
        
            
                
            
        

    
THE DEAN’S FERTILE SLAVE – THE FERTILE HUCOW COLLEGE 4

©2023 Ulrika Udderson

All rights reserved

Published: Ulrika Udderson 2023

Cover by Ulrika Udderson

Cover photo by Restrained Elegance (used with permission)

This story is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, locales, or businesses is purely coincidental.

CONTENT WARNING

This story is not suitable for readers under the age of 18 due to its graphic sexual content. The themes of this story include BDSM, breeding, and hucow kink. All characters portrayed are over 18 years old.


Be sure to read the first parts of Sara’s story here:

[image: ]


[image: ]

Irang the doorbell and adjusted my skimpy outfit. The slutty nurse uniform barely covered my pussy, and my massive breasts threatened to pop out at the top. It was perfect.

“God, I love Halloween,” Alice said next to me. The black latex outfit showed off her impressive body, and the black lipstick only made her green eyes and red hair stand out even more. “Any excuse to wear latex.”

“Why?” Fay asked.

“It’s much easier to wipe cum off it,” Alice said with a grin.

A young man dressed like a farmer opened the door. “You’re here! Come in!” I had never seen the guy before, but it did not prevent him from hugging me on my way in. “Fuck, you cows look amazing! I dressed for the occasion!” he said and tipped his straw hat. “I hope to milk one of you later.”

“I’m always up for that,” I said and blew him a kiss.

The fraternity was excessively decorated with carved pumpkins, skeletons, and everything else one would expect from a Halloween-themed college party. When I first arrived at Felton College, the thought of attending a party like this one would have terrified me, but that was a long time ago. In a different life. Now, I felt nothing but excitement and lust at the prospect of spending an evening servicing horny frat boys. The three of us walked through the house, greeting the ones we knew, and though hucows were officially at the bottom of the student hierarchy, I felt appreciated. Most of the guys there had fucked me at least once, and I could tell that they wanted more of me.

But it was not the guys that made me smile.

“Oh, this party just got more fun,” Gwen said and came over. She put a finger through the ring on my collar and pulled me in for a dirty, passionate kiss. “How’s my little slave doing tonight?”

“Excited, Mistress,” I said, moaning as Gwen pushed two fingers up between my legs. Fay and Alice were already gone, and the party seemed distant while I was being fingered by Gwen.

Gwen smiled. “Your attire is delightfully slutty. You chose well.”

I smiled and nodded. I always got incredibly aroused in Gwen’s company; she knew how to dominate me, how to take control, and how to pleasure me like few others. Though we were good friends, most of the time we spent together involved me being tied up. Behind Gwen, I saw three guys strap Fay to an X-shaped cross that had been put up for the occasion. They ripped the costume off her and began drinking from her breasts. A ballgag was pushed into her mouth, and Gwen and I watched as the naked, quivering girl moaned loudly while drool hung from her gag.

Gwen laughed. “It seems Fay is having a good time.” She turned toward me. “Mind if I … take control of your evening?”

“What do you have in mind?”

She bit her lower lip. “You’ll see. The guys have set up a nice little dungeon back here.”

Gwen dragged me to the back of the giant house, where a room had been decorated to look like a medieval dungeon. I immediately felt at home. She placed me beneath a row of chains hanging from the ceiling. Gwen perused a selection of restraints on a nearby table and picked out a pair of smooth, shiny shackles before locking them onto my wrists and connecting them to the chains above, leaving me standing with my hands out to the sides and up. Several of the guys and girls walking by stopped to witness what was going on.

“This feels nice,” I said.

Gwen placed a finger on my lips. “Ssh … no talking. You’re my submissive slave, and you will behave as such.” Her voice hardened, just like it often did when she started playing the role of mistress. “I’m going to let these people grope and torment you. That is not up for debate. Are you going to be a good slave?”

I smiled. “Yes, Mistress.”

She nodded approvingly. “Good. But just in case …”

A thick rubber bit gag was pushed into my mouth and tightened behind my head. I watched helplessly as Gwen locked a pair of shackles onto my ankles over the high-heeled leather boots and attached a spreader bar to them. She took a step back and looked at me, smiling before she turned to address the small crowd that had started to gather.

“Ladies and gentlemen!” she said. Her voice pierced through the loud music. “Have fun with the lovely hucow slave!” She gestured at a nearby table filled with whips, floggers, and canes. “She has a high pain tolerance and milk to spare. Enjoy!”

I trembled at the sight of the instruments in front of me. Lust overtook my body. I felt vulnerable and exposed, but the thought of being whipped by the assembled crowd was intoxicating. This was my kind of party.

I let out a small cough when Gwen attached one of the chains in the ceiling to my collar, leaving it in a position where I was constantly choking a bit. Just the way I liked it.

“Enjoy yourself,” Gwen’s gentle voice whispered behind me. The warm breath in my ear made my stretched body shake with lust. “I know I will.”

A large leather blindfold was put over my eyes, completely blocking out even the tiniest bit of light. I felt Gwen’s soft hands unbutton my skimpy outfit, revealing both my pussy and my breasts to the crowd. I smiled when I heard their cheers, and the smile was followed by a muted moan when warm lips closed around my nipple and began drinking from me.

Those are some soft lips, I thought to myself just as Gwen landed the first whiplash on my back. I screamed into the gag. Screamed at the darkness every time the whip cracked. Just as I was starting to get a feel for the timing, another whip started hitting the breast not being sucked. I was used to Gwen torturing me, but having multiple people whipping me at once was something I had rarely experienced – it was vivid, visceral, powerful. 

There were pauses in the whippings, periods of gentle strokes and teasing caress of my nipples and skin, but the pain always returned. I could hear people chatting around me, complimenting my breast, my skin, my body, and I soaked it all up, allowing it to fuel the fire within me along with the furious lust that fed off the pain. Soft lips once again kissed and sucked my nipples just as a cane pummeled the back of my thighs, and the conflicting emotions were almost too much to bear.

The lips disappeared, replaced by nipple clamps.

“MMMPH!” I screamed as someone pulled at the clamps, but I could do nothing to prevent it.

Hands. Hands all over my body. Fingers slid inside me, but only for a bit, and the frustration mounted within me for every second.

How long had it been? I did not know. Was Gwen still there? My back, breasts, and butt were raw and sore from the continued abuse, and my body was having trouble converting the pain into pleasure now. It was overloaded and overstimulated, yet no one tended to my pussy or clit long enough for me to come. Instead, someone started whipping my pussy, a giggling young woman by the sound of it, and I screamed until I had no air left in my lungs.

Then it all stopped.

The gag was removed.

“Did you enjoy yourself, slave?” Gwen’s voice was tingling with arousal.

I nodded. “Yes, Mistress.” I pressed against my restraints, aching for her touch. “Please … please, can I come?”

“Not yet. You want something inside you?”

“Yes, so bad, Mistress.” I was just a whimpering girl enslaved to her lust. All I wanted was to come, to be fucked. “I am so horny.”

Gwen unlocked my collar from the chain and removed my blindfold. Many of the guys watching me had removed their pants, and I licked my lips as I stared at their erect cocks. Milk and drool had created a puddle on the floor beneath me. The chains holding my wrists were lowered, allowing me to bend forward, ready for them.

“I’ll warm you up,” Gwen said and let a flurry of cane strikes rain down on my exposed butt which was already sore from the previous experience. I could feel myself getting wet again from the pain, but the arousal did not prevent me from crying out and screaming furiously.

Then she stopped.

I screamed, not in pain, but from surprise, when a massive cock slowly slid inside my pussy. I squirmed in my restraints, but no part of me wanted it to stop. This was what I came for. The unknown man took his time, allowing my pussy to get used to his presence, but he soon picked up the pace and started fucking me with furious determination.

One of the other guys, a football player called Chris, who I had fucked a few times before, stepped up and grabbed hold of my hair. He pulled my head down, pressing his cock into my mouth. I felt both appreciated and worthless as cocks and fingers slid in and out of my orifices. This is my purpose. This is who I am. I felt the first of many loads being deposited inside me. Gwen impatiently pushed Chris away and lifted her dress before placing one leg on a chair next to me. She pushed my head onto my exposed pussy just as Chris moved behind me and began to fuck me violently.

Pain.

Pleasure.

Lust.

All of it exploded in a massive orgasm that threatened to break my body. I screamed into Gwen’s pussy, helpless to stop the endless fucking from continuing.

Hours later, my body was spent. I had lost count of the orgasms, and I was barely able to keep myself together. The moment Gwen released me from the chains, I collapsed to the floor, sobbing and smiling, as people cheered and applauded my performance.

Gwen hugged me and kissed my forehead. “That was fun. See you next week?”

I nodded. She helped me stand, and I joined Alice and Fay, who looked to have had similar experiences. We smiled at each other as the cum trickled from our filled, fertile pussies and prepared ourselves for the mandatory walk of shame home to our sorority. It was late, but we had a tradition after nights like these.

“Who’s up for eating ice cream and rating cocks?” Fay asked and wiped a drop of milk from her exposed nipple.

This is torture, I thought to myself in the darkness. I had not seen light for days. A tight leather hood covered all of my head except for the mouth, causing all sounds to become distant and muted. My jaw was hurting badly; the large ballgag was only removed when Suzanne came to feed me, but she did not speak. I ached for her touch, for anyone’s touch, for the sound of a voice, but she was denying me such pleasures.

I tried to move on the dirty floor of my cell, but it was difficult. A steel yoke held my arms in a fixed position on either side of my head, like a mobile pillory, and it prevented me from touching myself, from getting any sort of release from the frustration building within me. The yoke was chained to the wall and heavy steel shackles kept my feet close together. My pussy felt empty and hollow, desperate for attention. My mind was fraying at the edges, and I feared that I might be going crazy. Every day, the thought that they could keep me like this forever grew a little stronger and more present, but even so, the realization that no part of me truly objected to it was terrifying. I accepted my imprisonment. I accepted not having any say in it. It felt like the old Sara was slowly disappearing for each day I spent in darkness.

I could hear the door opening. The sound of heels. The gag was removed, but I did not dare speak. I wanted to beg her to touch me, to kiss me, but I feared I would only anger her and be left there for even longer. Soft bread touched my lips, and I ate it without hesitation.

I moaned when she milked me. I could hear the familiar sound of milk spraying into a bucket, and the relief washed over me like a flood.

Please. Touch me. Just a gentle grazing of my pussy. I felt like a wanderer in the desert, desperate for just a drop of water. I squirmed to try and reach her, but without the aid of eyesight, it was useless. I was given a modest drink of water before the gag was pushed back into my mouth.

Then the door closed again.

I woke up, covered in sweat. The same dream. Not a dream. A memory. I stared at the ceiling, wondering why I kept reliving the experiences in the Felton College dungeons. Suzanne had tormented me for weeks, but I had found great pleasure in the dark cells beneath the faculty buildings. So why does it affect me like this?

It was still dark outside. I crawled out of bed and into Alice’s on the other side of the room. I snuggled up under her covers and let out a sigh of relief when I felt her arm around me. We did not ask questions when something like this happened, every hucow needed closeness from time to time, and I soon fell into a dreamless sleep.

“Are you okay, Sara?” Suzanne asked when I walked into the room. She took off her glasses and leaned in over the desk with a concerned frown on her gorgeous face. Her breasts pressed against the wood, which only made them look even bigger. “You look a little tired.”

“I’m … fine. I think.” I nodded at the door to Professor Slate’s office. “Is he in? He texted me to come by.”

“He is, but he’s in the middle of a phone call. We’ll have to wait a bit.” Suzanne smiled at me. “Want to tell me what’s going on?”

I pulled a chair up in front of the desk and sat down with a sigh. “I’m not sure, to be honest. I keep dreaming about my time in … you know.” I pointed at the floor.

“The dungeons?” Suzanne laughed. “They’re not a secret, Sara.” The laughter stopped, and the concerned frown returned. “Was it too much? Was I too harsh?”

“No, I don’t think so.” I fiddled with the ring on my collar. “I enjoy pain. I like being restrained. I think the isolation just … messed with my head a bit.” I sighed and tried to decode the conflicting emotions within me. “When you left me hooded and shackled for days, everything was dark. I felt so helpless, so alone. Like I had no control of my life. And after a while … I kind of accepted it.”

“How did that make you feel?”

Something in Suzanne’s warm, comforting voice made me relax, and I managed a tired smile. As the professor’s assistant, she was in charge of punishing hucows and taking them away when they got pregnant, yet I always felt comfortable in her presence.

“It made me feel …” The emotion was strong, but I lacked the words to describe it. “I don’t know how to say it. It …”

“… made you feel whole.” Suzanne smiled.

“Maybe.” I rubbed my arm. “It scares me, Suzanne. I like being a hucow slave, I like being fucked by the other students, but …”

“I get it.” She got up, walked in front of the desk, and leaned against it. “Those are complicated emotions, ones I also wrestled with as well when I was your age. But just remember that any sort of decision regarding your future as a slave is still far off.”

I sat in silence for a bit before nodding. Part of me did not want to open the door to thoughts of permanent slavery, even though I was enjoying my life as a hucow slave.

The door to Slate’s office opened. “Come in. Both of you.”

We both entered Slate’s office, and he wasted no time before removing his pants and shirt. He had a wonderful body, and I could feel my worries evaporate at the sight of my master in all his glory. Suzanne and I both undressed and kneeled in front of him. Suzanne had observed my sessions with Slate a few times since I became his slave, but she had not joined us before.

Slate handed a pair of handcuffs to Suzanne. “Slave, cuff her.”

“Yes, Master,” Suzanne responded. The warm, supportive woman I had just talked to had been subdued, replaced by a true submissive. She handcuffed my hands behind my back. The touch of steel against my wrists made me feel safe, and I let out a sigh of pleasure and calm. Slate proceeded to handcuff Suzanne as well, leaving the two of us collared and cuffed on the floor.

“You two belong to me,” Slate said, placing his hands at his sides. His voice was firm and powerful, but his cock could not hide the fact that he was turned on by the sight of the two slaves at his feet. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master,” we said in unison. The reconfirmation of our submission was part of the game. I could feel a wave of affection streaming through my body as I looked up at the man who had trained me.

“Slave Suzanne, I believe slave Sara requires relief.”

Suzanne nodded. “Yes, Master.” She turned towards me and started drinking from her breast.

I let out a pleased sigh as the milk started flowing. Suzanne’s lips were gentle and soft, tickling the sensitive skin and bringing me great pleasure. Meanwhile, Slate circled the two of us, observing us, occasionally letting his fingers run through my hair or grazing my shoulder, teasing me. He blindfolded me, which only added to my enjoyment; every touch became more intense, the sound of rattling handcuff chains sounded like sweet music.

Then a paddle hit my upper back.

It was not painful and left a warm, buzzing sensation on my skin. I could hear the next whack of the paddle hitting Suzanne, but she did not stop sucking my breast. Slate kept switching between us as the hits increased in force, and I loved every second. I had endured a lot of punishment since arriving at Felton, but this was different. Slate was not punishing me; he was doing it to please me.

“Slave Sara, lie down on your back.”

I obeyed. The floor cooled the skin that still sizzled from the hits of the paddle, and the edges of the handcuffs dug into my lower back. It was not a comfortable position, but I forgot all about the discomfort when Slate pushed Suzanne’s face down between my legs. Suzanne’s warm tongue started licking my pussy, flooding my trembling body with lust. I could hear the paddle hitting Suzanne again and again, causing her to whimper, but she did not stop licking.

“You are not allowed to come unless I permit you to,” Slate whispered next to my head. His warm breath in my ear was intoxicating. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master,” I gasped, only to cry out when the paddle hit my breast a moment later. The entire experience was arousing, sensual, far from the rough and intense fuckings I received from the frat boys. I wanted Suzanne to keep licking me forever, to stay in a perpetual state of arousal.

I was close. So close. My entire body tensed up as I tried to stem the tide. “Please … Master … can I?”

“No.”

I felt Suzanne’s tongue disappear from my pussy, leaving my body thirsting for release. Slate removed the blindfold and pulled me to my feet. My cheeks were flustered, my body shaking from the denied orgasm, and my lips pouted as I met his gaze. Red marks were visible on both Suzanne and I from the paddle, but we were both ready for more. Slate unlocked our handcuffs, only to lock them on in front.

“Slave Suzanne, show her to the bedroom.”

Suzanne nodded with a wry smile. “Yes, Master.” She walked towards a door in the back of the office, one I had not been through. It opened into a small, but tastefully furnished bedroom. The king-sized bed beckoned, awaited the sexual display that was to come. Slate entered, climbed onto the bed, and laid down, resting his upper body against the headboard. Suzanne and I stood at the foot of the bed, looking at our master in anticipation.

“I want my cock sucked,” Professor Slate commanded with a smile. He was in a playful mood. “You can take turns, but there is to be a mouth on it at all times. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Master.”

“The one not sucking cock is free to … explore.”

Suzanne nodded at me, and I climbed onto the bed, licking my lips. They soon closed around my master’s cock, soaking it in saliva.

“Take it slow, slave,” he said. “I want to savor this.”

I slowed down, using my cuffed hands to fondle Slate’s testicles. While I was occupied, Suzanne climbed onto the bed and passionately kissed Slate. The kisses were intense and playful, often ending with her biting his lip. Suzanne presented her breast to Professor Slate, allowing him to sample her sweet milk. It was all incredibly intimate, and I started realizing what I was missing out on; all the sex I had was for breeding. This was about pleasure.

“Please her,” he whispered to Suzanne after breastfeeding.

“Yes, Master. It’ll be my pleasure.”

Suzanne crawled down behind me, her movement reminiscent of a prowling tiger. A surprised moan escaped me as Suzanne inserted three fingers into my pussy and started fingering me. The sound of Suzanne’s handcuff chain could be heard, creating a beautiful soundtrack along with my moaning and the slobbering sound of the blowjob.

The two of us switched shortly after, and Suzanne looked Slate in the eye as he ejaculated inside her mouth; she swallowed it with a smile while I licked her pussy with enthusiasm. But Slate was not done, not yet. He got out of bed, leaving Suzanne and I to explore each other’s bodies, and he returned with two lengths of chain, two ballgags, and a strapon. He locked the chains to each of our collars, and we immediately started pulling the other’s chain while giggling.

This is fun, I thought and smiled. It was sensual and playful, but there was never any doubt about who was in control. It reminded me a bit of my sessions with Gwen, but Slate was an experienced dominant and it showed. He handed the strapon to Suzanne and helped her tighten the buckles before gagging us both.

It did not take long before the bed was a mess of bodies, drool, and milk. Slate and Suzanne took turns fucking me. I was moaning loudly into my gag, sending long strands of drool onto the sheets. When Slate was not inside me, he was pummeling Suzanne, ramming her with hard, powerful thrusts. There were no breaks, no downtime between the loud, neighbor-disturbing orgasms that caused our gorgeous bodies to tremble with delight. Red marks were visible on my wrists from the struggle, and my eyes rolled back in my head from pure, unfiltered lust when my collar chain was pulled, choking me.

Slate looked like a god as he conducted the chaos, moving bodies, spanking butts, squeezing breasts until streams of milk shot through the room. He brought both Suzanne and I to one climax after the other, but he made sure to never come inside me. His loads were reserved for Suzanne.

When we finally crumpled together on the bed, we were all exhausted, struggling to catch our breaths. Slate removed the gags, but he left the handcuffs on, and for a few beautiful minutes, I got to lay next to my master and feel the warmth of his body.

I think I want this. Always.

But my moment of happiness was interrupted when Professor Slate’s phone rang. He left the bed, leaving me and Suzanne in each other’s company.

“You did well,” she said and adjusted her handcuffs. A few drops of milk ran down her massive breasts, and a content smile brightened her lips. “And I could tell that you were enjoying yourself.”

“I was.” I could hear the professor raise his voice. “What do you think that is about?”

“If he’s aggravated like that, it’s probably the Dean.” Suzanne looked at me. “Your stellar exam scores have probably caught his attention.”

Professor Slate walked in just as Suzanne had finished the sentence. “Exactly. The bastard has demanded that I send Sara over and told me, that he’ll be taking her as her slave.” He hid his glorious cock away behind a pair of pants.

“Wait … what? He can just do that?” A knot formed in my stomach. I had only met the Dean a few times, but seeing how he had ordered me to spend a month in a dungeon being tortured by Suzanne, he was not on the top of my list of desired masters. Even if I had enjoyed my time in the darkness quite a bit.

“He can and he did.” Slate pulled the keys to the handcuffs from his pocket and threw them to Suzanne, who deftly uncuffed herself before unlocking my restraints. “You’re still allowed to be fucked and dominated by others, but he takes priority at all times. And he can be quite cruel.”

I massaged the marks on my wrists and pulled my knees toward my aching breasts. Suzanne put an arm around me and kissed me on the cheek. “You’ll be fine, sweetie. I’m sure you’ll enjoy yourself.”

I nodded but did not answer. It was not the thought of submitting to the Dean that made me nervous, nor was it fear of his cruelty. It was the thought that I might enjoy it and what that meant. Besides, I was already struggling to keep up with my studies while juggling my relationships with Gwen, Professor Slate, and the countless male college students wanting my services.

The Dean’s office was in the same building as Slate’s, but there was something different about the whole mood as I neared the large door leading to it. The paintings of old college leaders stared at me from the walls, and the sound of my high heels on the hard floors and the ringing of my collar’s O-ring created a powerful rhythm along with my pounding heart. My mouth was dry and no matter how many times I swallowed, the lump in my throat refused to get past my collar. I was spent from the session with Slate and Suzanne, and my skin was still warm from his paddle.

I checked my watch. “Fuck. I’m going to miss my class,” I mumbled to myself and sighed before knocking on the door. I could hear chains rattling on the other side, and I was taken aback when a young, beautiful woman opened the door. Her long black hair reached her shoulders and the visible veins on her engorged breasts told me that she was due for a milking. She was completely naked save for a chastity belt and a full set of very heavy shackles on her wrists and ankles similar to the ones I wore during my stay in the dungeon.

“Yes?” she said with a tired smile.

“Ehm … the Dean called for me?”

“Oh, of course! You must be Sara, come in.” The woman hobbled toward a desk in the corner of the large room. It reminded me of Professor Slate’s front office, but it was much larger and more opulent. Dozens of framed newspaper articles raining praise on Felton and its leadership filled the walls, but I could not take my eyes off the woman for long enough to read them. The chains connecting her shackles clattered loudly while she typed on her computer, and she occasionally shifted in her seat, likely due to the scary chastity belt. She did not have the same secretive, content smile that Suzanne always wore, and when the intercom buzzed a moment later, she jumped in her seat.

“Y… yes, Dean Rathford?”

“I’m done with my phone call. Has the hucow slave arrived?”

“She has. Should I send her in?”

“In a few minutes.” The Dean’s voice took on a more serious tone through the intercom. “I noticed a few typos in the mail draft I asked you to do …”

The shackled woman became pale. “I … I’m so sorry, I’ll … AAAAAH!” She screamed and convulsed in pain for a brief moment. The intercom went silent. Her body still shook when she looked up and met my terrified gaze. “Sorry you had to see that …” she said with a pained smile. “The chastity belt keeps a massive steel dildo in place inside my pussy. The Dean can use it to give me electric shocks remotely to … keep me in line.”

“That’s … horrible!” I said, trying to ignore the growing moistness in my panties. Spending my days naked and shackled with a plug in my pussy sounded frighteningly alluring to me.

The girl nodded. “I should’ve known what I signed up for, I guess.” She rattled her chains. “This just seemed so … easy compared to going out there and getting a job with my degree. I still have another three years on my contract.” She gestured at the door. “You’d better go in there. I hope you like pain, Sara.”

My heart was pounding in my chest when I entered the Dean’s office. I looked around to check for any instruments of torture or pain like in the Professor’s office, but I saw none. All I saw was expensive, comfortable furniture, bookcases made from dark wood, and the largest mahogany desk I had ever seen. The whole room oozed power and pride, with a huge Felton College crest adorning the wall behind the dean himself.

“Welcome, Sara,” he said. His eyes observed my every movement as I stepped toward his desk. My mind was a mess of protocols and teachings from my classes with Professor Slate, but in the end, I just acted on my gut feeling and knelt in front of the Dean.

“Thank you, Master Rathford,” I said and gently set my bag and purse down next to me before placing my hands behind my head. I arched my back slightly and pushed forth my generous bosom. “How may I serve you?”

“I do like a submissive hucow that knows her place,” he said with a grin and got up from his leather-bound desk chair. He opened a drawer and pulled out a chain and a padlock. “I figured it was time that you and I got acquainted. I like to sample the hucows that do well on their exams.” He stood behind me, and a shiver ran down my spine when I felt the cold chain on my bare shoulder. “You’ve already met my administrative assistant, Kathy. She is doing fine, but she doesn’t have … stamina. I might just leave her in the dungeons under the building until her contract runs out. A shame that I cannot replace her with you.” He locked the chain to my collar and pulled me to my feet. His hands groped my breasts which were only covered by a thin, sleeveless top. “Young. Firm. Horny. I’d love to lock a chastity belt onto you, but the terms of your stay here prevent it.”

I could not help but feel a little relieved. Though the thought of having the constant presence of a plug within me was exhilarating, I was not sure I could live without all the sex. The Dean frightened me, but his touch was effective, and his powerful presence alone turned me on. He pulled me toward the desk and locked the other end of the chain to an anchor point on the side of the large desk.

“First, I want you to strip for me, slave,” the Dean said and sat down in his chair. “Leave those high-heeled boots on.”

“Yes, Master.”

“Oh, and no more talking unless I ask you a direct question. I prefer my slaves silent,” the Dean said with a smile. “Unless they’re screaming, of course.”

Despite all I had experienced and endured, I felt oddly exposed and vulnerable as I undressed in front of the handsome, gray-haired man. It was as if his eyes pierced my soul while I slowly rolled the thin top up to expose my massive breasts. They swayed seductively when I bent over to pull the short, black skirt down, followed by my panties. Only the collar remained.

An awkward silence descended, only broken by the heavy chain that made noise whenever I moved. I folded my hands behind my back and stared into the distance while the Dean swallowed me with his eyes. I could hear the distant sound of students chatting in the gardens outside the large windows, but it seemed far away – a different world from the one I currently inhabited.

“I have some work to do,” the Dean said. “And I want you to stand perfectly still while I do it unless I order you to do otherwise.” He opened a drawer in his desk and handed me a pair of hinged handcuffs and a bit gag. “Put these on. Handcuffs in front.”

It all felt off. I had expected to be hung from the ceiling and whipped, not to be used as human decoration. I put the rubber bit in my mouth and tightened the strap. Being gagged always made me feel more submissive, and the feeling intensified when the steel locked shut around my wrists.

I stood there for at least half an hour, staring straight ahead and trying to remain still so I did not interrupt the Dean’s work. I did my best to keep the drool from escaping my mouth, but it was almost impossible, and a small pool had started to gather on the floor. My breasts were hurting, I was aching to be milked, but I did not dare say anything.

The intercom buzzed.

“Dean Rathford?” Kathy’s voice said. “The Governor is here.”

The what?

“Please, send her in.” The Dean got up from behind the table to greet the elegant woman I had only ever seen on the news. She wore an expensive red dress, and despite the hint of gray in her black, long hair she looked young and energetic. “Governor Hill, so nice of you to drop by.”

“My pleasure,” the Governor said with a smile. Her eyes were immediately drawn toward me. “I always have time for a generous donor.”

The Dean directed the woman to sit in front of the desk. “Can I offer you a revitalizing drink?” He nodded toward me. “Fresh from the udder?”

The woman hesitated for a moment before nodding. “Sure, why not? Might as well.”

The Dean found two crystal glasses in a nearby cupboard and placed them on the desk in front of me. He gestured for me to lean forward, and as soon as I had done so, he began milking me into the glasses. His hands were soft and it was obvious that he had milked many hucows; he was efficient and not too rough, and the relief washed over me, followed by a hint of lust. It surprised me how much I enjoyed being objectified like this, and the Governor’s curious glances only made it hotter. I watched as the two powerful people drank my breastmilk and started discussing campaign donations and legislation.

“It’s a beautiful slave you have there,” the Governor said after a while.

“I haven’t had a chance to test her properly yet, but she’s doing well so far,” the Dean said. “You’re always welcome to take Kathy, my assistant, to the dungeon if you want to let off some steam, Governor.”

“I appreciate the offer. I enjoyed it last time.” The Governor got up and walked over to me. I could smell the lavender perfume when she stood behind me and let her slender fingers run across my breasts. “When you graduate, you should consider looking me up,” she whispered in my ear. “A Felton graduate is always welcome on my campaign staff. Especially one that I can keep on a literal short leash.”

My entire body trembled. For a short moment, all I wanted was for this woman to control and own me. It faded the moment she left the room, but her power was mesmerizing. I was still staring at the door after she had closed it behind her and did not even notice that the Dean had removed his pants.

“I have an important phone call to make,” he said. “While I do it, you’re going to suck my cuck and ride it. When I’m close, I’m going to push you off. That’s your cue to make me come in your face.”

Simple instructions. I liked it. Just like the Professor, the Dean had to adhere to the rules stating that only the male students of Felton were allowed to ejaculate inside hucow slaves, but that did not mean that I could not find enjoyment in this. And so far, there had been no pain. I knelt in front of the Dean; the chain to my collar tightened, and I choked slightly as I opened my mouth and took his large cock in my mouth. While he picked up the phone and called a member of the board, I let my tongue slide up and down the sensitive, soft skin, feeling him harden and grow every time I traveled up and down his shaft. My cuffed hands aided my experienced tongue and lips, massaging his balls and perineum. It all made me feel like a true slave, a submissive with no other purpose than to serve, and every reluctant moan that escaped the Dean’s lips was a victory.

I kissed the tip of his cock before standing up and turning my back to the Dean.

“No, Ms. Scranton, I just … stubbed my toe,” the Dean said after groaning loudly as I lowered myself onto his hard, saliva-lubed cock. He filled me, stretched me, and I struggled to keep my own moans inside as I rode him. A long strand of drool hung from my gag, and the restriction offered by my tight handcuffs pushed me even deeper into a state of pure submission.

I was collared to a desk. Choking.

Riding the dean of Felton College.

While being handcuffed and gagged.

I do love college.

I could feel the Dean tense up. He was close. I looked back at him and received a nod. As ordered, I slid off his cock and felt a tinge of sadness that he was not going to be inside me anymore before I got back on my knees and used my hands to finish him off. He managed to finish his call and hang up mere seconds before blowing his load on my face. Long strands of cum landed in my hair and on my face, but it was nothing I had not experienced at the countless frat parties I had endured. I stayed there, waiting for my next order. If this is what it means to submit to the dean, I’ll have a great time.

But it was not to last.

The Dean got up and put his pants back on. “That was … pleasant.” His face darkened. “But I have … other needs as well.”

Fuck.

The Dean did not need a horror cabinet of medieval torture instruments. He did not need a large dungeon. He made do with what he had. All he needed to do was to move his laptop.

This is pretty intense. I tried to move, but I could not. The Dean had used rope to tie my limbs to the four corners of his massive desk, and a hard cushion from the couch in the corner propped up my lower body. The gag was still firmly in place, and I could do nothing but wait.

“Such a gorgeous body,” he said and let his fingers run along my naked, shivering body. I was completely at his mercy, and it was making me wet. But to my surprise, he was fully dressed in his suit pants, white shirt, and tie. He rolled up his sleeves and smiled. “My job is a stressful one, little slave. Fucking hucows only get me so far.” He grabbed hold of one of my nipples and twisted it, causing me to groan. “But causing a slave pain … I can live off that for days. Kathy can take a lot, but she does need to work as well. And recover.”

He closed his lips around my nipple and bit it. Hard. The milk began to flow, accompanied by intense pain. I pulled at the ropes holding me, but the Dean knew how to tie a knot. He added insult to injury when he pulled the chain still connected to my collar until I was constantly choking before attaching it to something to leave it like that. He then proceeded to feed from the other breast.

It was madly intense. Every touch from his cunning hands was like an explosion. He groped my breasts while the milk flowed into him, often twisting the nipples until I screamed. It was a potent mix of pleasure and pain, one that fed the lust ravaging my body.

“Sweet nectar …” he mumbled and wiped his chin. He looked me in the eye while he removed his belt. He folded it in half and squeezed the leather until it creaked. I knew what was coming, and my heart started racing. My skin was taut, ready to be punished, and I was helpless to do anything about it.

He wanted me to scream. There was no need to try to be stoic about it.

The first lash hit the sole of my right foot. It was a stinging, sudden jolt of pain, not like being hit with a flogger. He gave me no pause before he moved on to the other foot, then the shins. The edge of the expensive leather belt cut into my skin, but I could not look down to see if it drew blood. The first few hits caused me to whimper, but it was not enough for the Dean, and he hit me harder and harder as he moved up my legs.

A perfect hit landed on my inner thigh, close to my quivering pussy. I screamed into my gag and had no time to recover before the belt kissed my labia. The pain was like an explosion that reverberated through my entire body, and spurred on by my increasingly desperate screams of pain, the Dean stayed kept pummeling my pussy for a bit before moving on. The hard hits to my abdomen were more bearable, but as soon as the belt reached my breasts, I could not stop screaming. It was the most brutal whipping I had ever experienced, and the pain was blinding. Visceral. Violent.

Intoxicating.

The Dean paused to catch his breath. “Now … that … is arousing.”

My skin was burning, and I was surprised to find that I was turned on. I had always avoided pain, but now I was seeking it out. Tears streamed from my eyes, and I was nothing but a whimpering mess, but part of me wanted more.

“I love seeing a hucow scream in pain,” he said, unable to hide the arousal in his voice. “And I love watching her being fucked until she begs for it all to stop.” He pressed a button on the intercom. “Send them in, Kathy.”

Send who in?

The door opened. I turned my head as much as the collar would allow and saw five young men step in with confident grins on their handsome faces. I had seen them before, but they had usually stuck to fucking the older hucows. These were some of the most affluent and coveted students at Felton, sons of powerful, influential men.

“Business as usual, Dean Rathford?” one of the young men said and began to undress.

“Exactly, Gregory.” The Dean sat down in his chair and smiled.

Soon, they were all naked, slowly stroking their cocks with one hand and holding their leather belts in the other. Two of them began to feed from my breasts, sucking hard at my tormented tits while the other three pummeled the rest of my body with their belts. I screamed louder than ever until I had no voice left, and the moment the whipping stopped, one of them crawled onto the desk. He was ripped and hard. His entrance was glorious and violent, and his friends did not stop drinking while he pounded my helpless pussy. He was massive and energetic, and the thrusts were deep and thorough. One of the guys playfully began to pull at my already taut collar chain, causing me to gasp for air, and it made the cock inside me feel even more electric. Belts still hit my legs and arms, and it did not take long before the virile young man on top of me deposited his immense load deep inside me. Cum filled me, and he stayed inside for a bit as a show of force before allowing one of the others to take his place.

Again and again, I was fucked, whipped, and milked. I came several times, and in the end, the experience was more pain than pleasure. I cried and screamed, thrashing against my restraints while large, hard cocks tortured my pussy and the last few drops of milk were wrung from my burning breasts. When the last guy crawled off me, cum oozed from my pussy, and I could only offer exhausted whimpers when they finished off with one last thrashing of the belts.

Had I reached my limit? I was not even sure, everything was a blur. My body was shaken, overloaded by the orgasms, the pain, and the fucking. The five guys finished, got dressed and left while high-fiving each other. When the door closed behind them, the Dean got up and looked down at me.

“Not bad,” he said. He put on his jacket and checked his watch. “I’ve got to get to a dinner. I’ll write you when I need your services again.”

Then he left.

“Mmmh?” A tired whimper was all I could manage. I tested my ropes once again, but I was trapped, and the collar still pressed hard on my neck. I heard the door open and the familiar sound of chains.

“Wow,” Kathy said and whistled when she appeared above me. “They did not hold back.” She unlocked my collar from the chain and began to untie my hands. “I’ve tried this countless times. It’s rough. But judging by the Dean’s mood, you did well.”

I sat up on the desk and removed the gag. “Thanks, Kathy.” I looked at the red lines on my body. “Those will take a few days to disappear.”

It was like I was walking in a haze in the days following my experience in the Dean’s office. Every part of my body was sore, my pussy was raw, but I felt invigorated and … happy. I’m a slave. I never want to be anything else. The thought lingered for days, but it was not the only change brought on by the brutal encounter.

***

All the sorority sisters stared at me with a mix of sympathy and worry, reflecting the conflict within me. I was excited and relieved that it had finally worked and that I was going to fulfill my purpose, but I was also scared and sad that I had to leave my wonderful life behind, even if it was only temporary. The guards stripped me naked and locked the heavy shackles onto my wrists and ankles before they escorted me out into the waiting van. I was the only one going this time, and I had no idea what to expect. My heart was racing as the door closed behind me, leaving me in darkness.

The shackles weighed heavily on my ankles as Suzanne led me down a dark corridor in a dungeon different from the one I had spent time in before.

“How are you feeling?” Suzanne asked.

“Nauseous. Hungry. Tired.” I looked at the shackles on my wrists. “Scared.”

She laughed. “Sounds about right.”

“What is this place?” I stared at the old, empty cells we walked past.

“Yet another dungeon. The administration wants pregnant hucows to be under constant supervision and control. Your life will not be your own for the next 7 months or so, Sara.” She stopped in front of a cell and unlocked the steel-barred door. “This is your new home. Get in.”

I nervously walked inside and stared at the depressing surroundings. There was a proper bed, which was a vast improvement on the first cell I had been put in, and a normal toilet, but there were no windows or luxuries.

Suzanne locked my collar to a chain connected to an anchor point on the wall and smiled at me. “You’ll be well taken care of, all things considered. There’ll be plenty to eat, you’ll be locked to a treadmill for an hour a day, and there’ll be a doctor here to keep an eye on you regularly. There’s a bucket under the bed you can milk yourself into.”

I sat down on the bed and tried to comprehend it all. “I … It feels weird, Suzanne. I had gotten used to … you know … being fucked and whipped.”

“Oh, you’ll still be whipped.” Suzanne smiled. “And fucked.” She stepped out of the cell and closed the door. “You’re now a pregnant hucow slave, Sara. Congratulations.”

I listened to the sound of her heels disappearing, leaving me alone in the darkness.

I smiled. I’m a pregnant hucow slave. I laid down on the bed and began tracing the outside of my pussy with my fingers, feeling the cold steel against my skin. This is what I am. And I’ll be a slave for the rest of my life.

THE END
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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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