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Ihad always done well in school. My mother had always encouraged rigorous studying, and when I started at Felton College, I had every intention of retaining that determined work ethic. But as I sat in the old, opulent lecture hall and listened to a gray man deliver a lecture, I found myself distracted by several things. The day before, Professor Slate had caned my ass so hard during our slave training session that I struggled to sit down without wincing, and though I had sucked his magnificent cock on several occasions now, he never took it further than that.

Looks like I’m not the only one craving Master Slate’s cock, I thought to myself and smiled when I noticed the doodles on Fay’s notes. My platinum-haired sorority sister supported her head on one hand and sighed as her other hand drew a remarkably lifelike, well-endowed drawing of a smiling Professor Slate.

She smiled when she noticed me looking. “I’m going crazy, Sara. I want his cock so bad.”

I nodded. Her frustration mirrored my own. Apart from the first breeding attempt by the senior student Caleb, I had not been fucked by anyone, but I knew that it was about to change. Though we were still going to have regular slave training sessions with Slate, the ‘hands-off’ period for newly arrived hucow slaves was about to end. From the coming Friday onward, we were fair game for all the boys and men on campus who were considered good breeding stock – which essentially meant all the ones from rich families. On principle, I was against it, but after weeks of BDSM sessions, daily milkings, and lewd comments, my body craved release. As the lecture droned on, my mind wandered; I imagined myself chained, gagged, and helpless, fucked by countless guys. I looked around the large lecture hall and imagined each of the young, handsome men taking me in turn.

What the hell is happening to me? I sighed. I did not want to give these people the pleasure of dominating me, but I could not deny that I wanted it. The hucow slaves of Upsilon Delta, despite our crucial role to play, were placed at the bottom of the Felton hierarchy. Most other students were polite toward us, but we were still expected to sit in the back during lectures, and it was often joked that the sound of the O-shaped ring on the front of our collars clattering against the collar itself was like a cowbell announcing our presence.

I touched the collar and felt a warm surge of pleasure spreading from my loins. I was getting used to it and even found myself enjoying it most of the time. It helped me get into a submissive mood when I was with Master Slate, and the more time I spent digging into the curriculum for his slave training sessions, the more I appreciated what it symbolized.

“I can’t believe we get homework,” Fay had said the first time she had returned from Slate’s office with a handful of books. “Who the fuck is this ‘Marquis de Sade’, anyway?”

The lecture was nearing its unimpressive conclusion when the student in front of me turned around to hand me a note. His disinterested, vacant stare told me that it was not from him. Fay welcomed the distraction and stared curiously while I unfolded the crumpled paper.

“I’m better at drawing than that, at least,” she whispered and chuckled.

The drawing depicted two girls with gigantic breasts being fucked by a group of cheering guys. The girls were leashed and tied up, both of them drooling onto the floor. The drawing had a cartoony feel to it, but it did not stop me from being turned on. I looked up and saw the guys who had sent it a few rows down. They laughed and winked while the lecturer’s back was turned.

In the corner of the drawing was written 3 more days until we get to fuck you.

It’s just a party, I told myself, but no matter how many times I repeated it in my head, it failed to calm my body. I just stood there, staring at my naked body in the mirror while anxiety and nervousness fought to wrestle control of my body away from me. A few shimmering drops of water trickled down the surface of my collar before I wiped them away with my towel and continued to dry myself.

“I hope they just ignore me,” Tracy said with a frown.

Fay laughed. “Really? I hope they all line up and fuck me until I’m lying in a pool of cum on the floor. This girl needs cock. Now.” She grabbed the ring to her collar and pulled it upward, choking herself while moving her lower body up and down to make it look like she was riding a guy’s erect cock. “Yes … YES! More! Please, I want MORE!” She moaned loudly, causing Tracy to blush and several of the other hucows to laugh.

“You’re terrible,” Tracy said, but she could not prevent herself from smiling. “What about you, Sara? What are you hoping for?”

“Honestly … I don’t know. Is staying home even an option?”

“Not really.” Alice hung up her towel and smiled at me. She was in amazing shape, and without clothes, nothing could hide the toned muscles and visible abs. Her massive breasts were all that kept her from pursuing a career in sports. “The Alpha Rho fraternity has some of the wealthiest students on campus, and they always invite us hucows to their first party. You don’t turn those guys down, trust me.”

“What happens if we do?” Tracy said and rubbed her arm nervously.

Alice’s warm, kind demeanor darkened. “Don’t even think about it, Tracy. Remember why you’re here. They don’t keep us here out of charity, and if you don’t do what is expected of you, they’ll find ways to … persuade you.”

“What, they’ll torture us?” I asked.

Alice shrugged and lowered her voice so only Fay, Tracy, and I could hear it. “I’m not sure. But when I started here, one of the others kept refusing impregnation. Sure, I’ve heard others do it once or twice without much consequence, but this girl disappeared for months. When she returned, she was … different. She never spoke about what happened, though. She got pregnant a few months later.” Alice smiled and raised her voice again. “But there’s no need to worry about stuff like that. We’re going to have a great time tonight!”

It was a sight to behold. All the sorority sisters who were able to go to the Alpha Rho party stood ready to go. More than a dozen girls in tight, low-cut dresses and heels, all with perfect makeup and hair. Few of them wore jewelry; the massive metal collar drew all the attention anyway, as did the incredible, milk-filled breasts. Alice had recommended that I use the milking machines to take the top off and reduce the discomfort, but to keep plenty of milk in reserve. The nervousness refused to let go, and I noticed that quite a few of the sophomore and junior hucows anxiously checked their watches. Alice and a few of the others, however, were laughing and dancing to music blaring from a phone turned up to the max.

I was not used to wearing heels, nor did I own a pair, but Alice had insisted.

“My ankles are already killing me,” I whimpered as we walked through campus together with our sorority sisters.

Alice smiled. “If all goes well, you won’t be standing much.” She put her arm around me. “You look amazing, Sara. I get why you’re anxious, but this is what we do. There’ll be good-looking guys, as well as great music, and we’re all there together. Have fun!”

“What am I even supposed to do when I get there? Walk up to guys and ask if they want to fuck?”

“No, they’ll come to you,” Alice said. “Some of our sisters already have ‘regulars’ there. Not boyfriends, that gets … complicated, but guys they fuck a few times a month. Quite a few of us have been asked to serve drinks, likely in some kinky way, knowing the Alpha Rhos.” She bit her lower lip. “Can’t wait.”

Excitement and panic mixed in my body. Part of me wanted to turn around and run back to hide under my covers while another part of me wanted to strip naked in the middle of the party and raise my ass in the air like a cat in heat.

“So … the new cows just stand there awkwardly until someone wants to fuck us?”

“Pretty much.” Alice lowered her voice and held my gaze fast. “Remember what Slate has taught you. Be submissive. Say yes. Try to find pleasure in it all.” She glanced at Fay and Tracy walking in front of us. “It’ll be overwhelming for the three of you, and you might be tempted to leave early, but try to wait until at least one guy has, you know … tried to breed.”

I could hear the fraternity house way before I could see it. It was massive, much bigger than the Upsilon Delta house, and packed with people, most of them muscular, tall guys in expensive clothes. I felt out of place, and the security offered by being part of a large group evaporated the moment we stepped inside. Alice and six of the others were pulled aside by a few Alpha Rhos, while Julie and two other seniors sought out their regulars. Soon, Tracy, Fay, and I stood in a corner, feeling like a group of deer surrounded by wolves. Even Fay, despite her brazen enthusiasm, seemed overwhelmed.

At first.

“Fuck this, might as well get this started!” she yelled over the deafening music and walked into the middle of the room. Two minutes after she started dancing, two fraternity members had handcuffed her hands behind her back, put her on a leash, and bent her over a couch. Fay squealed with joy as one of the two entered her, but she was soon muffled by the other frat boy’s cock in her mouth.

Fuck, that is hot. I could feel the blood rush to my loins and my cheeks. Knowing that any one of these cocky young men could pull me aside and order me to do pretty much anything was oddly exhilarating. I could not stop staring at my friend as she was fucked, moaning loud enough to be heard over the music, but my fascination with my new lot in life only increased a moment later when Alice waltzed into the room.

Naked.

Shackled.

Smiling.

Heavy steel shackles held her hands behind her back, and a matching pair of ankle restraints connected by a chain weighed her down, but she carried herself with an ethereal elegance despite the cumbersome restraints and the tall heels. A serving tray had been fastened to her waist with a belt and was being held up by two small chains connected to her nipples with clamps. It looked extraordinarily painful; the strain caused a near-constant trickle of milk to flow from her breasts and into the glasses on the tray, and every time one of the smirking frat boys grabbed a glass, Alice winced in pain. The other hucows that had been pulled aside to serve were restrained as well, but nothing as severe as what Alice was forced to endure.

“Alice! What the …”

She smiled when she approached me. “How do I look?”

“I …” I was conflicted. On the one hand, I was shocked at the inhumane treatment, on the other hand, I was jealous. “You look … hot.”

“I know, right?” Her face contorted in pain for a brief moment before the smile returned. “Fuck, those clamps hurt. But those shackles …” She pulled at her wrist restraints with a look of pure pleasure on her face. “God, those feel good. I may have been a little cocky with some of the Alpha Rhos in class recently, they wanted to put me in my place.”

“That’s horrible!” Tracy exclaimed beside me.

“It’s all in good fun.” Alice smiled. “I think. I just roll with it, I’m having a great time.”

When I finally tore myself away from the corner where I had hidden since arriving, leaving behind a nervous-looking Tracy, I could not believe what I was seeing. Around every corner was an Alpha Rho either drinking from a hucow’s breasts or fucking her with determination. I saw a sorority sister hanging from her wrists in the middle of a room while frat boys took turns whipping her, and in between the screams of pain, she moaned with delight. I saw Julie being dragged on all fours through the rooms on a leash and another girl in a similar position on a table being milked into shot glasses.

We’re just pets to these people, I thought to myself and struggled to figure out what I thought about that fact.

“You there!”

I froze on the spot. Two of the younger Alpha Rhos came toward me. They were no less handsome or athletic than their fraternity brothers, but they did not carry themselves with quite the same confidence as the older members.

“Yes?” I said and forced a smile, trying to ignore my pounding heart.

The tallest of the two, a guy with thick, brown curls and a charming smile took a step forward. “You’re one of the new cows, right?”

I nodded and felt a lump grow in my throat. “I am. What can I do for you … Master?” The word did not feel right, not like it did with Professor Slate, but it was how I had been taught to respond.

“Master?” The curly-haired guy laughed. “I like the sound of that!” He seemed to gain more confidence and reached for my breast, groping it with all the grace of a bull in a porcelain shop. “Fuck, those are big. I … I want to drink from them!”

I smiled at him; the awkwardness was kind of adorable. “As you wish.”

The other guy prodded his friend. “Let’s tie her up first. We’re allowed to do that, right?”

“You’re allowed to do whatever you want with me.”

“Then … then take your clothes off!”

I did as I was told. Their giggles and stares were like clumsy compliments, and I found that I enjoyed the attention. I threw my dress on a chair nearby and revealed my naked body to the two, folding my hands behind my back to push my breasts forward.

“Holy shit …” the curly-haired guy said. “Look at that body.” He turned to his friend. “How are we going to tie her up?”

“One of the seniors told me that they keep handcuffs and that kind of stuff in the cupboard in the main hall, I’ll be right back.”

When the young Alpha Rho returned with a pair of hinged handcuffs a few seconds later, I was already wet with anticipation. The slave training had kicked in, and though the two were inexperienced, I shuddered with delight when the handcuffs closed around my wrists, forcing my hands together behind my back. All I wore were my heels, and already being a tall girl, I towered above the two.

“Damn, those udders are amazing,” the curly-haired guy said and licked his lips. He placed his lips around my left nipple and created a vacuum, sucking it into his mouth. I let out a muted moan when the milk started flowing into him, and the pleasure only intensified when his friend latched onto the other nipple a moment later.

This feels good, I thought and leaned against the wall. I focused on the feel of the handcuffs holding me, on the helplessness, just as Slate had taught me. I could feel my juices spill out of me, trickling down my inner thigh as a manifestation of my lust. I hoped that one of them would fuck me, maybe even grant me that elusive orgasm I yearned for; I did not dare masturbate with others around, and I had not had a moment to myself since arriving at college – Alice was always in the room with me. But the enthusiasm on display by the two young men told me that they would not last long enough to grant my wish.

“Mmm … thank you, masters,” I said in my most sensual, seductive voice. “It feels so good.”

The curly-haired one took a step back and wiped a drop of milk from his chin. “Damn, you taste good. Can I … can I … you know …”

“Fuck me?” I smiled at him. “I want you to, Master. I want your cock inside me.” I felt like a bad actress in a porn movie, but it was efficient. I could see the bulge in his pants growing, but before he had a chance to act on it, we were interrupted.

“Hey, you two!” a dark, commanding voice sounded. A muscular senior with a cold stare walked into the room. “Glenn and Danny, right?”

The other Alpha Rho released my breast and jumped back. The two nodded, and I heard one of them whisper to the other: “Fuck, that’s Trevor!”

I had no idea who ‘Trevor’ was, but he looked intimidating.

“I want to fuck the new cow,” Trevor said and walked up to me. His strong hand grabbed my breast and squeezed a few drops of milk onto the floor. “You two go and find something else, or someone else, to do.”

The two nodded and vanished with impressive speed, leaving me in Trevor’s company. I could feel the heat from his body and smell his expensive cologne; everything about him radiated confidence. This was a man used to getting what he wanted. He took a step back and removed his belt.

“You look good for a hucow slave,” he said and folded the belt in half.

“Thank yo… AAAAAAH!”

An explosion of pain erupted from my breast when he struck it with the leather belt. It was more intense than anything I had endured at Slate’s hand, and it told me a lot about Trevor.

“Th… thank you, Master,” I whimpered through the tears that started streaming, but to my surprise, I found that the pain nestled in my loins. It turned me on.

He smiled. “A well-trained cow, very good.”

Another strike, this time harder. Milk started pouring down my breasts, mixing with my tears in a puddle on the hardwood floor. I closed my eyes and braced myself for another hit, but it did not come. Instead, Trevor put the belt through the ring of my collar and used it as a makeshift leash, pulling me away from the wall. He removed his pants to reveal his thick, flaccid cock.

“Suck it, cow,” he commanded and sat down on a nearby chair. He leaned back and tugged at my leash, pulling me down to my knees.

This is humiliating, I thought with a smile, painfully aware that other Alpha Rhos walked in and out of the room, as well as girls from other, more prestigious, sororities. A few boys nearby cheered when I took the thick cock in my mouth. The soft skin felt nice, and he filled my mouth before he had even gotten hard. I used every trick that Slate had taught me, and I felt a surge of pride when the cock began to harden. I could get used to this. I would have liked the use of my hands, but I loved feeling restricted like this.

“Not bad,” Trevor said and grabbed my hair. He pulled me closer, causing his cock to push to the back of my throat.

I gagged. I coughed. I struggled to breathe, but he did not let go. Instead of panic, a flood of pleasure gripped my body, which had been conditioned to become a submissive tool, triggered by abuse and dominance. Trevor did not need to use his words to control me, his hands did it all, and when he finally allowed my mouth to vacate his cock, I was fired up and ready for him.

“Ride me, you worthless slave,” he said.

I stared at his rock-hard cock. “Yes, Master. With pleasure.” I stood up and looked him in the eye while I lowered myself onto him. My wet pussy and the saliva drenching his cock meant that there was no resistance as he entered me, yet it still hurt due to his sheer size. When my asscheeks finally touched his warm thighs, I was ready to explode. “God, you’re so big,” I moaned, and I meant it. I started my rhythmic movement up and down his massive, impressive shaft, and the whole time, he kept a firm grip on my leash, controlling me. He latched on to my nipple, feeding from me while I fucked him.

I get what Alice likes about all this now. The handcuffs gripped my wrists tightly. The collar choked me as he pulled my leash down behind my back. His cock rubbed against the walls of my pussy. His mouth sucked my nipples hard and caused the milk to flow.

I was going to come. I could feel the weeks of tension and frustration loosen in anticipation.

But Slate had taught me one last thing, maybe the most important of all.

“Please … Master …” I whimpered. “Can I come?”

He let go of my breast and laughed. “Seriously? You’re going to come from this?”

I nodded. “Master, it feels so good. I just … I want to come, please?”

He did not answer right away, and my body tensed as I tried to stave off the orgasm. It was like walking on the edge of an alluring abyss.

“No. Not yet,” he said. “Ride me harder. But if you come before I allow you to, I’ll punish you hard. Do you understand, slave?”

“Y… yes, Master.” I clenched my jaw and moved faster up and down his hard cock. A few of his fraternity brothers gathered around us, cheering and pointing at the frustrated, moaning hucow riding their friend. The attention only made it all hotter.

I could not take it.

“Please, Master!” I cried. Tears started streaming; it was so intense, bordering on uncomfortable. “I can’t take much more!”

“But you will.” He pinched my nipple, causing milk to spray onto his shirt, but he did not mind it. “I want you to wait. When you feel my seed inside you, you can come, do you understand?”

I nodded. It became a trial, a balance between riding him fast enough to make him come, but not so hard as to make it impossible for me to keep the orgasm at bay.

When I felt his abs tighten and his hand grab my hip, I readied myself. The moment he let out a beastly roar of pleasure and release, I let go, plummeting into the abyss. I screamed as I came to the cheers of the men surrounding us. He spilled into me, his load filling every part of my pussy, and he stayed there for a while, ensuring that nothing was wasted. My body shook, and my scream turned into a raspy whimper as all the tension vanished.

It was amazing. But I was done. Exhausted.

“You can get off me now, cow,” Trevor said with a grin. His voice was not as cold as it had been. “You did well. I’ll be following your progress with interest.”

“Th… thank you, Master,” I said. I raised myself off of his cock and knelt in front of him as a sign of submission. I could feel his cum seeping out, and I could not take my eyes away from his semi-erect cock that glistened with my juices and his cum. “Can I lick you clean, Master? Please?”

He laughed and looked at his comrades. “You hear that, guys? That is a proper slave.” He looked back at me and nodded. “Go ahead.”

My tongue carefully cleaned every part of his cock and balls; the taste of my juices and his cum mixed in my mouth, but it felt right. It felt good. When I was done, he got up and left, and the crowd dissolved. Suddenly, I felt lonely and empty, but luckily, Alice entered the room a moment later. She was no longer attached to the tray, but the cane marks on her breasts told me that she had been busy. Her hands were shackled in front now, but she was still naked. I smiled at her, satisfied with my performance, but the frown on her face brought me back down to earth.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

Alice shook her head and helped me to my feet. “That was Trevor Dyson.”

“Should I know him?”

“Not yet, but you will.” Alice pulled me aside, into a small room. “He’s the leader of the Alpha Rhos, very rich and influential.”

“You sound like I shouldn’t have fucked him, isn’t that what I’m supposed to do?”

She nodded, and the frown turned into a warm, almost overbearing smile. “Of course, Sara. And judging from the cheers, you did well. There was no way you could’ve refused him, but Trevor is not the problem. His girlfriend is.”

I groaned. “Don’t tell me it’s Gwen the Cheerleader.”

“It’s Gwen.”

Fuck. “But these guys are supposed to fuck the hucow slaves, right? She must know that.”

“She does, but that doesn’t mean she’s not a vengeful bitch. Just … try to lay low.”

“I’ll try,” I sighed. “Uhm … they’re not going to uncuff me, are they?” I rattled my handcuffs.

She smiled. “Probably not. Why don’t we head home? I’ll show some hidden paths to Upsilon Delta that lessen the risk of being spotted, and we’ve made sure to have extra handcuff keys at the sorority.”

“Another walk of shame,” I sighed.

“Get used to them.”

***

A few weeks passed. I managed to steer clear of Gwen and her cheerleaders, but from a few of my sorority sisters, I heard that she was well aware of what had happened and intent on getting revenge. But Gwen was not the main focus of my life, and despite looking over my shoulder often, I was enjoying my new life. After the party at Alpha Rho, I was now free to be used by most of the boys and men on campus. It did not take up as much time as I thought it would, however; it mostly boiled down to the occasional quickie in a bathroom after class, a rowdy, dirty threesome under the bleachers next to the football field, or nightly visits to one of the many fraternities if I had caught the eye of one of the juniors or seniors.

I was having the time of my life, and more spice was added when Alice approached me one day, saying that she had got a ‘gig’ for us.

“The swim team?” I had just entered the room I shared with Alice and tossed my backpack onto my bed. “What do they want with us?”

Alice was sitting on her bed and looked up from her book. “The coach is convinced that breastmilk is the key to victory. That’s where most of the milk from our machines ends up. But now he’s got it into his head that they need something … fresher. Straight from the source.”

I looked at her. “So he wants the entire swim team to drink from us? Why us?”

Alice smiled. “I may have fucked the coach on occasion, and when he asked me to bring someone, I told him I wanted you. It’d be fun to do it together, don’t you think?”

I shrugged. “Sure, why not? Are they going to fuck us, too?”

“No. They have a big swim meet in a few weeks, and he believes that they’ll perform better if they abstain.”

“Bummer.” I sat down on my bed and massaged the marks on my wrists; I still had sessions with Professor Slate, and he had suspended me from my wrists for an hour earlier that day.

Alice laughed. “You’ve become a grade-A slut in no time, sweetie. I’m proud of you.” She checked her watch. “We had better get going, training starts in twenty minutes.”

“What, we’re going now?”

The smell of chlorine was the first to hit me when we entered the giant pool complex. Alice and I were both naked, as instructed, and I fiddled nervously with my collar as we approached the coach who was standing at the end of the pool yelling at his team.

“We’re here, Coach,” Alice said with a smile and took my hand. “This is Sara.”

The coach did not look away from the pool. “I don’t care. A slave is a slave.” He pointed at a nearby wall. “Everything is ready for you there. Get yourselves set up, the boys will come drink at the end of their next break.”

I looked at the concrete wall nearby. Two pairs of heavy handcuffs hung from chains against the wall, and thick ankle shackles were fastened at the bottom.

I smiled. “They sure know how to treat us well. Do we really need to be restrained for this?”

“Do you mind?” Alice dragged me toward the wall.

“Not at all, it just seems … odd.”

“Professor Slate once told me that it’s a psychological thing. It’s not that the guys in the fraternities necessarily get turned on by seeing us restrained, it simply makes it easier for them to distance themselves from us. It dehumanizes us.” She pushed me against the wall and locked my ankles to the wall, leaving my legs slightly spread. “That way, there’s less of a risk of them seeing us as, you know, people.” Alice pulled my hands over my head and locked me in the heavy handcuffs. The edges were smoother than on the cuffs I was used to, and it was not an unpleasant position, although I felt very exposed and vulnerable.

“And why the fuck am I okay with that, Alice?” I said with a smile.

“Slate’s training is efficient.” Alice kissed me on the lips, which caught me by surprise, but it was a welcome one. “You’re a slave now, just like me. Whether we can leave it all behind when we’re done … that’s a different matter.” She bent over to lock her ankles to the wall before closing the handcuffs shut around her wrists.

And thus began my time as the swim team milk dispenser. Every day, Alice and I would chain ourselves to the wall next to the pool and stay there until the practice was over, letting the half-naked, wet swimmers suck us dry. It was a good time, and I loved hearing the frustrated pleas from the swimmers as they begged their coach to let them fuck us, but he insisted that they had to wait until after the big competition. On one occasion, the coach got called away by an urgent call, and we had to stand there for four hours until he remembered to come back and release us.

It was a great time.

It was a hot, late summer afternoon. I was heading home from my last lecture, exhausted from the morning’s swim practice and the hours of headache-inducing lectures. I looked forward to a warm bath and movie night on the couch, curled up with my sorority sisters, but when I turned a corner outside one of the main buildings, my road was blocked by Gwen and six of her fellow cheerleaders. The bare midriffs of their uniforms showed off their toned, exposed abs, and the short skirts left little to the imagination.

“There you are,” Gwen said in a saccharine voice. “I’ve been looking for you.”

I took a step back, but the group was quick to surround me. “Look, Gwen, I didn’t …”

“Shut up!” She walked up close to me and put a finger through the ring on my collar. “Slutty cows like you don’t get to speak in my presence. Scream, maybe, but not speak. Not yet, at least. I’m going to torture you, hucow. I’m going to punish you.”

I was torn. There was genuine malice in Gwen’s eyes, but it had been a while since I had received a good flogging, and I got oddly turned on by the thought of being in the hands of a group of cheerleaders. “If … If that is what you want, Mistress.”

Gwen seemed confused by the response. “Wait, what?” She shook her head. “No, you don’t get to sneak your way out of this. You’re coming with us.”

I nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Shut up.” Gwen found a dog leash in her purse and locked it to my collar. “Get down on all fours, cow.”

I obeyed. The warm asphalt on the path scraped my knees, but I did not dare protest. One of the other girls pushed a giant ball attached to a head harness into my mouth and tightened the harness around my head, making it impossible for me to push the ball out with my tongue. Gwen yanked the leash, forcing me to follow her, and I had never felt this humiliated before. I drooled on the ground as they paraded me across campus toward the cheerleader gym, but no one made any move to aid me. I saw none of my hucow sisters on the way, but they would not have been able to do anything anyway.

The cheerleaders’ gym was exactly as I expected. Rows of trophies lined the walls in glass cabinets and giant banners with the Felton logo and various obnoxious slogans hung from the rafters above. Giant safety mats used for their training were lined up on the floor of the large gymnastics hall. Gwen pulled me to the center of the room, often yanking my leash to choke me as a reminder of who was in charge. She nodded toward two of the other girls who disappeared into a nearby room and returned with a box on wheels.

“Get up,” Gwen ordered in a harsh voice.

I got up and wiped the dust from my scraped knees. I was still drooling a lot from the gag, and it had left a large, wet stain on my button-down shirt and my skirt. The two girls opened the box, and my eyes widened when I saw a gigantic collection of whips, shackles, and other BDSM tools.

“Mmmmph?”

Gwen smiled menacingly. “Restraints and whips are easy to find at Felton. You never know when a hucow needs to be taught a lesson.” She sighed. “Also, our coach finds that we need extra … motivation sometimes.” A brief hint of pain appeared on her face, and for the first time since I met her, Gwen came off human. The other cheerleaders stared at the ground for a bit, but Gwen cleared her throat and brought everyone back to the present. “But today, this is all for you. You fucked my boyfriend, cow. And I won’t tolerate it.”

One of the other girls lowered two rings from the rafters above while Gwen found a set of wide steel shackles in the box and locked it into my wrists. The cold steel felt nice against my skin, but a seeping panic began to spread when they locked my wrists to the two rings and began to raise them.

Higher.

Higher.

I screamed when my feet lost contact with the ground. The steel shackles dug into my wrists, and the pain in my arms was excruciating. The cheerleaders laughed as Gwen tore the buttons off my shirt and cut open my bra with a pair of scissors, leaving my strained breasts available for torment.

“Let’s see why the swim team is so fascinated by this cow’s udders.” Gwen walked up to me and closed her lips around my nipple. Her hands squeezed my breasts, and she made sure to bite down hard to cause me as much discomfort as possible. The milk flowed, but it was uncomfortable, yet I found myself enjoying it.

I was in pain, yes, but Slate’s training had not been in vain. My body was conditioned to turn discomfort and pain into pure pleasure (which had had the odd side effect of turning my morning runs into a rather pleasurable experience and pushing me to run further and further), and I could not prevent a loud moan from escaping the gag.

“I think she likes it, Gwen,” one of the other girls said.

Gwen wiped the milk off her chin and looked at me with a frown. “Does she, now?” She pinched my nipple, causing milk to spray onto the mat beneath me. “Do you like pain, cow?”

I had to nod. There was no point in hiding it.

Gwen laughed, but there was a hint of admiration in her cold eyes. “We’ve got a true slave on our hands, girls! Maybe torture isn’t the way to go.”

“We’ll still give it a try, right?” the other girl asked with a smile.

“Of course.”

A moment later, they had removed my skirt and cut off my shirt and bra. I hung there, naked, while the group of cheerleaders picked up paddles, whips, and canes from the box and started pummeling my body without pause or mercy. I felt like a pinata, and despite my love of pain, it began to overload my body. They laughed as they struck me, but even though I struggled to draw pleasure from the constant barrage, it did help me dive deep into subspace. I drew from the helplessness, accepted it, and though I cried, drooled, and lactated on the ground, I did not truly want it to stop. They pushed past my limits again and again, yet I endured the punishment.

When they finally lowered me, I collapsed to my knees. My arms were buzzing, threatening to go numb, and I whimpered when Gwen released the shackles from the rings. My body was a mess of bruises and welts, but it looked beautiful to me. Gwen locked my wrists behind my back before removing the gag.

“What does a slave cunt like you say after a beating like that?” she asked, pushing a strand of her long, blonde hair behind her ears. She seemed to be genuinely curious.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I said and looked up at her with tired eyes. “I deserved that.”

“Did you, now?” A hint of a smile could be seen at the edge of her ruby lips. “Do you believe you had a choice when Trevor fucked you?”

“No, Mistress. I am not allowed to refuse a man like him.”

“So why do you deserve punishment?”

I thought about it for a moment. “Because … you believe I do.”

Gwen pulled me to my feet. “That’s a good answer, Sara. Are you afraid of me?”

“A little, Mistress.” I glanced at the other cheerleaders. “I’m afraid of all of you.”

The girls snickered.

“But you enjoy being whipped by us?”

“I do, Mistress. And I enjoy being chained. I’m a slave, after all.”

Gwen nodded approvingly. “I respect that. So I think we should have a little fun with you.” She removed her top and skirt, revealing an athletic, gorgeous body. Her breasts were perky and round, a contrast to the giant, milk-filled udders I was used to seeing at my sorority. The other girls followed suit. “Let’s see what you can do, what you can endure, little cow.” Gwen laid down on the exercise mat and spread her legs. “Come, cow. Lick me. Let me see if that tongue has other uses than speaking and licking my boyfriend’s cock.”

I smiled and obliged. I knelt between her legs and began licking her. I had received no training in cunnilingus, but it felt intuitive and right, and before long, Gwen’s pleased moans confirmed that I was on the right track. While I pleasured her, the other girls joined in. One of them kissed Gwen, another licked her nipples, and a third girl slid her head in under me and started breastfeeding. Hands touched and groped me all over, and fingers slid inside my wet pussy. It was an intense, overwhelming orgy, but not rough like the fuckings I had received from the Felton frat boys. This was sensual and intimate, even when one of the cheerleaders began spanking me hard.

“Mmm … thank you, mistresses,” I moaned into Gwen’s warm, inviting pussy. “Please, spank me harder.”

The girl behind me was happy to oblige, and pleasure and pain mixed into a potent cocktail in my body. I was in heaven. More fingers found their way inside my asshole, and even though I had never tried having anything in there, I soon embraced the new experience.

This is so hot. All the fear I had experienced when Gwen and the others had cornered me was gone. I came. Again and again. Every time one girl got tired of fingering me, another took over. And I was not the only one caught in a torrent of lust. Gwen came as well, scratching the mat and arching her back while she screamed, but though my tongue was tired, her spot was soon taken by a different cheerleader. Gwen grabbed a whip and started laying into my back while I licked her friend, but it only helped drive me towards even more orgasms.

When they finally stopped, I was broken and exhausted. I curled up in a fetal position on the mat while the girls got dressed around me. None of them spoke to me, none of them acknowledged my presence, but it suited me fine. Being a tool for their pleasure had been amazing, but I desperately wanted to go home now.

“Do you want me to release you?” Gwen asked. The others had left, and we were the only ones in the gym hall. She knelt next to me with a smile.

I looked up at her and nodded. “If it pleases you, Mistress. My arms do hurt a lot.” And my tongue might fall out.

Gwen unlocked my shackles and helped me to my feet. “We kind of ruined your clothes.” She glanced at the cut-up fabric on the floor, next to a wet stain made from drool and breastmilk.

“You lose a lot of clothes as a hucow slave,” I said with a shrug and massaged my wrists. I found a T-shirt in my backpack and put it on. “You learn to think ahead.” I put my skirt on and stood in front of Gwen with my hands behind my back. “Do you want more from me, Mistress?”

Gwen cocked her head to the side and observed me for a bit. The smile she sent me was genuine, which only made her look even more beautiful. “I like you, Sara. You did well today, extremely well. Professor Slate certainly knows how to train his hucows.”

I smiled. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“You know … it’s not fair that Trevor gets to fuck girls like you while I just have to sit back and accept it. I enjoyed myself today, more than I thought I would.” She grabbed the leash still attached to my collar and pulled me in close. “How about you become my slave? It seems only fair that I get to enjoy you as well.”

I bit my lower lip and nodded. “I like the sound of that, Mistress. How often will you require my services?”

She smiled. “I don’t know yet. This is new to me too. But I like the thought of having my own pet cow that comes when I call.”

I kind of like the sound of that, too.

Alice sat on my bed and stared at me with her big, expressive green eyes. “You’re fucking kidding me! You had an orgy with the cheerleaders, and now Gwen wants you as her slave?” She laughed. “And you want that?”

I looked wistfully at the ceiling and nodded. “It was hot, Alice. Really hot. And I don’t know, I kind of … like her. Not in a romantic way, but man, she knows how to dominate a girl.”

“I didn’t know you were bisexual,” Alice said with a grin.

“Neither did I! But here we are.” I looked at her. “Wait, are you?”

“I think we all are here,” Alice said. “In a way. After a few orgies at frat houses where the only purpose is procreation, you long for a little closeness. You’re always welcome to slide into my bed if you want to.” She winked at me.

“I’ll keep that in mind.”

The bell rang from downstairs. Three times.

“Fuck.” Alice looked at her watch and fiddled nervously with the clasp. “I almost forgot. Come on.”

“What’s going on?”

Alice pulled me out of bed and held my hand tightly. “You know those blood samples they take from us once a month?”

“Yeah?”

“Well, seems like the results are in.”

She led me down the stairs where the rest of the girls were already standing in a line with their backs against the wall. All of them looked nervous and stared at the ground. Suzanne, Professor Slate’s assistant, stood near the door, flanked by two security guards. She smiled when she saw me, but her face soon found a more serious expression. Alice and I stood next to the others. I could see a black van parked outside with the back door open, and I was shocked to see steel bars covering its dark interior.

“Good, you’re all here,” Suzanne said. She looked at the tablet in her hand. “It’s been a good month. Several of you have succeeded in getting pregnant, and a few of you are far enough along that we’ll take you with us now. Congratulations.”

Nervous glances were exchanged between the collared girls.

“Fay, Abigail, and Violet, you’re only a few weeks pregnant, so you get to stay another month. You should be proud.”

“No …” Fay mumbled next to me. I saw tears in her eyes, and her voice was barely a whisper. “I was just getting started …”

Suzanne looked at Julie. “Julie, you and Patricia will be coming with us now.”

Julie nodded, but her face was pale. She stepped forward toward the security guards, who locked shiny steel shackles matching her collar onto her wrists and ankles, connecting them all to her collar with a thick chain. Patricia, a dark-haired, short girl I had barely spoken to, was given the same treatment, and without the opportunity to say goodbye, they were pushed into the van.

“You’ll see them both again next year,” Suzanne said. Her voice was brimming with empathy. “I’ll see you all again next month.”

“Where are they going?” I asked Alice when the van had left and the girls had gone back to their rooms.

“I’m not allowed to tell you,” she said with a sad smile. “Don’t worry, it’s not too bad, and I’m sure I’ll go there at least once or twice more while I’m here at Felton, but don’t … think about it too much, okay? They’ll come back.”

“How … how long does a hucow slave usually take to finish a degree?” I had never thought about it until now; I had imagined it would take me 4-5 years of slavery to graduate, but I had never factored in the chance of getting pregnant.

“As I said, don’t think about it,” Alice said and winked. “But Julie has been here for 6 years now, I think.”

Seeing Julie and Patricia taken away in chains still haunted me later that day when Alice and I walked through campus on our way to get pizza. It was a beautiful day, but it was soon interrupted by the loud cheers coming from a group of familiar boys up ahead.

“There they are!” one of them shouted and began running toward us, followed by the ten or so other boys. “Our muses!”

It was the swim team. They all wore their matching sports jackets, and they smiled and hugged us when they reached us. Alice and I were lifted into the air and looked confused at each other.

“What’s going on?” Alice asked when they finally let us down.

“We won!” Alex, the team leader, said. “All our races! Coach’s crazy plan worked! And it’s all thanks to you!” He planted a wet kiss on my cheek. “We’re celebrating tonight, and you two are coming! The clubhouse at ten!”

I smirked. “Is that an order … Master?”

He smiled. “You bet it is.”

Alice and I held hands as we headed to the clubhouse placed next to the pool building. My body sizzled with excitement, and I noticed that a gleeful smile lit up Alice’s face whenever I glanced at her. Two hucow slaves in the company of a dozen swimmers who had refrained from any sex or masturbation for nearly a month was an explosive cocktail, one I could not wait to consume. It was remarkable how quickly the absurd had become normal, and I found myself hoping that they would chain me up and have their way with me, a thought that would have terrified me a month ago.

Loud music dominated the room when we entered, and we were greeted by twelve cheering young men and their tired, but content, coach. He walked up to us with a smile and hugged us both, displaying more respect and affection than I had ever seen from him.

“Thank you, both of you,” he said with an exhausted smile. “You did us all a huge favor.”

Alice smirked. “We couldn’t really say no now, could we? We’re slaves, remember?”

He laughed. “True. And you’ll be spending a lot more time shackled to that wall going forward, believe me. But for now, we celebrate.” He glanced at the boys behind him. “They’re already pretty fired up, but why don’t the two of you give them a little show, if you know what I mean?”

Alice nodded. “It’ll be our pleasure.”

I wondered what he meant by a show, but Alice seemed to be on the same page as the coach. She began gyrating her body to the music while she sent me her most sensual, smoldering look.

Oh … like that. I smiled and started dancing with Alice. Our tight dresses did nothing to hide the attributes underneath, and as the bass pounded in my body, I found myself dancing closer and closer to my friend. The boys cheered when the two of us started kissing. Our hands traveled up and down each other’s bodies, and all my attention was focused on Alice and her smoking-hot body. Our tongues intertwined in their own little dance, and no part of me wanted to protest when Alice opened the zipper on my dress and pulled it over my head. I returned the favor, and we were soon dancing close in our underwear. The swim team formed a circle around us as our underwear disappeared, and the dance soon turned into a full make-out session. We began fingering each other as our bodies melted together in a beautiful orgy of flesh.

Out of the corner of my eyes, I noticed that one of the guys was holding a pair of handcuffs with a long connecting chain. I took them from him with a smile and kissed Alice while I locked the cuffs onto her wrists. I soon felt the sharp edges of the metal scrape against the inside of my thigh when she slid two fingers inside me, and the world around us seemed to melt away, interrupted only when the guys handed us more restraints to put on. Alice knelt in front of me and licked my clit while locking legcuffs onto my ankles, and I returned the favor a moment later. I locked a medium-length chain to her collar before locking the other end to my own, connecting us. My hands were then handcuffed by Alice, and though we were restricted, we still managed to pleasure each other to the amusement of our hosts.

“I think it’s time for the team to have some fun,” I heard the coach shout. I had no idea how much time had passed, I had been completely absorbed by Alice’s warm body and touch, but I was surprised to see that every member of the swim team was naked from the waist down, holding their rock-hard cocks in their hands.

First, they drank from us, emptied our sore breasts with trained efficiency like they had done a dozen times before. It was a welcome relief, but it was only an appetizer before the main course. Next, we were pushed to our knees and made to service each of them in turn, just to get them ready. I had never sucked that many cocks in a row before.

They pulled us toward a table at the end of the room and bent us over the opposite ends of it. The chain connecting our collars was taut, and they locked our handcuffs to the chain to ensure that our hands stayed over our heads. Next, they removed our legcuffs and tied our ankles to the table legs. We looked up at each other and smiled; Alice’s face was red from the collar choking her, and I could see the veins on her face threatening to pop through her skin, but she was just as excited as me. The collar pressing on my neck made every touch by their eager hands that much more intense. The impatient swimmers explored my body with their hands, pinched my nipples, spanked my ass, and fingered every orifice, but it was a welcome warm-up.

“Alright, boys, time for your reward!” the coach shouted with a grin. “These two slave sluts are yours to enjoy, and it is time to do what Felton expects of you! Time to deposit your loads inside their starving pussies.” The swim team cheered in response. “You all did exceptionally well,” he continued. “But some did better than others. Line up! Best time first, that means you, Alex! You get the redhead, Daniel gets the busty brunette. The rest of you get ready for your turn.”

The boys laughed and cheered as the two lined up behind Alice and me. I could feel the tip of Daniel’s cock rubbing against my aching, wet pussy, and I gasped when he finally entered me. There was no elegance or patience to his entrance; this was a man who had denied himself pleasure for a while, and he was going to take it now. I winced as my hips crashed against the sharp edge of the table, and I could hear from Alice’s groans that she was being fucked equally hard. The two swimmers did not exactly coordinate their rhythms, meaning that the chain connecting our collars kept being pulled very tight only to loosen the moment after. It was intoxicating and scary, and I struggled to breathe, but it only made the experience more intense.

Just a slave, Sara. This is what you are now. I smiled. Maybe this is what I was always meant to be. I felt a surge of adrenaline and pleasure when I felt Daniel push deep inside me to deliver his load. His cum flooded my pussy to the cheers of his friends, and for a brief moment, my mind was distracted by the memory of my sorority sisters being dragged away in chains. In that brief moment, I was reminded about what the purpose of it all was, a purpose I rarely thought about. If it worked, there would be no more orgies or BDSM sessions for a long time, yet it was the only reason I got to enjoy nights like this one. I looked at Alice and met her lustful eyes. She winked at me and blew me a kiss before she once again fell into the haze of pure pleasure.

“Fuck, that is a nice pussy,” another guy from the swim team exclaimed when he started fucking me a moment later. Daniel had pulled out, leaving the next in line to have his way with me. I could still feel Daniel’s cum inside me, but it did not seem to bother his friend. His moans of pleasure joined with mine and Alice’s, who was also on her second athlete.

The swimmers were as fast to come as they were in the water, likely due to the long wait, but their impressive stamina meant that by the time the last one had finished his attempt at impregnating me, someone was ready to try again, albeit with less enthusiasm. Even the coach had a go at Alice, though he refrained from coming inside her, instead depositing his massive load on her back.

“Well done, boys,” he said and laughed when there was no one left who was capable of fucking us again. “We’ll leave them here for a bit, go get something to drink!”

I was filled to the brim with cum. It spilled out onto the floor, seeping from my sore pussy.

“That … was fun,” Alice said, still trying to catch her breath.

I could only agree, even if the short bursts of vigorous thrusting had not been enough to allow me an orgasm. You’re a slave, Sara. It’s not about your pleasure. I did not mind, but my body was aching and wanted out of the tight restraints. The party continued around us, and girls from other, non-hucow sororities as well as the swim team’s classmates soon started arriving, leaving us as nothing more than decoration. None of the newly arrived boys seemed to want to stick their cocks in Alice and me in our current state, and I could not blame them. A few snapped selfies next to us, and a few girls had fun whipping us for a bit, but I was ready to go home.

“Man, I’m not sure I’ve ever had this much cum inside me,” Alice said and winced as we walked through the quiet campus a few hours later. “It’s still coming out …”

I put my arm around her and kissed her cheek. “The boys deserved it. I had a good time, but I’m tired now.”

Alice smiled. “Did you come?”

I shook my head no.

“Then why don’t we handle that before we go to sleep?”

I laughed. “Sounds like a plan. Damn, I love college.”

Continued in part 3
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The Hucow Slaves

Alicia signs up to become a hucow slave to get away from the heartbreak and responsibilities in her life. But she gets more than she bargained for. Much more.

The Hucow Inspector

A young woman is sentenced to serve as the personal slave of a hucow inspector and must go undercover in the harsh, corrupt network of hucow farms. Contains all seven stories in the series.

Tales of a Hucow Slave

Kate has to embrace her inner hucow slave to work her way up from the miserable hucow farms to the dictator’s palace in order to save her mother. Contains all five stories in the series.

The Harem of Fertile Hucows

Four different women sign away their life to be fertile hucows for a billionaire. Will one of them succeed in giving him the heir he seeks? And what would it mean for the others?

Hucow Slaves of the Imperators

In a dystopian far future, Halley has been genetically engineered to be a hucow slave for the ominous Imperators. Her journey takes her from the Imperators itself to the deep bowels of the Galactic Unity’s pleasure ships.

The Eternal Hucow Slave

Astrid is taken by Vikings and cursed to become an immortal hucow slave. Throughout the centuries, she is again and again forced into slavery - but she does not mind.
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Thank you for reading. If you are interested in reading even more steamy BDSM stories, but without the hucow 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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