
        
            
                
            
        

    
ENSLAVED TEACHER – THE HAREM OF FERTILE HUCOWS 3

©2023 Ulrika Udderson

All rights reserved

Published: Ulrika Udderson 2023

Cover by Ulrika Udderson - Model 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.


Make to read the first stories about Mr. James’ fertile hucows

[image: ]


[image: ]

She had been with her husband long enough to recognize the signals. Brian was not a subtle man. He had hugged her several times since they both came home from work, he avoided eye contact, and his hand grazed her butt every time he walked past her. He had either done something horrible, but was too afraid to say it, or he was trying to initiate sex in his own, awkward manner.

Possibly both, Maya thought as he gently pushed her platinum blonde hair aside to kiss her neck. She had had a rough day; despite the low fertility rates, school funding had been slashed for years on end, and teaching eighth grade in the ghetto was an exercise in frustration and heartbreak. Maya wanted nothing more than to finish grading her papers and collapse on the couch, but Brian had other ideas.

“You smell nice, babe,” he whispered.

She smiled. “Thanks.” She welcomed the affection, and she had to admit that his soft touch was nice. “I had a rough day.”

Brian ignored the implication and moved his hand clumsily down between her legs. “I can help take your mind off it.”

Maya sighed. “Fine.”

He pulled her into the bedroom, and the two undressed quickly.

Brian stared at her with a goofy smile. “Damn … that body. It gets me every time."

Maya glanced at the full-length mirror on the wall. She took care of herself, unlike Brian, and the toned, tanned body with sensual curves was a source of pride to her. He looked a little pudgy and flushed in comparison, but he had a kind heart, even if it was packed inside a sloppy, unambitious package.

“Why don’t we try something new tonight?” he said and grabbed one of his ties off the floor where most of his clothes lay.

“Tonight? Really?” Maya crossed her arms and nodded at the tie. “You want to tie me up?”

He nodded. “Come on, babe. It’ll be fun.”

I guess it means I can just lie there, she thought and put her hands together in front of her with a forced smile. She had fantasized about bondage for years, but barely a flicker of desire ignited within her as she watched Brian clumsily tie her hands together before helping her onto the bed. He used another tie to fix her to the bed frame.

“You look so good,” he said as he spread her legs and started licking her inner thigh, but within moments, his slubbering tongue was on her pussy.

He certainly tries. In his own way. Maya flinched and frowned as Brian attacked her genitals, and she considered faking a few moans to encourage him, but she was too tired. She moved her focus onto her tied hands, tried to struggle against them to embrace the feeling of helplessness that often snuck into her fantasies, but to her disappointment, she quickly discovered that she could slide her hands out without much effort. Of course. She let out a huge sigh that Brian interpreted as a signal to move on, and he soon laid on top of her, directing his erect cock inside her. The ample saliva helped it along, and though it was not unpleasant, Maya struggled to absorb any form of satisfaction from the whole experience.

Another disappointment. Story of my life. The bed creaked as he thrust into her, and his groans mixed with the sound of cars from the streets below. Maya was not unhappy, not truly; they had a decent apartment at the edge of the ghetto, and they scraped by alright, but there was no sign that anything would ever change. Her life felt gray and uninteresting, an endless slog that would not end until she died a gray death of old age, likely on a gray day. She was only twenty-five, yet it felt like her life was already over.

As was the sex.

“Hnnnnngh …”

She felt his warm cum inside her as he collapsed on top of her, spent and finished. He sounded out of breath, though she had no idea why. Though she knew that Brian, like many of his generation, was practically sterile, there was always a tinge of both hope and fear accompanying the feeling of his pitiful seed inside her. A kid would certainly liven up her day, but there was no real future to be had in the ghetto.

“That was fun,” he said with a smile and wiped a hair from her face. He kissed her. “Want me to untie you?”

Maya decided not to emasculate him and nodded. “Yes. I don’t want to be here all night.”

He removed the bonds and pulled the covers over the two. He hugged her and rested his bearded face on her chest.

Still affectionate. He did something bad. A knot formed in Maya’s stomach. “What’d you do, Brian?”

“What?”

“I asked you a question.” Maya clenched her jaw.

He chuckled nervously. “You know me too well. I … I sort of made a … a bad deal.”

“For the company?”

“For us.”

Maya pulled away from Brian and looked at him with a frown. “How bad?”

“First of all, it was a sure thing, babe.” His face reddened, and he suddenly looked like a teenager trying to tell his dad that he broke the car. “It would’ve taken us away from here, to one of the nice suburbs, but …”

Maya’s eyes shot lightning. “You threw away the few savings we had?”

“Well, no …” Brian scratched his neck. “Yes. And … more.”

“More?”

“We … we might have to find a cheaper place.”

“Brian!” Maya got up from the bed and started pacing back and forth next to the bed. The streetlights snuck in through the window and illuminated her gorgeous body, but her enticing reflection was the last thing on her mind. “How could you?”

He got up and walked toward her, but she stepped back. “There’s a solution, babe! There’s a way out … I heard of this rich guy from one of the compounds outside the city, like … really rich. Mr. James, I think he was called. He pays women to … you know … the fertility rates, he wants an heir, something about …”

Maya paused and stared at the miserable man in front of her. The flabby body, the flaccid cock dangling between his legs, the frantic curls dancing on his head. She felt nothing but disgust and anger. “You want to sell me to be bred by some rich fucker?”

“It’s not permanent! It’s a four-year contract, it can solve all our problems!”

Brian shrunk as the furious Maya pointed an accusing finger at him. “No! It’ll solve your problems! I’m done.”

“What do you mean?”

“Goodbye, Brian.” Maya sighed and started crying. She put on a T-shirt and shorts and stormed toward the front door. “I’ll be at my sister’s. Get my stuff packed up. I’ll come to get it tomorrow.”

Maya sat at the table in her sister’s tiny apartment and stared at the computer screen. At first, she had felt oddly liberated by leaving Brian, but as the weeks passed, her troubles increased in scope. As it turned out, the documents Maya had signed a few months earlier thinking it was part of their move to a new insurance company had been a document making her partly liable for Brian’s misadventures. Her meager teacher’s salary was nowhere near enough to get her out of trouble; she had cried, yelled, and screamed, both at her sister and Brian, but it did not solve her problem.

She had nowhere to live.

She had no money.

She either had to find a huge source of income, or they would take her away to one of the cruel debt camps in the unlivable zone, where she would likely work herself to death before she ever repaid what she owed.

“I’m sorry, Maya.” She felt a warm hand on her shoulder. Her sister sat down next to her and sighed. “Do you want me to go over and castrate that fucker for what he did to you?”

Maya smiled. “You’re not that type of person, sis.”

“I could be.” Her sister rested her head on Maya’s shoulder. “What are you going to do? I won’t let you go to a debt camp.”

“You’re barely scraping by yourself.” Maya nodded at the computer screen. “There’s another option.”

“Who the fuck is this ‘Mr. James’?”

Maya could feel her heart pounding in her chest as she stepped into the luxurious office lobby. She had never had any reason to be in this part of the city; she rarely traveled outside of the ghetto, and she rarely had reason to. The space was grand and imposing with high ceilings and marble floors, and every person that walked past her made her feel clumsy and misplaced. The walls were adorned with contemporary artwork and the reception desk was manned by an impeccably dressed receptionist. As Maya approached the desk, she looked down at her simple, red dress. Her outfit, although professional, suddenly seemed inadequate in comparison to the opulent surroundings. The receptionist, however, greeted her warmly and asked for her name.

“Maya Hanson,” she said, her voice trembling slightly.

“Welcome, Maya,” the receptionist said. She typed Maya’s name into the computer. The smile dimmed. “Ah, there you are. Here to sign some papers. Follow me, please.”

Her sister’s warnings and protests echoed in Maya’s head as she followed the elegant receptionist. She felt like everyone was staring at her as if they knew why she was there.

“You … you know why I’m here?” Maya asked as the elevator doors closed.

“Of course. You’re not the first one to come in here with that terrified look in your eyes.”

Maya sighed. “I hope I’m doing the right thing.”

“The right thing?” The woman looked at her over the edge of her black-rimmed glasses. She was a beautiful woman, but there was deep sorrow in her eyes. “I’m convinced you’re here because you have no other option.”

Maya forced a smile. “It’s only four years, right?”

“Indeed.” The woman tried patting Maya reassuringly on the shoulder, but it came off awkward. “If you do well, Mr. James might offer you a job as a receptionist when your contract expires.”

Before Maya had a chance to ask what the woman was referring to, the elevator doors opened.

“First office on your left. Good luck.”

***

It had been a few weeks since she had signed the next four years of her life away in a corner office overlooking the most expensive part of the city. A smiling man had put her contract inside a leather portfolio, and within minutes, she had found herself handcuffed in the back of a black SUV. It had been a cruel awakening, a brutal introduction into her new life, but to Maya’s surprise, being injected with hormones and left in a cold cell had brought with it an odd sense of calm. After all, it had been her own choice. She had taken control of her life, even if she was now a slave. Four years as Mr. James’ plaything was better than the debt camps, and when it was all over, she would have plenty of money left over after paying her debt to move away and start a new, better life.

At least Brian isn’t here, Maya thought to herself and smiled as her hands absentmindedly massaged her sore breasts. The hormones had taken hold, and the strain she felt as the milk pressed on to get out was uncomfortable. She had tried milking herself, but it did not come naturally to her. The few drops that managed to get out were quickly absorbed by the layer of dirt on the stone floor. A thin mattress and the toilet bucket were all she had, but the food was surprisingly decent and plentiful. Maya did not mind her own company, but she ached to get out and stretch her legs.

She sat for hours, staring into thin air. She knew there were other women there, she could hear their voices in the distance, hear their hobbled steps as they walked past her cell, accompanied by the sound of rattling chains. Maya wondered if Brian had managed to borrow money to escape his commitments, or if he was already on his way to one of the dreaded camps. The thought brought a smile to her face, a sliver of solace in her new, bleak existence.

Maya was torn from a hazy daydream by the sound of the thick steel door unlocking. She sat up against the wall and rubbed her eyes.

“Maya?”

She looked up at Vivian, the doctor who had examined Maya when she had first arrived. Being strapped to the gynecology chair was not a happy memory, but after weeks of no human interaction except for the grunting guard delivering her food and emptying her bucket, Maya could not help but smile as she saw the elegant, auburn-haired woman.

“How are you doing?” The doctor’s voice was kind, but there was no trace of sympathy.

Maya paused. It was an odd question. “I … alright, I guess? You know … considering I’ve been sitting alone in this cold cell for weeks, naked and chained to a wall.” Maya grabbed hold of the thick chain that connected her wide steel collar to the wall. She had tried to get used to the tight collar, but it was a constant presence. It was harder for her to breathe and eat, and it felt like her skin was raw underneath.

“I see.” Vivian nodded but did not comment on the implied accusations levied by Maya. “The staff has been a bit busy lately, that is why you’re still in isolation.” She knelt in front of Maya and inspected her breasts. The gentle touch sent a pleasant shiver through Maya. “Looks like you’re ready to be milked and bred. Perfect. Mr. James has plans for you.”

Maya had not met her mysterious master. She had no illusions about why she was there; she was a slave, a human breeding pod, and though the thought of being fucked by a stranger scared her, she wanted to rip off the band-aid. “He … he does?”

Vivian nodded. “He’s going for a trip on his yacht for a few weeks. Your ovulation fits within the window, so he’ll be taking you and one other girl along with him.” She smiled when she saw Maya’s puzzled expression. “I assume you’ve never been on a yacht before?”

Maya shook her head.

“It’s very luxurious, but don’t expect it to be a holiday for you.” Vivian stood up and checked her expensive-looking silver watch. “A guard will come to get you shortly to transfer you to a stall where you’ll be milked.” Her nose wrinkled. “After you’ve had a shower.”

The collar stayed on, but Maya still felt rejuvenated after the warm shower. Weeks of dirt and grime had been washed off, and for a moment, Maya felt human again.

“Are you done?” the guard asked. He had been sitting on a chair in the corner of the shower room reading Atlas Shrugged.

Maya nodded and dried herself. She looked at herself in the nearby mirror. Her long, golden hair framed her oblong face and full lips. Her blue eyes shimmered in the sunlight peeking in through the steel barred window.

Fuck, my boobs are huge now. They were round and firm, bursting with milk, and they looked impressive on her slender frame. Brian would have loved them. She kept staring at them as the guard clicked the hinged handcuffs onto her wrists behind her back. The cold steel made her shiver, and a hint of a smile appeared in the corner of her mouth. This was nothing like Brian’s awkward attempt at tying her up. She tested the cuffs as the guard escorted her past half a dozen steel-barred stalls. They hugged her wrist tightly with no hope of escape.

The entire setup was messed up. A billionaire paying women to sign over their freedom to become part of his hucow breeding farm. They were all here of their own volition; why did she need to be collared? Cuffed? Locked in a cell?

Is it just a power thing?

The guard stopped outside a stall and opened the door, pushing Maya inside.

And why am I not more upset about being treated this way?

The stall was only slightly bigger than the cell she had grown accustomed to, but there was light, a little more space … and company. A young girl looked up at Maya from her spot on the floor with a tired smile. Cute, wavy blonde hair rested on her shoulders, and she wore her steel collar, steel shackles, and ankle restraints with relaxed grace. The guard locked the chain to Maya’s collar to the wall next to the girl and unlocked her handcuffs before leaving, slamming the door shut behind him.

The girl patted the thin mat next to her. “Come. Sit. There’s not much else to do here.” She reached out her hand. The seamless, thick steel glistened like a bold silver bracelet on her wrist. “I’m Amber.”

Maya shook her hand and sat down. “Maya.”

“You just got here, Maya?” Amber cocked her head. “I haven’t seen you around. Then again, I spend most of my time in here when I’m not … you know … serving my purpose.”

Maya shook her head. “I’ve been here …” A crease appeared between her eyebrows. “I think it has been three weeks. I’ve been in a cell the whole time.”

“Three weeks in isolation? You poor thing.” Amber placed her hand on Maya’s and squeezed it. “They usually reserve that for when people misbehave. I’m sorry you had to go through that.”

Maya shrugged. “It was not too bad. Now I hear I get to go on a luxury cruise,” she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

“Ah, so you’re my plus one.” Amber smiled. “I hear Mr. James takes these trips from time to time, but I’ve never been on one before.”

“How … how is he?”

Amber let go of Maya’s hand and stared into the middle distance for a while. “He’s … cold. Distanced. Cruel.” Amber swallowed a lump and sighed. “I’ve been here for months, and I’m still getting used to all … this.” She rattled her shackles. “But the sessions with Mr. James are only for a week a month, the rest of the time it gets a little boring here.” She looked at Maya. “Did you read the contract?”

Maya nodded. “Yeah.”

“So you know what happens after a year?”

Maya nodded again. An unpleasant shiver trickled down her spine.

Amber chuckled. “Good. I didn’t. Fingers crossed I won’t have to see for myself.”

The sound of squeaky wheels could be heard outside the cell. Amber got up with a sigh. “Time to be milked, Maya. It looks like you could use it.”

Maya stared in disbelief at the crude machine being wheeled into the stall. The guard slammed the door behind him, leaving the machine behind. Transparent rubber hoses were connected to a large steel cylinder, and a constant whirring made Maya uneasy. Amber moved the chain to her collar to allow her huge breasts access to the machine.

“I’ll go first. It’s not too complicated.”

Maya stared as the teenager attached the vacuum tubes to her breasts with a muted groan before pressing a button. The machine started roaring louder, and the tubes were filled with milk. Occasionally, Amber winced as if in pain, but she stayed calm and made sure to send Maya a reassuring smile.

She’s just a kid, Maya thought with a shudder.

When it was Maya’s turn, Amber helped her get the tubes in place. It was an odd, unfamiliar sensation as the tubes started sucking the milk from her tender breasts. Maya could deal with being collared and locked up, but something in her objected to being milked. It was humiliating and degrading, even if it offered her the relief she had yearned for. The tubes were crude and brutal, and though the milk flowed, it stung.

Maya started crying. She had not cried up until that point, not even in the cold loneliness of her cell, but this was too much. Before long, she was sobbing like a little girl. There she was, a talented teacher forced to stand naked in a stall while being milked like a cow.

I don’t deserve this, she thought.

A warm, soft hand appeared on her head. “It’s alright.” Amber, the girl several years younger than Maya, gently placed Maya’s head on her shoulder. Maya could feel the heavy chain from Amber’s shackles resting on the side of her head, but she did not care. She soaked up the attention.

At least I’m not alone now.

A few days later, the two women sat in the backseat of a black SUV, staring out of the window as they left the estate. They had both been allowed to bathe and put on make-up, and elegant cocktail dresses had been provided to them. Maya let her hand run across the silk; the dress likely cost more than her yearly income. Her breasts were barely contained by the red dress. Amber wore a similar black, low-cut dress and heels, and Maya could not help but think that the girl looked like a million bucks. The only thing that looked off was the massive collar.

“It’s the first time in months my hands are free,” Amber said with a smile and massaged her wrists. Deep red grooves were still visible on the pale skin. “It feels odd.”

“Don’t get used to it.” Vivian looked back at them from the front seat. “Nor to the clothes. The yacht is docked next to several others, and rich people tend not to like seeing naked, chained slavegirls being transported while they sit on their deck sipping champagne.” There was a hint of bitterness in her voice.

“Why do we still wear our collars, then?” Amber asked.

Vivian smiled. “You’re still Mr. James’ property. The others know of his … contracted workers, and many of them have similar arrangements. The dresses and lack of restraints mean that they can all smile at each other and conduct polite conversations while convincing themselves that the collars are just a bold fashion statement.”

Maya snorted at the absurdity.

The docks were situated further down the coast, placed next to a luxurious country club. Serious-looking men in white polo shirts played golf nearby as they drove through security and parked next to the rows of massive ships, one bigger than the other. Vivian and a guard escorted the two girls down past the boats; Maya felt completely out of place, despite her expensive clothes, and she was painfully aware that everyone at the docks was staring at her and Amber.

“That’s Mr. James up ahead,” Amber whispered and nodded at a handsome, tall man in a blue button-down shirt and white linen pants standing next to a gigantic yacht. His rugged handsomeness surprised Maya, who had painted a picture of a creepy, uncouth man in her mind. Next to him stood an elegant, slender woman in a light summer dress. The raven-black hair had a few streaks of gray, and though her mouth was open in a blindingly white smile, her gray eyes were cold. The two were chatting with a middle-aged rich couple, laughing with all the sincerity of a politician’s apology.

“Who’s the woman?” Maya whispered.

Vivian looked back at them. “That’s Lindsay. Mr. James’ wife.”

“Wife?” Amber stopped in her tracks. “He’s married?”

Vivian turned to face the two girls. “Yes. She’s away on business and leisure most of the time, so you’ve never seen her before. I’d recommend you both try to steer clear of her. She’s a vengeful lady, and she’s not fond of Mr. James having … pets.” She sighed. “And as an extension of that, she’s not too fond of the people hired to handle them.”

A knot formed in Maya’s stomach as they continued walking and neared the billionaire couple.

“Vivian, finally. We’re just about to set off,” Mr. James said with a smile. “You know the Gundersons, of course.”

The other couple nodded politely at Vivian, Amber, and Maya.

“These must be the ‘personal assistants’ you’ve mentioned?” the man said with a lustful grin. Lindsay rolled her eyes and made a point of not looking at the two slave girls. “Very nice.”

Mr. James nodded. “They are.” His eyes lingered on Maya, and his eyes seemed to darken as his smile widened. “I intend for them to join us for the party next week.”

“We’ll try to make it,” the middle-aged woman said and bit her lower lip as she looked at Maya. “Have a nice trip.”

As Maya stepped onto the yacht, she was in awe of the luxurious and opulent surroundings. The decks were gleaming, the woodwork was polished to a shine, and the main salon and dining area were well-appointed. Large windows allowed for plenty of natural light and offered picturesque views of the surrounding ocean. Vivian stayed on the dock, talking to Mr. James, while the guard pushed the two girls forward, toward the stern of the ship. Maya could not help but admire the sleek lines and high-end finishes; she had never been on a boat before, nor been surrounded by such wealth. She could feel the gentle sway of the ship as it bobbed on the water and the sun warming her skin when they walked across the rear deck to reach a set of stairs.

As they were led deeper and deeper below deck, the atmosphere changed dramatically. The air grew thick and musty, and the light grew dim. The rooms they passed were small and cramped, with low ceilings and no windows. The walls seemed to close in on her, and she felt a sense of claustrophobia wash over her. Numerous times, they passed crew members working, each of them staring at the girls with lust in their eyes. They wore white, immaculate uniforms, but there was cruelty in their eyes that made the knot in Maya’s stomach tighten further.

The guard escorting them opened a heavy steel door and pushed the two girls inside. The room was dark and warm, and condensation dripped from the ceiling. A heavy chain hung from the ceiling with two pairs of heavy steel handcuffs locked to it.

“Up against the chain, hands over your head,” the guard ordered.

Amber obeyed right away, but Maya hesitated.

“Just do it, Maya,” Amber said with a concerned frown as the guard locked the cuffs around the young girl’s slender wrists.

Maya sighed and did as she was told. The cuffs were wider and more comfortable than the ones she had tried before, but standing with her hands over her head was a new and frightening experience. She had a hard time balancing on the tall heels due to the movement of the ship, but the strap on her shoes made her unable to take them off.

“Enjoy.” The guard closed the door, leaving the two girls in darkness.

Maya and Amber stood back to back. Maya was glad that she was not alone, but it did little to quell her concerns.

“I always wanted to see the world,” Amber said and sighed.

Soon after, the ship’s engines started.

It did not take long before a guard came to get Amber to take her to Mr. James. Maya had expected to be left in the cell until her ovulation started a week later, but it seemed that the crew had other plans. Her arms were numb and her legs sore when a tall, broad man came to get her an hour or so after Amber had left.

“Mr. James has allowed us to have a little fun with you,” he said, baring his teeth. He unlocked the cuffs from the ceiling chain and pushed Maya out of the tiny room.

Maya winced as the blood flowed back into her arms. “But … Mr. James is the only one to …”

“Normally, that is the case. But we can do a lot of stuff with you without coming in your pussy, girl.”

The ship rolled across the waves as the two ascended the stairs and walked onto the upper deck. Maya could hear music and laughter from inside a large lounge as they walked past, but it seemed like another world, a world of carefree frivolity.

“Oh, I almost forgot,” the man said and blindfolded Maya. “This will make it more fun.” The blindfold was soft, but it made walking on the moving boat much harder; Maya did not have much experience walking in heels. Soon, the music and laughter became muted as they entered another part of the ship. Maya could hear voices, but they became quiet when she walked in.

She heard the sound of pants being unzipped and belts being unbuckled all around her.

This … is a new experience. She was surprised to find that she did not mind. She knew what she had signed up for, and she wondered what awaited. Years of boring, monotonous vanilla sex with Brian had left her hungry.

She felt a man’s warm breath on her neck. “You’re going to suck our cocks, little slut,” a voice sounded right next to her ear. “The ring gag will ensure that you don’t try anything funny.” Maya felt a hard ring being shoved into her mouth and buckled behind her head. She instinctually tried to move, but the man grabbed her long black hair and held her fast. “Still some fight left in you, I see.”

She could hear a chain being locked to the collar, and she suddenly felt the collar being yanked back, choking her.

“That’s pussy control,” another man said and laughed. “I’ll keep her on a short leash while you fuck her mouth, Joel. But I’m next.”

The man used one hand to pull back on the collar chain while the other pushed Maya’s head forward and down. She could barely breathe, and she soon felt the tip of a cock on her lips. The sensation was nauseating at first, but she was unable to close her mouth due to the gag, and the cock soon found its way inside. The skin was velvety and soft, and she felt the cock harden in her mouth as it started moving in and out. A hand grabbed her hair and directed her head while the man kept a firm grip on the chain from behind.

There was nothing Maya could do. The two men forced her head up and down, forcing the large cock deeper and deeper down her throat. She gagged and coughed, but it only encouraged them.

“Use your tongue, slut. I can’t imagine that a hot piece of ass like you hasn’t given someone a blowjob before.”

Maya groaned and started licking the underside of the erect cock. The soft skin felt nice on her tongue, but the cock smelled like sweat, and the collar made it impossible for her to breathe whenever he rammed his cock in as far as it would go.

Do I … do I like this? Maya thought. It was abuse, rough and brutal, but part of her enjoyed it. The rational part of her brain tried to convince her that she should hate it, but it was not as unpleasant as she had expected.

The man called Joel removed the blindfold and pulled Maya’s head in as far as it would go, causing her to choke on his cock. “I’m going to come any second now. You better swallow it all, whore.” He forced her to look him in the eye as he fucked her mouth faster and faster. Maya saw nothing but sadistic pleasure in the dark eyes as he shot his load inside her mouth. She had trouble swallowing it fast enough due to the collar, but she managed.

When Joel finally pulled out, Maya gasped for air. A few drops of cum landed on her expensive dress. Despite everything that was happening, Maya caught herself being annoyed at the stain, but her focus was soon forced onto the next cock being thrust into her mouth as the other man took his turn. Maya had no choice but to suck the generously proportioned cock. It was difficult to find a rhythm as the boat moved, but the man had her on a short leash, and whenever she was not thorough enough for his liking, he pulled the chain, choking her hard until she started moving her head again.

It was all so humiliating and brutal, but it was the collar that pushed it over the edge. Maya felt like an animal, being used for nothing more than her body. She was a respected teacher, not a pet, but she still found it all oddly liberating.

This is insane, she thought as the man pulled out and ejaculated onto her face. She looked up at them with pleading eyes, but even she did not know if she was begging them to stop or continue.

“We’re not done,” a third guy, a man with a scar on his cheek, said and laid down, pulling Maya’s mouth down onto his cock. She did not try to protest or resist; it was almost an automatic reaction at this point as she sucked her third cock in the small, darkened room. One of the other men, she did not know which one, started spanking her while laughing.

She felt a hand roll up her dress. Fingers started toying with her asshole, causing her to squirm and move her ass to get away. Maya had never tried anal, despite Brian’s suggestions, but she had no way to avoid the cum and drool-soaked cock that slowly made its way inside her asshole a moment later.

Too big! It’s too big! She screamed, but the cock in her mouth muted it, and she was soon spit-roasted between the two men fucking her ass and mouth. Meanwhile, someone leaned in and started drinking from her breasts. A moan escaped her as the milk started flowing into the man’s mouth. It was surprisingly intimate, especially considering the rough treatment she was receiving from the others, and she found herself enjoying the soft lips around her nipples. The man started fingering her pussy, inserting three fingers into her while his palm rubbed against her clit.

As the brutal treatment continued, all thoughts of how disgraced and humiliated she was seemed to vanish. The primal part of her brain took over to try and manage the flood of signals coming from every orifice. The pain from the spanking and her asshole mixed with the undiluted lust and pleasure from the breastfeeding and fingering. The effect was overwhelming as if every nerve ending in her body was on fire. She screamed, not because of pain, but because it was the only way to release some of the emotions filling her.

More! I want more! The thought surprised her, but it soon drowned in the sea of desire as she was pushed into an intense orgasm. It was violent and brutal, containing more pain than any she had ever experienced, but she still managed to swim in the waters of lust for a few seconds.

Maya was exhausted. Spent. She felt an odd relief when the third man came in her mouth a moment later and the cock in her asshole delivered its load at the same time. As they pulled out, Maya collapsed onto the floor, panting and moaning, cum seeping out from both her mouth and asshole.

Joel stared at her with a grim smile. “Now you’ve got a small taste of what awaits you on this voyage, slut.”

Maya looked up at him with tired eyes. She had no idea how she felt about it all. She was scared, embarrassed, and humiliated, but something had awakened inside her. Part of her wanted more. Part of her did not think of what awaited her, only that it wanted to keep being tied up and used.

The revelation fascinated her. For a few minutes, she was allowed to lie there, soaking in the cum on the floor, trying to comprehend what had just happened.

When Maya returned to the cell, Amber was already there. To Maya’s relief, the two were not chained with their hands above their heads again but instead collared to the wall as they were used to. A flickering, dirty lightbulb in the ceiling had even been turned on.

Amber looked up at Maya and smiled. “Welcome back. Looks like you had a hard time.”

Maya looked at the cum-stains on her dress. “It wasn’t too bad.” She paused when she noticed the bruises on Amber’s body.

“You get used to it,” Amber said when she saw the terrified expression on Maya’s face. “I kinda enjoy it now.” Her dress was gone, and the heavy shackles she had worn on her wrists and ankles when Maya had first seen her were back.

Maya sat down and leaned her head against the cold steel wall. She adjusted the heavy handcuffs still on her wrists. “How can you get used to this?”

“Humans adapt, I guess.” Amber leaned her head against Maya’s shoulder and sighed.

The luxurious cruise bore a striking similarity to the mundane life at Mr. James’ estate. Maya spent most of her time shackled to the wall, and though Amber was taken to Mr. James’ chambers once or twice a day, Maya did not have to endure any more humiliation from the crew. She did not get to keep the dress, however. After her first milking, it was taken away, but she did not mind; the cell was unbearably hot.

They had been there roughly a week when the guard called Joel came to pick them both up. He attached leashes to their collars and forced them to crawl through the bowels of the ship. There was no luxury to be seen in the cold, narrow corridors, and the steel floor felt rough against Maya’s knees. Joel took them to a crude bathroom, where he hosed them down with cold water. The two girls cried out as the icy water hit their naked bodies, but Maya welcomed the chance to wash some of the stains off her.

Joel locked their collar chains to a railing near a sink and mirror. “There’s some makeup there, as well as two dresses Mr. James wants you to wear. You better try looking your best for him, you’re going to be the main attraction at his party tonight.” He yawned and checked his phone. “I can’t be bothered to stand here and wait for you two to finish up, so I’ll come to get you in a bit.” He unlocked their wrist restraints before he left and locked the door behind him.

The two girls looked at each other and shrugged.

“I assume being the ‘main attraction’ won’t be comfortable,” Maya said as she hesitantly started applying lipstick.

Amber let her hand run over the fabric of the short black dress. “Probably not.”

Maya put on a red dress. It was barely long enough to cover her pussy, and her breasts struggled to stay inside. She had to admit that she looked good, despite the massive, shiny collar dominating everything.

Joel came back a while later, whistling loudly when he saw the two women. “Wow, you clean up well! But we can’t have you running around with your hands untied. It’s not proper.”

He locked Maya’s hands behind her back with a pair of heavy, wide handcuffs like the ones she wore before. The added weight became troublesome a moment later when Joel locked a short chain to the cuffs and pulled them upward until Maya’s arms could go no further. He then proceeded to lock the other end of the chain to the ring on her collar.

“I … I can’t … I can’t breathe.” The weight of her arms and the heavy cuffs put a massive strain on her neck, but Joel just laughed as he tied Amber the same way. Maya could only watch as the collar pressed against Amber’s neck, causing the veins beneath her eyes to bulge.

Another guard came in shortly after with a set of long chains, which the two men used to tie around the girls’ arms, completing the brutal steel box tie. Joel made sure the chain pressed against Maya’s breasts from both sides, causing them to push forward, restricting the blood flow. As he pinched her nipple, the pain and arousal from the crude behavior felt more intense than ever before, and a wet stain showed on her dress as the milk started flowing

Maya defiantly closed her mouth when Joel approached her, holding out a ring gag. He twisted her nipple hard, using the ensuring scream to force the metal ring inside her mouth.

“This’ll be a great party,” he whispered and licked Maya on the cheek. “I hope you’ll enjoy yourself.”

The ring gag only made the constant choking sensation more intense. The two girls were escorted upstairs to the lounge where a table had been set for roughly twelve people, and near the entrance, a low table had been placed. The yacht was docked near other similar boats on an island; Maya had no idea where in the world they were.

“This is your table,” Joel said with a grin. “Let’s get you set up.”

The two girls were placed on their knees with their butts against each other. Their collars were chained to a metal frame in the middle of the small table, ensuring that they could not lower their heads too far. They stayed there for a while before the guests began to arrive. Elegant men and women in expensive dresses and suits greeted each other with huge smiles as the crew served them caviar and champagne. Mr. James and his wife mingled and chatted, but neither of them gave much attention to the two shackled girls.

This isn’t so bad, Maya thought, but she soon saw Joel approach her, carrying a massive double dildo. It was wide and long, and a nearby couple cheered as he slid one end inside Maya’s pussy before inserting the other end into Amber.

Maya was torn. The huge dildo felt amazing inside her, filling her pussy, and part of her liked the thought of being connected to Amber this way, but she felt exposed and vulnerable, like a caged animal in a zoo forced to breed in front of an audience.

“Enjoy yourselves,” Mr. James said with a smile. “You get to determine your own level of enjoyment at this party.”

The guests laughed. Maya felt humiliated and on display; she had come to terms with being used by the crew and Mr. James, but being entertainment for the upper class was something else. She tried not to move to ensure that the dildo inside her did not start turning her on; she knew that she would not be able to stop herself if it happened.

But Amber had other plans. Maya could feel her moving, and she soon felt the dildo move inside her.

No … Amber, don’t … it’s … ooooh …

“The girls seem to have started the party!” Mr. James laughed and gestured toward the large table. “Eat and drink all you want, my dear guests! And don’t forget to visit the girls!”

A string quartet started playing at the other end of the room as people sat down to eat. Maya could hear Amber moaning behind her as she fucked herself on the double dildo, and it caused it to move inside Maya. Maya could not blame Amber for trying to embrace what little pleasure there was to be had.

It does feel good. Maya closed her eyes and tried to shut out the sights and sounds from the guests, many of whom stared at her with lust in their eyes. She focused on the feeling of the massive dildo moving inside her, on the small jolts of arousal that started flowing out from her pussy. She focused on the feel of the steel trapping her arms and neck. She tested her restraints, allowed the helplessness to travel through her body, to join the increasingly enjoyable sensations from her loins.

The world faded around her. It was just her and Amber sharing a moment of immense erotic beauty. She could feel Amber’s warm calves rub against hers. If she could just ignore the guests, enjoy herself, then maybe …

The illusion shattered a moment later as a large cock entered her mouth. She had not heard the man approaching. She opened her eyes and looked up at the middle-aged man she had seen on the docks a week earlier. He was holding a glass of champagne, grinning with delight as he looked down at her. She could tell that she was nothing to him. A hole to fuck. Maya felt like she was reduced to an object, a sex toy, and she hated that part of her loved the thought. She gagged as the large cock rubbed against the roof of her mouth, occasionally traveling to the back of her throat as a sign of dominance.

She could do nothing to stop him.

Another man walked past and started fucking Amber’s mouth. The thrusts from the two men forced the girls' butts to clap together, again and again, driving the dildo deep inside them. The men’s wives stood next to them, cheering them on.

“What do you say, Anna?” one of the women said to another. “Do you want a drink?”

The two women giggled as they pulled Maya’s breasts out of her dress. The chains pressing on either side of her breasts made the touch of their lips far more intense, and the milk soon started flowing into the women’s mouths. Maya’s mind was overloaded with emotions and impressions as her mouth and pussy were fucked while her breasts nourished the wealthy. Whenever one person finished, another seemed to take their place.

They came in her mouth. On her face. In her hair. She barely had time to take a deep breath before another cock started dancing up and down her tongue, or a woman pressed her pussy into Maya’s face. The strenuous position was painful and her throat sore, but it never seemed to stop.

Hours passed. The dildo brought orgasm upon orgasm, and as the night went on, they got increasingly unpleasant, even painful. Her body could not take much more. The smell of cum was overwhelming, her jaw hurt from the gag, and yet the men kept coming. Literally.

This is intense. How long can this go on?

She could hear Amber coughing behind her. They had reached their limit long ago. Most of the guests had left, but a few still insisted on putting their cocks in the mouths of the exhausted girls, even if they could no longer get hard after several orgasms.

When it finally stopped, Maya had lost all sense of time and space.

“Did you have fun?”

Maya looked up to see Lindsay, Mr. James’ wife, in front of her.

“God, I loathe you,” Lindsay said and smiled. She took a mirror hanging on the nearby wall and held it in front of Maya. “Look at yourself. This is you now. This is your life.”

Maya looked at the tired woman in the mirror. Her face was strained from the tight collar. Blotches of dried cum could be seen in her hair, as well as on her face and the dress. She looked defeated and worthless, a shadow of her former self.

Lindsay knelt in front of Maya. “We could have gone a different route. There were treatments. Foster mothers. But no, he wanted pitiful, beautiful slave girls like you because I could not give him what he wanted. I bet you never thought your life would turn out this way, but here you are. Selling yourself for money.” Lindsay spat in Maya’s face. “Whore.”

“That’s enough, honey,” a voice sounded.

Lindsay rolled her eyes and left. Mr. James stood in front of Maya, towering above her like the statue of a Greek god, full of control and power.

“New girl. I’ll be seeing you tomorrow.” He nodded at Joel. “Take them to their cell. Let them shower first. I don’t want her looking like this when you bring her to me.”

It’s finally happening, Maya thought to herself as Joel escorted her up the stairs. Her hands were once again locked behind her back with handcuffs, but she did not mind anymore. She liked it. The loss of control turned her on, and though the previous night had been rough, she could not get it out of her mind. She had barely slept; her hands had kept sliding down her body to massage her clit, even though she was exhausted. Being used and abused had opened a door in her mind, and she was willing to step through it without looking back.

The sun warmed her naked body when she walked onto the wooden deck. Joel had taken her to one of the upper decks, overlooking the lower one with its pool and sunbeds. They had left port and were sailing between lush tropical islands, a sight Maya had never thought she would see.

I can think of worse places to be bred.

Joel pushed her toward a mast near the railing where a pillory had been placed, bolted to the deck. Mr. James stood next to it, glorious to behold in his well-endowed nakedness.

“Lock her in, Joel, then leave us.”

Maya stared at Mr. James’ massive cock as Joel unlocked her cuffs and forced her to bend forward, resting her neck and wrists in the wooden structure. The upper part of the pillory clamped shut, locking her wrists and neck in place. Leather cuffs were locked around her ankles and connected by a spreader bar, forcing her to spread her legs as much as possible.

“A wonderful day, won’t you agree?” Mr. James said after Joel had left. He knelt in front of Maya and smiled.

She tried to nod, but the combination of the wide collar and wooden pillory made her unable to. “Y… Yes, Master James.” Amber had told her how to behave around the charismatic billionaire.

“Submissive already? I like that.” He cocked his head as he studied her. “I read in your file that you’re a teacher?”

“Yes, Mr. James.”

“Then you’re used to being in charge. There won’t be any of that here.” His smile vanished. “I’m going to cane you now. I’m going to hurt you.”

Maya looked at him with a puzzled expression.

“You’re wondering why. I do it because it turns me on. Because I think a woman that signs away her life for money deserves it.” He picked up a cane from a nearby table and swiped it through the air. “Then I’ll fuck you.”

Maya did not know how to feel. Part of her was scared, but she was also excited. Brian had tried to spank her once but had been too afraid to deliver much more than a pitiful slap.

“Why don’t you let me do it, darling?” Lindsay walked onto the deck, dressed in a black bikini. Her tanned, slender body was wet from a recent swim, and the white smile seemed too large for her narrow face. “I feel like breaking something today.”

Mr. James shrugged and handed the cane to Lindsay. “By all means.”

The intimidating woman disappeared behind Maya, who did not feel comfortable with the situation. She heard a whooshing sound, followed by an intense, burning sting on her ass. She screamed, causing a seagull to loudly take off from the mast above, protesting the sudden disruption.

Fuck, that hurts!

The burning sensation lingered, but to Maya’s surprise, it turned into a gentle wave of pleasure that nestled in her loins. The next hit was harder. The sting turned into a tingling warmth, and she leaned into the sensation, wiggling her hips.

“I think she likes it,” Lindsay said with a tinge of disappointment in her voice. Maya’s ass exploded into white-hot pain as Lindsay started raining the cane strokes upon her. Lindsay was methodical, calculated, and somehow never hit the same spot twice. Maya broke into a sweat, her breathing quickened, and she struggled to process the speed with which Lindsay was hitting her. The pain turned into pleasure which turned into pain, repeating over and over.

“That’ll do for now, honey,” Mr. James said with a grin.

“As you wish.” Lindsay tossed the cane aside and walked up to her husband, kissing him on the cheek. “Do your thing. I’m going downstairs, I don’t want to watch this part.” She looked back at Maya with contempt before disappearing.

“My wife can be a bit … intense,” Mr. James said, gently stroking his cock. Maya had noticed how it had hardened during her punishment; her pussy was wet after the caning, and she yearned to have him inside her. The arousal building throughout her body made her lactate, and she could feel the drops of milk spray onto her bare legs when they hit the deck.

He moved behind her. She was bent over, her legs spread; she had never felt this vulnerable and exposed before. For years, she had valued knowledge, stability, and common sense, but her priorities had shifted. She wanted to be fucked. Hard.

But Mr. James was in no hurry.

“You can I will get well acquainted over the coming months,” he said. “Carnally, at least. I like to take it slow, get my cock accustomed to its new home.”

She felt the tip of his cock rubbing against the outside of her pussy, up and down. It was slow and meticulous, like an explorer mapping out an unexplored, foreign land. He would start at her clit, moving up between her labia, then stopping right before he reached her asshole.

It felt good. Amazing. The anticipation was killing her. The pillory creaked as she tried to move closer.

“Patience, slave,” Mr. James said. “All in due time.”

He peeked inside. Even if it was only half an inch, her pussy soaked it up like a flower offered water in a drought. The small sliver of attention brought her more pleasure than anything Brian had done to her in years.

“Please, Master …” she whimpered. “Please … give me more.” She did not recognize the pitiful, lactating hucow slave that was begging for a stranger to fuck her.

He gave her another half inch, then pulled out. Maya tore at her restraints to get closer, to feel it again, but it was useless. Never had she felt this helpless and horny at the same time.

“You’re soaking wet, slave,” Mr. James said. “Did you enjoy being caned?”

“Yes, Master. I didn’t think I would, but … I did.”

“A painslut.” She could hear the smile in his voice. “I’ll have to find more creative ways of punishing you when you misbehave, then.”

“I won’t, Master.”

“You all do at some point.”

Maya heard an electronic, scratchy sound; Mr. James had picked up a walkie-talkie from the table nearby. “Joel, get the other slave up here.”

Amber? Why?

Maya did not have time to ponder why her cellmate was going to join them before Mr. James’ cock once again entered her. A little deeper. Then it disappeared.

This continued for what felt like an eternity. Half an inch at a time, then nothing. As he started going deeper, Maya’s pussy was stretched further than ever before. When he finally buried himself as deep as he could, she was a blubbering mess. Every surface inside her rubbed against his hard, glorious cock.

He stayed there.

He planted his flag, marked his ownership.

She knew at that point that she would do anything to have him inside her.

His strong hands held onto her hips as he started thrusting. There was no tenderness, no attempt to pleasure her. This was all for him, but it did not prevent Maya’s pussy from embracing every thrust.

God, sex can feel like this? It was animalistic and primal, a new level of sexual bliss. The restraints enhanced every rush of endorphins, and Maya’s mind started turning to mush, relinquishing control to the desire that washed over her.

She noticed movement out of the corner of her eye. Amber arrived, led by Joel. She looked radiant as the sunlight shimmered in her blonde hair. A subtle smile was visible in the corners of her mouth as she saw Maya and the blissful expression on her face.

“Slave, grab a cane,” Mr. James commanded. “Cane her back and breasts. As hard as you can.”

Amber nodded. Without hesitation, she walked up next to Maya and started raining down pain onto her back and breasts. The tender breasts, brimming with milk, cried out, but as had been the case before, Maya felt a rush of pleasure following the pain.

Mr. James’ nails dug into her hips. He was close.

I don’t want this to end, Maya thought as she felt him coming inside her. His seed filled her pussy as he pushed in as deep as he could. Amber did not stop the caning, and Maya made sure to soak up every last drop of pleasure from the experience, knowing that Mr. James would pull out soon.

“You can stop now,” he said, directed at Amber. He stayed inside Maya for a while; she could feel him go soft as the last few drops of his cum flowed into her.

He … he came inside me. It felt heavy and meaningful, a final signature on the contract she had signed. She could not fully comprehend what it meant in her aroused, disoriented state. When he finally pulled out, her pussy felt empty and hollow. Maya could feel a few drops of cum trickle down her inner thigh.

Mr. James appeared in front of her. He did not look at her, he only nodded at Joel, put on a robe, and disappeared into the depths of the ship. Joel had shackled Amber’s hands behind her back, and she stepped back and watched as he took the rope from the mast behind Maya and tied it to a ring in the middle of the spreader bar between her legs.

“No!” she cried when she realized what was going to happen. “Don’t!”

He started turning a winch on the mast. Maya felt her feet leave the ground, and before she knew it, her body was suspended in midair between the pillory and the mast. He removed something from the pillory; the upper part, the one that Maya was locked into, uncoupled itself from the base, and she soon hung with her head down, swaying back and forth. Her ankles screamed as they were forced to carry both the weight of her body and the heavy wooden pillory, and every breath became a chore as the structure pressed down on her neck.

There have to be better ways to increase the chances of impregnation, she thought.

“I’ll get you in a while,” Joel said with remarkable indifference. He looked at Amber and shrugged. “I guess you can keep her company.” He locked the long chain from Amber’s collar to the mast and left the two girls in each other’s company.

“At least the view is good,” Amber said with a smile after Joel was out of sight. “Can you manage?”

“I … It’s hard to breathe.” Maya’s voice was weak, and she struggled to look up at Amber. Her head was dangling a few feet off the ground. She smiled. “I have … to admit … that I’m turned on.”

Amber nodded. “I know. It took me a while to accept that feeling.” She rattled the chains to her shackles. “I wish I could help you with that.” She smiled. “Well, I can do something, at least.”

Maya’s eyes widened when Amber’s mouth closed around her nipple, creating a vacuum to suck it inside her mouth. The milk flowed, creating an intimate connection between the two. It was a surreal situation, but it felt nice, despite the discomfort. Amber emptied both breasts before she looked down at Maya with a smile, licking her lips.

“Thank you,” Maya said.

“Don’t mention it. When we get back to the cell, I’ll make sure to help you with your … other problem.”

Maya sighed and closed her eyes. It would have to do. The seagulls squawked in the air around the yacht, joining the creaking mast in a dissonant choir. This was her life now. Bound, helpless, used. She could feel Mr. James’ seed still inside her, a symbol of her slavery. It was all still new to Maya, but so far, it had been a sexual revelation. She knew that things could change, that she would not keep enjoying the pain and abuse, but for now, she was content.

Enjoy it while it lasts, she thought. Who knows what’ll happen?


Read the final part of the story here

[image: Et billede, der indeholder tekst  Automatisk genereret beskrivelse]


[image: ]

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.
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Thank you for reading. If you are interested in reading even more steamy BDSM stories, but without the hucow/breeding 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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