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Content Warning


This is a story of dark erotic fiction, with bondage and dark and disturbing themes that may be upsetting to some readers. This book is intended only for those eighteen and up. Please proceed with caution.
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Idon't know what I was thinking when I signed up for Advanced Calculous, except that it was the only math credit offered this semester and my scholarship requires at least two Gen Ed classes. But I'm drowning. I've never been good at math, and trying to keep up with the work and my five other classes is killing me. Plus, I have not one, but two part-time jobs. One waiting tables at an old 50s diner, and one grocery shopping for people who don't have time, so they pay someone else to do it for them.

That's what led to me ending up in Professor Newman's office having a breakdown only four weeks into the semester. He's head of the math department, and my only hope of passing. He's not a kind man, and it's well known that he just ended his third marriage. I'm pretty sure he's only in his mid-forties, making him over two decades older than me. He's a good-looking man. His dark brown hair has went gray at the temples, but that's the only signs he's aging. The man clearly has great genetics. No crows feet. No laugh lines, though I honestly can't picture him laughing. I know he spends a lot of time in the faculty gym, and I've felt how muscular he is firsthand. He's well over six feet, towering over my 5'4" form. He's got these steel-blue eyes that always seem like they're disappointed in you.

Or maybe that's just me.

My breakdown and excuses for falling behind in his class didn't impress him, but he offered me a solution. One that horrified me when I first heard it, and had me wanting to march straight to the Dean's office. But the more I thought about it, the more I realized it was my only choice. It doesn't how matter how much I study, I've yet to get above a C on any of my tests or assignments. It took me another two weeks before I came back after office hours to take him up on his offer.

That was two months ago. And even though I hate myself a little bit every time, I also love it. Every time he calls me a slut, my toes curl. He's taught me so many things I didn't know about myself. Kinks I never imagined. Now I know why vanilla sex always seemed so unappealing to me. Our tutor sessions have become the best part of my week. It's the only thing I have to look forward to. I've even started dreaming about them, and waking up with my thighs sticky and reaching for my vibrator to finish what my subconscious started. It pales compared to the real thing. Frankly, I don't know what I'll do next semester when I'm not his student anymore. My classes might be easier to pass, so I may not need the help, but as it is, I count down the minutes from when class ends on Friday to when it starts on Monday. My Tuesday and Thursday classes feel like a waste, even though they're the ones I actually need for my biology major.

But it's Wednesday, one of my favorite days, and we have a test. So I won't have to settle for taking care of things myself this morning. Class starts at noon, so I have an appointment outside of office hours first thing.

Edgely University doesn't have a uniform or a dress code, but Professor Newman does. At least for me. I caught some sneers and smart remarks when I first started dressing this way, but I can't bring myself to care. Nothing matters more than passing this class and eventually graduating, and I can't do that without Professor Newman. So I dress how he wants. Over my best white lace bra and matching cheeky underwear, I have a mini skirt so short I would have never been allowed to wear it in high school, but reminiscent of a Catholic schoolgirl's uniform. I wear a white button-up shirt with three-quarter sleeves and a black blazer. Paired with a red tie and knee-high socks, I almost look sixteen instead of twenty-one. I put my long chestnut brown hair into braided pigtails as instructed before applying a full face of makeup. I use cherry red lipstick and thick, dark eyeliner. Everything I know the Professor likes best.

A quick glance at my phone tells me I need to hurry or I'll be late. I don't want him to be forced to cut our meeting short. I hurry out the door of my three-bedroom apartment that I share with two girls I'm not friends with, and the slew of men that parade around at all hours. Living on campus was my cheapest option, but they don't let you pick your housemates. I try to avoid them whenever I can, but it's hard when there's a man in his boxers sleeping on our couch.

It takes me only fifteen minutes to walk across campus to the Cumberland Math building, and then it's three flights of stairs to reach the top floor where the offices are. I check my phone again right as I get to Professor Newman's door, and I wait for it to say 10:00 am on the dot before I knock. I have to be exactly on time.

"Come in," his voice comes from beyond the door and a shiver rolls up my spine. I never thought I'd be a girl who slept with my professor to pass my classes, but if I'd known I'd love it this much, I would have started during my freshman year.
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Iopen the heavy wooden door and enter the room to find Professor Newman at his desk. Edgely University is an old school, and old money. His office is all dark wood paneling, with a massive executive desk and an overstuffed leather office chair. The desk is only home to a lamp and a nameplate, everything else he keeps in his drawers. I wonder sometimes if anyone else thinks that's odd, but only I know the reason it's not always covered in pens and office supplies. I hover at the door, waiting for permission to sit in the uncomfortable wooden chair facing the desk.

"Ah, Miss Remington. Take a seat. What can I do for you today?" he asks. His gravely voice is calm, like I'm any other student. But I know how husky it'll be in just a few minutes when he's whispering filthy things in my ear. He's wearing a navy sport coat that I love, and a dark blue tie of his own.

I slip my phone into my bag and set it by the chair, sitting down with my ankles crossed and my hands clasped. Just like I'm supposed to.

"Well, sir. We have a test today, and I'm nervous. I tried to study. I really did, but I just know I'm going to do badly on it. You know how hard I've been trying, sir. No matter what I do, I just can't seem to understand the material," I explain, looking at the floor at my feet even though I really want my eyes to be on him. I want to drink in every second I have with him.

"We've talked about this, Miss Remington. If you can't handle the subject matter, you should drop the class," Professor Newman says, his tone telling me how much I've disappointed him yet again. For some reason that I don't fully understand, his disappointment makes me want to swoon.

"I know, sir. I just can't afford to lose my scholarship. If I drop the class, I'll lose it, but if I fail, I'll still lose it. Sir, I don't know what to do. I don't know how I let myself get into this mess," I say. I dare a glance up at him as he shakes his head at me.

"Yes, you do, Miss Remington. Tell me how we got here, and we'll see if there's something I can do to help you," he orders.

I have to take a deep breath. This is my least favorite part. I worked so hard to get here, to graduate, to get into this school, but I have to swallow my pride. It's part of our arrangement. The way my eyes mist up, not with full tears, but emotion isn't an act. I like it when he talks down to me, but I don't like it when he makes me admit the horrible truth about myself.

"They never should have given me a scholarship here, sir. I didn't deserve it. I'm a stupid girl, and I'm taking this spot away from someone who should have it. But I can't lose it now, sir. I can't disappoint my parents back home. They're so proud of me. I can't let them know what a worthless failure I've become," I plead. "I'll do anything to pass, anything at all, sir."

The worst part is I've said this so many times now that I'm starting to know he's right. If I really deserved my place in this school, I wouldn't be struggling so much. But I made it out of our small town and I don't want to go back.

"Anything at all, Miss Remington?" he asks, giving me a hint of a smile, and I nod frantically.

"Yes, sir. Anything you want. I'm stupid and a failure. But I need to know what to do. I need to pass this class. I'll do anything," I beg. He takes a deep inhale that makes his mustache flutter when he breathes it out as he stands up. I don't move as he stalks to the door and the click of the lock seems to echo in the quiet room. I peek at him over my shoulder. It's like he's thrown a switch. The mild-mannered professor is gone, and a hungry predator is in his place. He removes his jacket, hanging it by the door.

"Stand up, Chloe," he orders. I never call him anything but sir. He only uses my first name when the games have ended and the fun begins. Then he works his way through the degrading insults I should hate, but secretly love.

I obey at once, rising to my feet and letting my hands rest at my sides until his next order comes. Already, I'm dripping, I know I am. I started getting wet the moment I entered the building.

"Take off your blazer and unbutton your shirt, but leave it on."

I do as he says, even as he asks his next question.

"Did you really study? What kind of grade do you think you'll get today?"

I bite my lip even as I undo the buttons, leaving my shirt tucked in but pulling it open for him. My tie hangs between my ample breasts.

"I think I might get a C, sir. But I'm hoping I can earn my way up to a B+," I say. I've learned not to ask for an A. That's too far. The one time I suggested that, he spanked my ass so raw it hurt to sit through class for a week.

"Really? A C? You think you've improved that much?" the Professor purrs as he approaches, grabbing my tie to lead me around to the back of his desk.

"I tried very hard, sir," I assure him as he moves his chair out of our way. He holds the tie tighter, and I'm a good little dog on a leash. "But you know how stupid I am. You're right. It's probably a D, at best," I admit. He turns so we're face to face. I come up almost to his chin and I peer up at him under my lashes. He really is an attractive man.

For the first time, he breaks the pattern, bending over to lean in my ear.

"You are a stupid girl, Chloe. But you made a smart decision to come to me. There's still time to turn this all around. I know how much you love our time together. I can practically smell the arousal on you. You could drop out of school and come live with me. Stop pretending you really want to go out into the world and let me take care of you," he whispers. I snap my head back, blinking up at him in shock. For half a second, I think he means it. Then the Professor I know is back, grabbing me by the shoulders and turning me to face the locked door.

"Bend over," he commands.
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Istep so my hips bump up against the edge of the desk and spread my legs as wide as they'll go. The first time we did this, it was a little too tall for me. I don't know how he managed it, but every session since, his desk has been the perfect height for him to have complete access just the way he likes. Skirt on, ass exposed, bra on but tits out.

I bend over like the well-trained slut I am, stretching my arms out in front of me. My skirt rises to expose the tops of my thighs and I know he can see my satin underwear when he lets out a pleased groan. I can hear him remove his belt and the sound of a zipper as he readies himself. He steps up against me, his legs trapping me in place before his weight appears on my back. He could crush me to the desk, but he never does. Just makes it so I can't get away.

Not that I would want to.

He lifts my heavy breasts that strain at my bra so they hang over the top. Then his fingers prod at my throat, making quick work of undoing my tie. I watch as he runs the silky material through his hands and his head presses against mine, his lips in my ear. I can tell he's already hard for me, and I'm desperate to feel him. But he always makes me wait.

"Can you be a good, quiet girl? Or do I need to gag you?"

I let a moan slip out, and I roll my hips against him involuntarily, trying to shove my ass up against his hard cock, earning a sharp slap to my thigh for doing something without being told.

"Are we feeling bad as well as stupid this morning, Chloe?" he demands.

"Yes, sir," I say. "I need to be gagged. I need to be punished."

With quick, practiced movements, he wraps the tie around my wrists and ties them off in a knot. I'm not attached to anything. He wraps the tie around my wrists, ties them off in a knot, and traps my hands in a position of prayer, allowing me to still move. I have to stretch my arms way out in front of me so my elbows don't prop me up off the desk and I'm a helpless little thing. It makes me squirm.

"And what does my girl need to be punished for?" he asks, grinding his hips against mine in a taste of what's to come. It's like a bolt of lightning strikes me, my stomach swooping. I love it when he calls me that. He takes my chin in an almost bruising grip and forces me to look up at him. Those steel eyes are molten even as his other arm wraps around me, his free hand kneading at my breasts and making it hard to think.

"I should have studied harder. I got a C on Professor Holden's exam, and I know I can do better, sir. This week, I messed up at work and spilled two trays of drinks because I was daydreaming about being here with you," I tell him all my sins and recent failures. They say confession is good for the soul. "I'm stupid, but I could try harder. Be better," I tell him.

"You daydream about being here?" he asks, pinching my jaw just a little bit harder.

"All the time, sir," I admit.

He lets go of my face, steps back, and then I feel his hands at my hips, lifting my skirt. He slides his fingers along my slit, over my panties, pressing them into my growing wetness.

"My stupid little slut," he purrs. It shouldn't be a term of endearment, but it is to my messed up ears. I practically gush at words. That's all the warning I get before he grabs the waistline of my underwear, ripping hard at the elastic so he tears them clean off.

I grind my hips against him. It's rare he does that, but it gets me every time.

"Open," he orders, pinching my jaw again so that I don't really have a choice. Arousal shoots through me again and I moan, even as he stuffs my shredded panties in my mouth to muffle the sound. With a hand on my back, he forces me flat to the desk so I can't see what he's doing until he loops his belt between my lips, keeping me from spitting out the arousal soaked fabric. He uses the end of the belt to jerk back on my head like I'm the horse and he holds the reins.

I don't think I've ever been more turned on than in this moment.

He uses his weight to keep me in place, his hard length dragging against my wanting pussy. I let myself groan, knowing he won't let me get loud enough for anyone to hear. It earns me another jerk on the belt. It's not hard enough to hurt, it's the good kind of pain, and I want more of it. He keeps one hand on my head, and the other finds its way under my hip, forcing me to arch and come off the desk as he finds my clit. I gasp and jerk against him. He just laughs and rubs his thick, hard cock against me, sliding through my wetness. But he doesn't enter. He's teasing me.

He wants me desperate. I already am.

There's no condom, no protection. That was part of our deal in the beginning. He sent me to a clinic that offered free birth control and I got an implant, plus blood tests. He proved to me he was clean, and told me I wasn't allowed to sleep with anyone else until our arrangement came to an end. I agreed, and now I know no one else will ever compare.

His finger begins to circle on my needy little clit and it almost more than I can take when he whispers in my ear.

"You're dreaming about being here with me, huh? This is why I think you're stupid, Chloe. All you had to do was ask for more. Come home with me. Keep house for me, and I'll fuck your brains out every night. You won't have to worry about anything ever again. I'll take care of all everything. You can just be my needy little slut," he says, his breath hot on my skin. My hips buck, grinding against him, and I groan into my own underwear. I want him, inside me, now, but god, what he's saying sounds so good.

He pulls away, and for a second I think he's playing with me, but at last, I get what I want. He lines himself up, and in one hard thrust, he buries his dick deep in my pussy. My head falls back against his shoulder, my eyes almost rolling back in my head. I'm so wet he slides in with ease, filling me to the hilt. I groan again, and I'm so glad I had him gag me. Otherwise, I'd be screaming so loud there'd be someone pounding on the door.

He only gives me a moment to recover before he begins to move, powering into me with sharp thrusts that lift me off the desk every single time. I don't care that my hips will be covered in bruises when we're done, or that I feel the sharp edge of the desk on every impact. I love it.

The first few times, I tried to move my hips with his, to fuck him as he fucked me, but I quickly learned that wasn't what he wanted. No, I'm a pliant, passive thing for him to take his pleasure in. A pussy to fuck.

"I'm only interested in your cunt, girl. The rest of you is an afterthought."

I never knew getting used could be so liberating. He doesn't just take his pleasure though. His hand returns to dancing on my clit, driving me towards a climax I'd never find alone. It doesn't matter how I fantasize and try with my vibrator, nothing will ever be as good as letting him play with my body like I'm his personal sex toy.

He switches it up, rubbing a knuckle against my clit while jerking hard back on my head so I whine.

"What does my slut need? Does she need to come?" he asks. I moan and nod my head eagerly, desperate for him to take me to the peak. Rather than moving faster or continuing, he slows the roll of his hips. His thrusts get shallower until I'm whimpering.

"This is what you need, Chloe. You need to give up control of your life and put yourself in my hands. You're a stupid slut, and next semester you won't have a teacher willing to fuck you into passing. What are you going to do then?"

He picks up the pace ever so slightly, rubbing at my clit until I'm panting around the gag.

"I give you pleasure. I give you everything you need. Don't I?" he asks. When I don't answer, he pulls on the belt and asks again, "Don't I?"

I groan out an answer and nod my head. It must be what he wants because he pinches my clit in a way I've never felt.

"You're my greedy little slut, aren't you, you stupid girl? You want to be mine forever, don't you?"

That's all it takes. I detonate, I shatter. I fall over the edge at the very idea of belonging to him. I scream into the gag as the most powerful orgasm I've ever felt rolls over me. My body goes rigid, straining against his weight on my back as my muscles contract and tighten around him, gripping him tightly as he thrusts deeper inside. He bites my shoulder to muffle his own cry as he comes, spurting thick ropes inside my pussy. His hips slam into mine as he climaxes, letting it all out and filling my core with him.

I cry from the force of it all, tears rolling down my face even as I close my eyes. And nothing has ever felt better.
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Idon't move. I can't. I'm a limp puddle of pleasure. I'm not sure I'll ever move again as I come down from the high. Tiny little aftershocks roll through me, my pussy fluttering ever so slightly, but he doesn't pull out. Not yet.

He always waits until he can feel his come oozing out around his cock. He likes to leave it dripping down my thighs.

I lay there, panting, head tilted to the side, eyes closed. His hand finally leaves my clit to stroke at my face, at least the part he can reach that the belt does not cover. I don't mistake the gesture for tenderness. I know what it is.

Possessiveness.

He's never talked like he has today. There's some horrible part of me that wants him to mean what he says. That I could go home with him and stop struggling. Just be his needy little slut and clean and cook for him, or whatever else he needs. Hell, my parents would be thrilled. Mom was supportive of me going to college, but she told me on orientation day that I could drop out as soon as I found a man to take care of me. Then it felt like she expected me to fail. Now it seems oddly supportive.

Professor Newman groans as he moves, easing out of my wet heat. I can feel traces of my arousal and his on my thighs, already growing cold. There's a part of me who hopes he cleans me up today, and a part of me who hopes he doesn't. I feel him stand up behind me and walk away, probably neatening his own appearance first. No one really cares if a student looks like she just got her brains fucked out, but he's respected and recently divorced. Someone would notice.

I'm nothing if not well trained. I won't move until he tells me. We've been doing this for too long. I hate that the end of the semester is only a month and a half away.

My eyes open as I hear footsteps, and I watch him cross his office to retrieve the jacket from the hook by the door.

"On your knees," he orders as he slides it over his broad shoulders.

It's a struggle to get myself up from the desk with my arms still bound, but I do as I'm told. I sink to my knees behind the desk, hidden from sight. Not that he would ever open the door while I'm here. I sink to my knees, grateful the floor is carpet and not tile.

If he hadn't already zipped his pants up, I'd expect him to want me to lick him clean. I've only done it once, but it was a wonderful experience. One I'd be happy to repeat. He stalks back over, reaching for the back of my head for the belt.

For half a second, I think he's going to take it off, but I'm wrong. He jerks on the makeshift leash so I whimper for him, staring up at his imposing form. He's always so much bigger than me, but being down here makes him seem like a God.

One I want to worship at the altar.

"I meant what I said, Chloe. I know you have big plans, but if you can't even pass my class, how are you going to graduate and find a career capable of paying your bills? You're going to be stuck working multiple jobs the rest of your life and you'll get nowhere. You're just not smart enough," he says. His tone is not unkind. He's caring, concerned.

It fills me with shame. Not because I don't like what he's saying, or think it's untrue, but because I shouldn't like hearing it. And yet it sends a rush through me. To know he thinks so little of me and still brings me such pleasure.

"You can go out there and struggle. Or you can drop out and come home with me. I'll take care of you, just like I do now. You can be my needy little slut all the time, instead of just dreaming about it. You'd be my slave, but I think we both know you'd be happier than you are now. You're never happier than when you're tied up and I'm pounding into you," Professor Newman says. A thrill shoots through me, yet another thing I didn't know about myself as he says the word slave. I bow my head, my cheeks heating with embarrassment that he knows me so much better than I do myself. It's getting to the point that he's all I can think about. Then he tightens his grip on the belt, tugging firmly so I'm forced to look up at him again.

"In a moment, I'm going to let you up. You'll make yourself presentable. You'll go down to the classroom and sit until class begins. You'll think about my offer, then you're going to take your test with my cum dripping down your legs. You're going to check and recheck your work until you're the last one in the classroom. Then you'll turn your test into me and tell me if you're accepting my generous offer. If you do, it will be the last decision you ever have to make. Nod if you understand."

My heart pounds in my chest. He meant it. He really meant it. He wants to take me home with him. He wants to have me all to himself, every day. I thought I wanted a career and a life, but right now, nothing sounds better than going home with him. Letting him keep me tied up so he can fuck shouldn't sound so damn appealing, but now it's all I want.

I nod my head, knowing if I try to answer him now that I won't get what I want. He doesn't like it when I disobey.

He reaches down and undoes the belt buckle, freeing my head. He holds his hand out for me.

"Spit," he orders, and I do as he says, spitting my now saliva and arousal soaked underwear into his hands. He pockets them immediately before undoing the knot holding my wrists together. That's all the help I'll get from him.

"Get dressed, slut."

I rise, turning my attention first to my bra, forcing my boobs back into their cups before redoing the buttons on my shirt. I retie my tie and smooth down my skirt before picking my blazer up. I slide it over my shoulders, doing the buttons. I'm as presentable as I can be without underwear and my professor's cum on my thighs. He unlocks the door for me and holds it open. I pick up my backpack.

"Don't disappoint me again, Miss Remington," he says as I exit.

"Yes, sir," I say, stepping into the hallway.

I know what I want. What I shouldn't want. I only hope I can be smart enough to make the right choice.

THE END

Or is it?
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In a future where women are nothing more than property, society has replaced prisons with the Hucow Ranch: a place where they transform women into livestock for breeding and milking.


The Volunteer Hucow
Hucow #214 volunteers for a life at the Hucow Ranch in order to protect her family. It has been ages since someone volunteered for the Hucow Ranch, and they plan to make a fortune on their new virgin's first televised breeding. 30,000 words.


The Lobotomized Hucow
Framed for a crime she didn't commit, Hucow #347 ends up in the hands of the man who thinks she killed his parents. When he finds out she's innocent, her handler performs a secret lobotomy on her to save her from suffering. Soon, she's the happiest cow the Ranch has ever seen. 12,000 words.


The Bull
Most men avoid jail time by sending their slaves to the Broodmare Farm. But what happens to the men with no one to sacrifice? A 7,000 word short story.


The Broodmare Farm
Sentenced to a three-year sentence at the Broodmare Farm, Carly is subject to multiple breedings as they attempt to impregnate her. A 9,000 word part one of a duet.


The Infertile Hucow
After being sentenced to a three-year stay at the Broodmare Farm, they send Carly to the Hucow Ranch to see if a permanent transformation into Hucow #418 will fix her infertility. When it doesn't work, will they find another purpose for this cow? Or will they put her down? A 9,000 word conclusion to the duet.


The Compliant Hucow
After her father angers the wrong man, the Hucow Ranch chooses Elsie for their new experimental compliance project. Hucow #499 will be the first attempt at mind control. A 8,000 word short story.


The First Cow
Go back to the beginnings of the Hucow Ranch with their very first cow. 9,000 words.


The Virgin Hucow
Determined to avoid the life her father has planned for her, Isabella commits a crime to get herself sent to the Ranch. 18,000 words.


The Prized Cow
When he hears the crimes Hucow #572 committed, freeing other women and taking them overseas where there is no slavery, the Foreman's son decides this cow deserves a special brand of punishment. 16,000 words.


The Hucow Ranch Duet
Combines the Volunteer Hucow and the Lobotomized Hucow into one book.


The Hucow Ranch Box Set: Vol. 3 - Vol. 5
The Bull, The Broodmare Farm, & The Infertile Hucow in one book.


The Hucow Ranch Box Set: Vol 6. – Vol. 9
The Compliant Hucow, The First Cow, The Virgin Hucow, and The Prized Cow in one book.
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