
        
            
                
            
        

    
Ulrika Udderson

The Hucow Inspector 3

Farm Justice


©2021 Ulrika Udderson. All rights reserved.

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


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

Make sure to read the first parts of the series.

Find them on Amazon


Jessica’s farm holiday was nearing the end, and though she had grown to care for Naomi and Claire, she looked forward to escaping the mundane life as a hucow. The milkings continued to be a source of torture, and she longed for the privacy of her small cell. It had been six days at this point, and the farmhands had still not removed her shackles. She did not mind them, they were reasonably comfortable despite the weight, but it hurt when she walked around outside in the fenced enclosure, trying to get a modicum of exercise.
It was another gorgeous summer day, and Naomi had finally been released from her restraints. She used the opportunity to skip and jump around the small patch of grass, rolling around and giggling like a schoolgirl. Jessica had found it odd at first, but Claire had explained that they all needed to find the small rays of sunshine in their bleak existence.
Jessica sat down on the ground next to Claire. She could not help but smile as she watched Naomi’s uplifting display. The bruises from Naomi’s tight restraints were still visible on the slender wrists, but the young businesswoman did not seem to have a care in the world at this moment.
“Where is she going?” Jessica had wrestled her gaze away from Naomi and noticed a young girl walking away from the farm along the gravel road. She was wearing a pair of jeans and a T-shirt. Her collar had been removed; the deep, red grooves on her neck were visible in the sunlight.
Claire sighed. “I guess she finished her term. Two years.”
“They don’t even bother to pick her up afterward, send a taxi or something?”
Claire shook her head. “Nope. I think you get a bus ticket, that is it. She probably has to walk a few miles to find one.” She absent-mindedly started fiddling with her collar. “I wonder what awaits her. A boyfriend? Kids? A job?”
“I heard that companies are not allowed to fire women while they are serving their terms,” Jessica said. She envied the woman’s freedom.
“I’ll bet you anything that they find ways around that.” Claire nodded towards a woman standing alone at the other end of the fenced-in field. “That is Gemma. She already served her term but signed up again because she lost her job. And her husband. And her house. The bastard had managed to get all their assets transferred to him while she was here the first time.”
Jessica felt a lump in her throat. “That has to be illegal!”
Claire shrugged. “Maybe. But she had no money to take him to court.”
“What will you do when you get out?” Jessica asked. Her eyes still lingered on the sullen-looking woman.
“Hope that my husband and kids are where I left them. I get one phone call every month, and every time the phone rings and he doesn’t pick up, I fear the worst.” Claire pulled her legs up towards her chest and hugged them. “It’s torture.”
“What is that pole she is standing near?” Jessica wanted to change the subject.
“They use that for cows that misbehave. They leave them tied to the pole until they get bored. Or they just whip them.”
Jessica stared at the thick wooden pole. Heavy steel rings were mounted on all four sides, and a chain hung lazily from one of them. Gemma was leaning against it, staring into the distance, but everyone else seemed to walk in a large circle around it.
Jessica returned with Naomi and Claire to their stall just in time to see the dreaded milking machine descend into the small space. Naomi and Claire pulled up their shirts and attached the vacuum tubes without hesitation, but Jessica hated the machine.
“You know the drill,” the farmhand said and pushed a large ballgag into Jessica’s mouth. The farmhands had gotten tired of Jessica’s painful cries whenever she was milked and the gag had become part of the routine.
Jessica did not protest or struggle as the ball filled her mouth; she knew there was no point. The farmhand grabbed the chain connecting her wrist shackles and pulled her towards the infernal machine. It whirred and crackled as it powered the vacuum tubes, sucking the precious drops of breastmilk through the see-through pipes.
“Try not to make a scene today,” the farmhand said with a sigh as he attached the tubes to Jessica’s breasts.
She winced as they latched on. She was never meant for this; the whole reason she had been sentenced to serve as Josh’s slave was due to her pitiful milk flow being insufficient for farm service. Her breasts were big, bigger than several of the other women at the farm, but the milk had trouble flowing from the ducts to the nipples, and it caused her pain, both when the ducts filled up and when she was milked.
The familiar, stinging pain appeared the moment the first trickle of milk was wrestled from her breasts. She clenched her fists and bit down on the rubber ball in her mouth, groaning loudly. Naomi and Claire looked at her with concern as the agony increased with every violent heave of the machine.
Jessica tried to calm herself, but she was tired, and the pain kept chipping away at her resilience. It felt worse than usual, and she tried pleading with the smiling farmhand, but the gag turned her begging into muffled, drooling moans.
I can’t take this anymore, she thought. She started pulling at the cursed vacuum tubes, but they held on to her breasts and refused to let go. The frustration built inside her, and despite Naomi and Claire yelling for her to stop, Jessica tore the vacuum tubes from the machine in a fit of agony and anger.
The farmhand pushed Jessica to the ground. “Breaking the equipment was a bad idea,” he said with a sadistic smile. “You are going to regret this.”
Jessica knew that he was likely right, but at this moment, she was simply relieved that the pain had stopped.
The sun was starting to set and painted the horizon a beautiful hue of orange. Buzzing insects could be heard all around, mixing with the calls of lonely birds. It had been a warm day, but the evening chill was starting to set in, and Jessica felt a shiver down her back.
“It’s getting chilly, huh?” she said.
“Mmhmm…”
At least they took my gag off.
She had been standing outside for a few hours now, shackled with her hands over her head to the pole she had inquired about earlier in the day. The farmhand had forced her to strip naked before locking her shackles to the pole. Jessica had feared worse and had managed to enjoy the extra serving of fresh air, but her arms were starting to go numb. She was not alone, though; Gemma, the girl Claire had told Jessica about, had been marched out and restrained next to Jessica.
I’m probably better off. She turned to look at the poor woman. The farmhand had used handcuffs to shackle Gemma to the pole, and Jessica knew from experience that they were far more uncomfortable than the wide steel shackles she wore herself. Gemma was also a fair bit shorter than Jessica, and she had to stand on her toes to take some of the pressure off her wrists. Gemma moaned from time to time, kept from talking by a mouth-filling ballgag, and Jessica felt sorry for the woman who had been all but forced to return to the farm to make a living.
“This is not where I expected to be at this point in my life,” Jessica said and pulled at her chains, despite knowing they would not budge. “Shackled naked to a pole in the middle of nowhere.”
Gemma did not answer.
Jessica heard the gates to the barn open. She was not able to turn far enough to see what was happening, but she could hear Gemma struggle against her restraints and the girl’s breathing quicken.
“What a beautiful display,” a voice sounded. “Wouldn’t you say, Steven?”
“That it is, Ron.”
Two farmhands appeared in front of Jessica, both carrying whips. One of them was Steven, the man who had awkwardly groped Jessica on her first day, the other was the farmhand with a scar on his cheek, apparently called Ron.
“Seems you two got yo’selves in a heap of trouble,” Steven said with a smile.
“Things were getting boring.” Jessica smiled. “I needed some fresh air.”
Ron laughed. “I like this one. Give her a good thrashing, will you, Steve?”
Steven nodded. “Sure will.”
Ron walked to the other side of the pole, and Jessica soon heard Gemma cry and scream through her gag as the loud whacks of the whip hit her body. Jessica grabbed hold of her chains in anticipation of what was to come. She had been whipped before, and it had been a horrifying experience.
“Turn ‘round, miss.”
Steven was hesitant at first. The lashes felt weak, even playful, and Jessica found a certain pleasure in being whipped, though Gemma’s cries of agony soured the experience. The two women locked eyes as they both faced the pole on opposite sides. Tears were streaming down the young girl’s pristine face.
“You can do this,” Jessica whispered and smiled, but it was obvious that Ron was putting a lot more effort into the whipping than his partner.
“I can’t hear your cow scream, Steve?” Ron took a short break to catch his break.
“Just gettin’ started, that’s all!”
The hits came faster and harder now. They were not elegant and precise like Josh’s had been, but rough and flailing. Some hits barely grazed her, others hit Jessica with stinging, intense pain as consequence. Still, she was enjoying the attention from the farmhand, and she could not help but shake her shapely butt at Steven in between the lashes.
“Let’s move on to their boobs,” Ron said.
Shit.
Steven grabbed Jessica’s shoulder and forced her to turn around. He did not hesitate this time. Jessica started groaning as the hits landed on her breasts, but she was relieved that Steven did not have the inventiveness, or the malice, to start whipping her pussy. She tried to keep eye contact with the farmhand, smiling at him as he whipped her; after nearly a week in chains, she was craving cock and hoped to seduce the simple man in front of her, but he kept looking away.
A short while later, the whipping stopped.
“I’m taking this one inside for milking, then locking her in the isolation box,” Ron said as if he was not talking about a person. “Leave the other bitch out here till morning.”
Jessica was still reeling from the whipping, but she found the energy to protest. “What? You’re leaving me out here? My arms hurt like hell!”
Ron appeared in front of her. He had a firm grasp on Gemma’s arm. “Sorry, is your stay not comfortable enough?” He looked at Steven. “Gag her before you go inside.”
“Her breasts seem pretty strained, Ron,” Steven said and nodded at Jessica’s breasts. “You don’ think she should be milked first?”
“Who cares? She shouldn’t have broken the machine then.” Ron glanced at Gemma. “I guess we can offer her a little relief. Suck her tits, cow.”
He pushed Gemma forward. Jessica felt sorry for the broken woman; her eyes were red from crying, barely visible between the messy strands of blonde curls, and her body was covered in marks and bruises from the whipping. She did not object as her gag was removed and her face was forced towards Jessica’s aching breasts.
The soft lips closed around Jessica’s breast; Gemma used her cuffed hands to support the giant udder and massaged it gently, helping the milk to flow. It still stung, causing Jessica to wince, but she welcomed the relief.
It did not last long though, and the milk continued to trickle down her naked body after Ron pulled Gemma aside shortly after, leaving Steven and Jessica in each other’s company.
“It’s just you and me now, Steven,” she said and winked.
He bit his lip. “Miss, I already said I can’t –“
“I know, I know, the Kellers are the only ones allowed to.” She put on her pouty, little-girl face. It had worked on her father countless times. “But I’m horny, Steven.” She pulled at her shackles. “And I can’t do anything to quell my lust. Please, won’t you help me?”
Jessica leaned forward, pushing her chest out. She could tell that the blood had left Steven’s face by the bulge in his jeans, and he scratched his head as he kept one eye on the gate to the barn.
I guess you learn to control your lust when you’re around big-breasted, chained women all day.
“I beg you, Steven. Please. Just your fingers, pick up where we left off?” If a solid fucking was out of the picture, she would have to appeal to the man’s sympathy and hope for a pity-fingering. “I’ll go mad if I don’t find release.”
He sighed. “Fine! But I’m gagging you, siren. Them words comin’ out of your mouth are messing with my mind.”
Jessica nodded and blinked sensually at the farmhand as he pushed the large ballgag into her mouth. Steven made sure to look away as two of his rough fingers entered her, slowly moving in and out. It did not take long before the aches in her arms and breasts vanished from Jessica’s mind and the lust took over. It was not sensual or erotic, but neither was the situation. She was a prisoner, helpless to resist, being fingered by a coarse, simple man, and yet something about it made her feel alive. His touch was the opposite of delicate, but Jessica soon started moaning loudly into the gag.
“Try to be quiet, I should not be doing this!” Steven said, but she barely listened.
She leaned into his touch, and when he started massaging her clit with his other hand, any feeble attempt at silence went out the window. She wanted more, wanted his cock inside her, and she pulled at her chains in a vain attempt to get closer. Most men would have felt powerful and aroused by the sight of a beautiful, naked woman chained before them, lusting for their touch, but Steven was visibly uncomfortable with the situation.
But Steven’s need for quiet dignity was in direct opposition to Jessica’s desires at this point. When she came, she screamed furiously into the gag, shaking her head from side to side while she pushed herself forward, soaking every last bit of orgasmic delight from the farmhand’s trembling fingers.
“Fuck this!” he said, intimidated by the primal display of lust, and he set off towards the barn, leaving Jessica behind.
Her jaw hurt from the gag. Her body trembled in the aftermath of the wonderful orgasm, and the pain from her arms and breasts thrust their way back through the sedative effect of her climax. But she smiled as she half stood, half hung from the chains. Jessica was having a wonderful time.
Jessica was exhausted and hungry when Steven came to release her the next day. She was cold and wet from the morning dew, but she still managed to blow Steven a provocative kiss when he removed the gag. As he walked her towards the barn, the sound of a loud engine could be heard in the distance.
“Looks like the mistress is home,” Steven said and nodded towards the driveway where a huge SUV came roaring down the gravel road.
Jessica only managed a few hours of sleep and a pitiful meal before a farmhand came to take her to Danielle Keller. The chains connecting her shackles and ankle manacles were removed, and she was told to shower. The water was cold but refreshing, yet she felt hesitant at the thought of what the unpleasant woman had in store for her. Their first interaction had not left a positive impression. The farmhand did not put the chains back on but instead used a padlock to lock her wrist shackles behind her back.
For the first time, Jessica was taken to the main building, but she did not get to see much of the house before she was led downstairs to the basement. Of course, they have a dark, creepy basement. Her heart raced when she saw Danielle standing there, surrounded by cages, whips, chains, with her hands on her hips, waiting with a sadistic grin on her face. She was naked, apart from a brutal, large strapon dildo. As with her husband, time had been kind to the woman; the graying hair gave her an air of elegance, and she had the posture of a graceful dancer. She was beautiful, but the eyes were cold and cruel.
“I have waited all week for this,” she said. “Kneel.”
Jessica obeyed. She suspected that there was pain in her near future, but the sight of the intimidating strapon did not scare her, which had likely been Danielle’s intention. She wanted Danielle to fuck her, but the woman would likely refrain from doing so if she got the impression that it was what Jessica desired.
Danielle started circling Jessica like a predator. “Such a beautiful cow,” she said, her words dripping with disdain. “Yet so worthless.”
Jessica bit her lip. She had to stay silent.
“I love tormenting cows, but I can never be too rough with the cattle here – they have to re-enter society relatively unharmed.” She knelt and pinched Jessica’s nipple. “But a convict, a miserable slave, is perfect. Your master doesn’t seem to care what happens to you, so I get to have a bit of fun.”
As long as you fuck me. Her hunger surprised even herself; a few months earlier, Jessica would have berated the smug woman, told her to fuck off, but now she was willing to endure much to feel a cock, even an artificial one, inside her. She did not feel submissive, not truly, but pride had been overruled by pure, primal lust. Her little encounter with Steven the night before had only made the urge stronger.
Danielle placed a finger under Jessica’s chin and stared into her eyes. “I bet you were a spoiled brat before they made you a slave. You reek of undeserved money. Were you a spoiled brat, cow?”
“Yes.”
Danielle nodded. “I love punishing bitches like you. Henry and I had to work hard for all this, we were not born with a silver spoon stuffed far up our asses like you were.” She stood up. “Suck the dildo like the dirty slave cow you are.”
Jessica groaned as she closed her lips around the rubber cock. This was not intimate or comforting like her experience with Naomi and Claire. Noone derived any direct pleasure from this, it was all about establishing power and control. It was forceful and dirty; the air was electric with animosity, but being forced did not put a damper on Jessica’s arousal.
Quite the contrary.
“Do better, slave,” Danielle said. “You’ll want this thing well lubed before I stuff it inside you.”
Jessica picked up the pace. The dildo was gigantic, and though she dreaded having something of this size inside her, she was also curious. And horny.
“That will do for now.” Danielle grabbed Jessica’s collar and pulled her to her feet. She removed the lock connecting Jessica’s shackles and instead locked them to a pair of chains hanging from the ceiling, leaving Jessica’s arms stretched to each side.
Not an uncomfortable position, she thought, but the addition of a spreader bar to separate her ankle manacles, spreading her legs wide, did increase the discomfort. Danielle then proceeded to lock a chain to Jessica’s collar and pulled it down towards the ground, forcing the slavegirl to bend forward until the chain was locked to an anchor point in the floor. What had started as a harmless position seconds before was now a strenuous tie – Jessica’s ass and pussy were fully exposed, she was unable to close her legs, and her arms were pulled upward and back from her body.
She felt scared. And excited. She tried to see what was going on behind her, but her vision was blocked by her huge, hanging breasts.
“What a sight,” Danielle said. “But we are not finished.”
Jessica groaned as a pair of police leg irons were locked around her breasts – the skin tightened, the milk started flowing painfully, and Danielle’s teasing prods became far more intense and agonizing.
“I’m going to cane you. Hard,” Danielle whispered. The sadistic timbre in her voice made Jessica wet with anticipation. “Then I’m going to put this giant cock in your pussy – I’m going to fuck you hard.”
Jessica wanted it. All of it. But she could not show it. “Please … please don’t.” She mimicked the voice of a scared girl, a role she knew how to play well.
Danielle smiled. “Begging? Really? I don’t want to listen to that shit. Or see your stupid, pitiful face.”
A gag soon filled Jessica’s mouth, forcing her jaw wide open, and a leather hood was strapped on her head, leaving her in darkness. Unable to protest, unable to see. The fear increased along with her lust, and her entire body shook from the strain of the position and the anxious uncertainty.
The first hit of the cane landed on her ass. Jessica screamed into the gag – she had experienced Josh’s purposeful whipping and Steven’s flailing attempt at punishment, but this was a different sensation. It stung, and the pain lingered longer. The hits kept coming, harder and harder. This was not playful or erotic, this was pain for pain’s sake, and Jessica could not find any pleasure in it.
Danielle moved on to cane the strained, aching breasts. Jessica could feel the milk drip from her as the hits landed, feeling like someone was stabbing a knife into her tender breasts with every hit. She pulled at her chains, but it was hopeless, and the sound of Danielle’s chilling laughter went straight to her bones.
This bitch is a psycho! Jessica thought as the punishment continued. She had been foolish to think that this would be pleasurable for her, and she was about to cry when the caning stopped.
Silence. Jessica awaited the next hit, but it did not come.
Then she felt the tip of the giant dildo at the edge of her pussy, teasing her lips. It was like rain in the desert, and she could not help but try to move closer.
“You want this?”
“Mmhmmm …” Jessica mumbled through the gag and hood. She did want it. Badly. Her body was aching all over from the caning, and she desired the distraction.
“You know I won’t make it pleasant for you.”
You don’t know what pleases me.
Danielle rammed the rubber cock deep inside Jessica. The cock filled her to the brim, stretching her pussy so much that it felt like it could burst. The sadistic woman did not bother to start slowly; the thrusts were hard, always going all the way in until Jessica thought she would be able to taste the rubber in her mouth, but despite what Danielle intended, Jessica was loving every second of it. Her pussy had ached for a good fucking for months now, and though this was brutal and unpleasant, she swallowed it up, satiated her hunger in the violence and menace that characterized every thrust.
The aging woman had stamina. Jessica could feel herself getting close, but she did not want to come. Not yet. She knew she would be punished for it, that it would give her away. Her body tensed up, her hands closed into tight fists as she tried to ride off the storm, to keep from falling over the edge.
It was exhausting. And glorious.
When Danielle finally pulled out, both women were panting and sweating from exhaustion. Jessica’s mind was in a completely different place, overloaded by a potent mix of pleasure from the fucking and pain from her uncomfortable position and aching breasts. She was disoriented and felt like she was constantly walking a knife-edge between mind-blowing pleasure and soul-crushing pain and discomfort.
“Not bad, cow.” Danielle was still trying to catch her breath. “I wanted to give you another thrashing, to make you scream, but I’m frankly exhausted. Maybe I should just –“
“Let her go?”
Jessica recognized the voice as Henry, the farmer.
“Darling, so good to see you!”
“I figured you’d say hi before you went to play with the cow,” Henry said. 
Jessica heard no anger in his voice, but she felt awkward and vulnerable being shackled and blind in the couple’s presence.
“You know me, patience is not one of my virtues. I was just about to let the miserable cunt go when you arrived, but maybe we should have a little fun together?”
What the fuck?
“Marvelous idea, sweetie!”
Jessica could hear the sound of furniture being moved and a zipper opening. Part of her wanted it to stop, to return to the quiet, boring stall, but her sore pussy still pined for more.
Her hood was removed, and she stared into Danielle’s deep, brown eyes. Danielle’s cheeks were flushed, but the smile was devious. “It seems we are not done yet, little cow. You better behave, or you could be in for a long night. I’m going to remove your gag. Then I want you to lick my pussy as if your life depended on it.” She kissed Jessica over the gag. “I’ll make it interesting for you. If I finish first, you get to go back to your stall relatively unharmed. If Henry finishes first, I will cane you to within an inch of your life. Do you understand?”
Jessica nodded. She was in no position to negotiate, and she wanted Henry’s cock inside her.
“Oh, and I don’t give a shit whether you orgasm or not.” Danielle removed the gag and placed herself on the padded bench that had been dragged in front of Jessica, spreading her legs. “Have fun, sweetie!”
“You too, honey,” Henry’s voice said behind Jessica.
Having a threesome with a middle-aged farmer couple while she was shackled and collared had not been on Jessica’s bucket list, but the moment Henry’s generous cock entered her, she started licking Danielle’s hairy pussy with zealous determination. The prospect of a brutal beating was motivation enough, but as had been the case when she had sucked Henry’s dick a few days earlier, she felt like she was wrestling back a tiny sliver of control from the cruel woman by licking her.
She was in control of this woman’s pleasure. And she would make her come.
While Jessica’s tongue shifted between deep, explorative journeys inside her tormentor, Henry’s girthy cock brought her immense pleasure from behind. It was not as large as the ludicrous dildo she had been fucked by moments earlier, but it was rock hard, warm, and plenty big to find almost all of Jessica’s favorite spots. She did not try to suppress her moans, there was no point, and her high-pitched screams of lust and pleasure seemed to function as a mild vibration as her face was buried deep between Danielle’s wide open legs.
The first fucking had been about power. This was all about lust. All three of them joined together in a dissonant choir of groans and moans. Henry went deeper, harder, and Jessica was loving it. She had longed for this for so long, and her aching body soaked it all up. She strained against her shackles and collar, trying to lick Danielle even harder, and it was working. The gray-haired woman started shaking, and for a second, Jessica feared that she would just pull away to prevent the slave-girl from succeeding, but Danielle instead reached out her hands, grabbed Jessica by the hair, and pulled her closer. Jessica could barely breathe; not only was her nose and mouth soaked in the wet pussy, but the collar was pressing hard on her neck.
This feels … amazing!
Danielle screamed as she climaxed.
Jessica screamed as the choking helped push her over the edge and into the deep, blissful abyss of pure joy.
Shortly after, Henry pulled out and ejaculated on Jessica’s back.
Jessica was still reeling from the powerful experience when the couple approached each other with huge grins on their faces and kissed. They complimented each other on a job well done, and Jessica feared that they would simply leave her. With the rush of orgasm fading, the pain of her aching joints and power-fucked pussy took over.
Henry heard Jessica whimper. “Let the poor cow go. She did well.”
Jessica breathed a sigh of relief as the chains were unlocked. Her legs were barely able to support her, and she was ready to cuddle up on the floor to get some much-needed rest. Her mind was conflicted; the couple had fucked her brains out, expanded her horizons, but it did not change the fact that they were taking advantage of innocent women. Jessica was not innocent, and in a twisted way, she accepted that she had deserved the punishment Danielle had administered, but it did not quell the sour taste in her mouth. It bothered her that Josh would likely do nothing to remedy this, happy to turn a blind eye in exchange for a handful of cash.
A farmhand brought her back to the stall, and as she cuddled up next to Naomi and Claire for the last time, she wondered if this was the kind of experience she would have to endure over and over again for the next six years.
***
Jessica stared as Steven, the bumbling farmhand, removed her shackles, exposing the deep, red grooves left behind on her skin. It was odd to be free of the large metal bracelets, but she had no time to celebrate; the moment she had put her clothes back on, her hands were once again put in handcuffs, and she was led into what looked like an office at the end of the barn building. She was placed in a chair and told to wait.
She sighed, relieved to be out of the bland clothes and back in something more comfortable, but part of her was reluctant to leave Naomi and Claire behind in the hands of the merciless Danielle.
The door opened, and Josh stepped in, dressed in a pair of skinny, elegant jeans that hugged his muscular legs, as well as a fitted black shirt. It was his version of casual, but he looked like was about to pitch a billion-dollar merger. Jessica was annoyed to discover a warm sensation spreading from her chest at the sight of her owner – all the disappointment and animosity she had felt during her week-long stay evaporated, at least for a few seconds.
“How was your stay?” he asked and sat down behind a desk and opened his laptop. He did not bother to look up at Jessica.
Jessica shifted in her seat, but her movement was restricted; Steven had locked her hands behind the chair’s wide backrest. “I’m pissed at you.”
“I don’t care, Jessica.”
“I figured you wouldn’t. It just needed to be said.”
He nodded. “It’s noted. Your report?”
“Why bother? You’re not going to do anything about it.”
“A formality.” He yawned and checked his watch. “Do you want to stay here?”
Jessica rolled her eyes and told Josh all about her stay. About the restrained women, the harsh punishments, her sexual encounters with the Kellers, everything she had experienced. The only thing she kept to herself was the menage with Naomi and Claire. She wanted that to be all hers.
Josh nodded and typed during Jessica’s report, but his face betrayed no emotions.
“Is that it?” he asked when Jessica had finished detailing her basement experience from the night before. She had made sure to spare no detail in the hope that it could turn Josh on, but it seemed to have been in vain.
“Seriously?” Jessica blew away a hair that had escaped her ponytail and was itching her nose. “The story had abuse of power, forced sex, punishments, and if I may say so myself, a well-told, titillating sex scene at the end. What more do you need?”
Josh shrugged. “Fine. I think we are almost done here.” He picked up his phone and speed-dialed someone. “Yeah, it’s me. You can go ahead.” He hung up, packed away his laptop, and got up. “Ready to go?”
“I haven’t packed yet.”
“We need to work on that sarcasm.”
“You’ll learn to love it.”
He unlocked her cuffs, helped her to stand, then promptly locked them in front. “I doubt it.”
As they exited the building, four police cars came roaring down the driveway with sirens blazing. Josh did not seem to take notice and walked a confused Jessica to his car.
“What’s going on, Josh?” she asked as the officers stormed into the main house.
“It’s all protocol.”
They watched as Henry and Danielle Keller were escorted out of the building in handcuffs, swearing and protesting.
“You!” Henry shouted the moment he noticed Josh. “You motherfucker! We had a deal!”
Jessica could not help but smile. “You played him?”
“I reported the bribe the moment I left.” He helped Jessica into the passenger seat and closed the door.
Jessica noticed Claire and Naomi standing behind the fenced-in area with several of the other women, cheering at the Kellers. They both smiled and waved at Jessica.
“What will happen now?” Jessica asked when Josh entered the car.
“New management will be appointed soon. The women will still have to serve their term, but hopefully under better conditions.” He started the car.
Jessica looked at him. “Why the charade? You couldn’t have just told me?”
“I couldn’t risk you spilling the beans.” Josh nodded at the chief police officer as they drove past. “I have no reason to trust you, Jessica. Not yet.” He took a deep breath. “Look, make no mistake: You are a means to an end. A tool at my disposal. You see now why I need a slave.” Josh glanced at Jessica’s frowning face. “But you did a good job.”
“So I deserve a reward?” Jessica fluttered her eyelashes.
“I guess you do.”
“This was not what I had in mind …” Jessica said with her mouth full.
“You want me to take it back?”
Jessica pulled away, shielding her greasy burger with her arm. “Fuck no! I earned this!”
The look on the underpaid drive-in worker’s face had been priceless as he had handed the burgers to a handcuffed girl, and though Jessica had hoped for a reward of a more sexual nature, she enjoyed the taste of victory represented by the fries and burger she was gorging on.
“Josh …”
“Mmhmm?” Josh took a sip of his soda.
“How many …” Jessica cleared her throat. “How many of these jobs will I have to do before you trust me?” She looked at him. “Before you want me?”
Josh seemed to consider the question a while. “Impossible to say. It might never happen – either of them.” He turned towards her and smiled. A genuine smile. It warmed her entire body, even though it was only there for a brief moment. “But this was a step in the right direction.” He wiped his hands on a paper towel. “That was probably not the answer you were looking for.”
Jessica nodded. “It will do for now.” She looked at the handcuffs restraining her hands. “By the way, would you consider buying some shackles?”
TO BE CONTINUED
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Read the next part of Jessica’s story.

Find it on Amazon
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Be sure to read my other series “The Hucow Slaves” as well.
Find the complete series here
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