marcus chuckles to himself as he feels my juices trickle out of me. “I’ll tell him you begged, even if you never did so with your words.”

His fingers finally slide inside me, first two, then three, slow and deep. It is not forceful, but still assertive. Every stroke, every thrust is pure dominance as he takes control of my pleasure, my body, reduces me to a moaning, whimpering mess. Every time he pauses to tease me, I feel another part of the confident businesswoman inside me shatter, reducing me to a primal being, aching for his attention and the pleasure I am no longer in control of. My shackled hands clench, the collar feels tighter, and the pain in my tendons from the heavy ankle restraints only fuels the fire within me that threatens to consume my very being.

He works me expertly, never fast, never enough to let me come, just enough to keep me trembling on the edge. His other hand returns to my breast, pinching, tugging, milking me in time with his thrusts. The pool on the table grows, spilling over the edge and onto the floor.

He withdraws his fingers, brings them to my lips again. “Taste yourself. Taste how ready you are to be bred.”

I suck them clean, desperate to please.

He trails wet fingers over my skin, down my spine, over the curve of my ass, between my cheeks, pressing lightly against my entrance. Every touch is ownership.

Then he steps away.

The breeze from the open window kisses my wet skin, making my juices feel cold. I hear the soft clink of ice in a glass, the sound of him sipping. He watches me, I can feel his eyes burning on my skin, and I cannot help but slightly move my hips, give him a show.

“On your knees again, slave.”

I sink back down, thighs trembling.

He stands in front of me. The chain tugs my head forward until my cheek rests against the hard line of his cock through his trousers. I nuzzle instinctively, breathing him in, desperate for what his trousers are hiding. I can feel him harden, and I relish the ability to affect him like that, as if I am stealing back just a sliver of the control I have given up.

He lets me for a moment, then steps back.

“Tempting, but no,” he says; his voice is controlled, but I notice a hint of arousal, a slight crack in his mask. “I want to savor this. Every minute has been more than paid for.”

The chain tugs.

I follow on my knees, blind, shackled, dripping, desperate. There is no elegance, no grace in my hobbled movements. He stops, then pulls me to my feet by yanking at the collar chain. Next, the blindfold is removed. Light floods in, sharp and golden from the city beyond the open windows. He is even more devastating up close. He is a handsome man, a man who has only been sharpened by age, with the kind of face that launches hostile takeovers and breaks hearts without trying. He studies me the way he studies quarterly reports, precise, hungry, already calculating return on investment.

“You’re beautiful when you’re helpless and submissive,” he says. “But beauty is common. Resilience is rare.”

Only now, I notice the chain hanging from the ceiling above me. I notice the various tools of torture and pain that hang on the wall. This is not just a normal suite for valued guests of Anthony Quinn; this is a luxurious torture room.

He unlocks my shackles and locks them back on in front before locking them to the chain above me. I hear a soft mechanical whirr overhead. The chain shortens, lifting my arms until my toes barely brush the rug. Then higher. My shoulders scream as my full weight settles into the shackles. The steel bites deep, cutting circulation, turning my hands numb almost instantly. I dangle, naked, swaying slightly, breasts hanging heavy.

Marcus pushes me gently, causing me to slowly spin. “I do like what I’m seeing … If Quinn doesn’t want to use his right to breed you, I might want a few more goes with you. But I desire … pain tolerance.”

He selects a cane, a thin, polished, unseeming piece of wood. He tests it once against his palm. The crack makes me flinch.

“Let us see what you’re made of.”

The first strike across my ass is lightning. I scream, body jerking in the chains. The pain is white-hot, instant, a line of fire that blooms and spreads. Before I can process it, the second lands lower, crossing the first. My skin feels split open, and tears spring to my eyes.

He works methodically, left cheek, right cheek, the tender undercurve where ass meets thigh. Each stroke is perfectly placed, perfectly timed. By the sixth, my legs kick uselessly at the air. By the tenth, I am sobbing, drool and milk running down my body

He pauses behind me. His hand traces the welts. “Your body responds beautifully. Tears are understandable, welcome even. Let’s move on.”

He moves to my front.

The first strike across my breasts is a shock so profound that the world narrows to that single line of agony. Milk sprays in twin arcs. My nipples, already raw from the machine’s torture yesterday, feel like they’ve been flayed open. I scream again, louder, rawer, yet my body manages to convert some of it into pleasure, just like I have done with the milking machines. The fire becomes heat, becomes need. Every stripe is a brand, as if he is signing my body. My pussy clenches hard, dripping down my thighs in long, shameless threads. I’m crying, my body is shaking, but I am pushing my chest forward as much as I can as I hang, begging without words for the next one.

Marcus notices. Of course he does.

He lays the cane across both nipples at once, taps lightly, then swings.

The strike is perfect, merciless. Pain detonates, white and blinding. Milk erupts in forceful jets, splattering his shirt. I come untouched, a guttural cry tearing from my throat, hips bucking against nothing, orgasm rolling through me in violent waves while I hang there, helpless and broken open.

He waits until the last spasm fades, then strokes my cheek with the cane’s tip.

“Again,” I say in a raspy voice that I do not quite recognize. “Please, sir. Again.”

He smiles, slow and satisfied. “That’s the resilience I’m paying for.”

The cane sings.

My body is no longer mine; it is a canvas, an instrument, and he is playing it masterfully. Screams, whimpers, cries for more fill the room. I am in a different place, even though the pleasure has now been replaced by pure agony, yet I still crave it. I want to stay in this place of nothingness, of blissful, primal pain.

At some point, he adds clamps with vicious teeth. They bite down on my already ruined nipples, and the pain is so exquisite I sob his name. He attaches weights, small at first, then heavier. The stretch is unbearable, then transcendent. Milk drips in a steady stream now, flowing all the way down my body to my free-hanging feet, dripping from my toes. Every breath makes the weights swing, pulling, tearing, sending fresh shocks of agony straight to my clit.

I lose count of the strokes.

I lose track of time.

I only know the rhythm: cane, weight, clamp, his voice muttering praise and filth in equal measure. I beg until my voice gives out, until I am hoarse and shaking, coming again and again from nothing but the pain he gives me.

When he finally lowers me, my arms are numb, my breasts a map of welts and bruises. My legs struggle to keep me upright, but to my surprise, Marcus Hale embraces me, cradles me against his chest, brushing damp hair from my face.

“You’ll do,” he says quietly and locks my hands behind my back again before removing the clamps from my tortured nipples. “You’ll do beautifully.”

He leads me across the room, towards the vast bed that waits at the far end of the room. It is low and wide, draped in black silk sheets that drink the light.

Marcus guides me onto it with a hand between my shoulder blades. “On all fours, slave.”

I do as I am told, clumsily crawling onto the bed without the aid of my shackled hands. Marcus kneels behind me. His hands are almost tender as they cup my breasts from underneath, lifting their weight. I can feel his semi-erect cock through his trousers as he presses against me from behind, and my shackled hands begin rubbing him out of pure reflex. He does not pull away, and the tender moment lasts for longer than I expected. Yet even here, as we are just two ambitious people in bed together, he exudes power and control, even as he hardens under my touch.

I moan. I cannot help it. A muted voice in the back of my head begins screaming for me to resist what is happening. A voice that knows that I am slipping, and that I might not be able to fully return from the place where I am heading.

Then the blindfold returns, returns me to darkness.

He moves to the head of the bed. Fabric rustles, and I hear trousers opening. Feel the mattress dipping. His scent of clean skin beneath subtle, expensive cologne fills my senses.

The blunt heat of his cock brushes my lips.

I open without being told.

He slides in slowly, letting me taste his skin and power. He is thick, heavy on my tongue, and I take him eagerly, hollowing my cheeks, swirling my tongue, showing him with every desperate suck how grateful I am for the pain, for the milking, for the domination. He groans, fingers tightening in my hair, hips rocking gently, fucking my mouth with controlled thrusts that hit the back of my throat and make my eyes water beneath the blindfold.

He takes hold of my leash, controls my head, and dominates me with every slight tug on the collar. It is maddening. The metal holding me reminds me of my position, of my helplessness and loss of control, and the collar pressing against my throat chokes not just me, but every part of the stubborn, headstrong woman I always identified as.

He pulls free. A moment later, a large, round, rubbery thing enters my mouth: a ballgag. He buckles it tight, stretching my jaw wide, trapping my tongue. I have only tried being gagged the one time in Grace’s office, and I am struck by how submissive it makes me feel, how losing my voice finally pushes me over the threshold into truly giving in.

The mattress shifts again as he moves behind me and my head down onto the soft fabric, forcing my ass to rise.

He chuckles. “Look at you. The brilliant Elena Voss. Department head, keynote speaker, the rising star, reduced to a drooling, collared animal begging to be bred.” His voice is not mocking; there is respect there, but it is obvious that he loves dominating a powerful woman.

His cock nudges my entrance. He does not enter; he just lets it stay there, letting me feel how big he is, how empty I am, how much I need him inside me

I sob around the gag, hips rocking shamelessly.

It feels like an eternity of the head of his cock sliding up and down my slit, coating himself in my wetness, pressing against my clit, then retreating. Every time I think he will thrust, he pulls away. My thighs tremble. Drool spills from the corners of my mouth, milk dripping steadily from my breasts onto the ruined sheets. I am nothing but lust and a desperate need for his cock.

“Pwwheazzeee …” I try to beg, but the gag turns it into a garbled, pathetic moan.

He leans over me, chest to my back, lips at my ear. “You’ll take everything I give you, whenever I decide to give it. That’s what good breeding stock does.”

Then, finally, he pushes in.

One long, slow, merciless thrust that stretches me to the edge of pain and beyond. I scream into the gag, body convulsing around the sudden, overwhelming fullness. He is huge, bigger than any of the toys in my drawer at home, bigger than anything I have ever tried, and he seats himself to the hilt in a single stroke, balls pressed tight against my clit.

He stops, letting me feel every inch.

My entire body tingles, every nerve singing, every muscle clenched around him. He grips the chain attached to my collar, pulls back until my throat closes and my breath rasps. Then he begins to move.

It is slow at first. Deep, grinding strokes that drag over every sensitive spot inside me. The chain keeps my head up, makes me feel owned, claimed. He picks up speed, hips slamming into my ass, the slap of flesh loud in the quiet room. Each thrust jolts my shackled body forward; the cuffs bite my wrists, the collar bites my throat.

I come the first time within a dozen strokes. Blinding pleasure rocks my already sore body, milk spraying from my breasts in rhythmic jets that match his rhythm.

He does not slow.

He rides me through it, using the chain to control me, choking me just enough to make the world spark at the edges. The second orgasm builds faster, deeper, coiling in my spine until it explodes and leaves me shaking, sobbing, begging around the gag for mercy I do not actually want.

He gives me none.

This … how can this be happening? In the haze of pleasure and pain, I struggle to comprehend how I can get off this much on being restrained and used. I have never been quick to orgasm, but this man has made me come numerous times already, some of it from pure torture.

Stroke after stroke, relentless, perfect. My pussy flutters and clenches around him, trying to pull him deeper, greedy for the seed he paid fifteen million to plant. Knowing the purpose of it all only makes it hotter, filthier.

When he finally comes, it is with a low, guttural growl. He pushes deep inside me, cock pulsing thick and hot inside me. I feel every spurt, every flood of warmth claiming me from the inside out. The sensation tips me over one last time; I come again, harder than before, and he makes sure to pull my collar so tight that I almost lose consciousness.

He stays buried deep for a long time, breathing hard against my back, one hand stroking my hip, yet the grip on my collar chain is still firm and dominating.

Then he pulls out slowly, leaving me empty and dripping. It feels like something is missing, and when he lets go of the collar, I collapse onto the mattress in a pool of my own drool, milk, and the cum that is seeping out of my pussy.

The blindfold comes off. Marcus stands in front of me at the side of the bed, tucking himself away, eyes warm with satisfaction. The fit body is soon hidden away by the sharp suit as if this never happened, as if he had not just remodeled my identity and my insides.

He glances toward the corner of the room I cannot see.

“I think this one has real potential, don’t you, Anthony?”

A dark, dark velvet voice answers from the shadows.

“Indeed, she does.”

I get onto my knees to turn my body towards the voice. Anthony Quinn sits in a low leather chair by the window, legs crossed, glass of whiskey in hand, watching us with unreadable eyes and the faintest, darkest smile.

TO BE CONTINUED
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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 to save her mother. Contains all five stories in the series.

The Harem of Fertile Hucows

Four different women sign away their lives 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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