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Part 1

The cold evening air hit her face like a refreshing wave after two hours in the depressing, dimly-lit room. The dark alleyway and drizzle echoed the darkness inside her mind. The support-group meetings always left her drained and mildly depressed, but more so than that, she was in dire need of relief. She pulled out her top and groaned as she watched the wet stains on her bra.

“You’d think they’d put in a milking break in a support group for women who involuntarily lactate, huh?” a voice sounded behind Claire. She turned to see Elizabeth, one of the other girls in the group, pull one of her large breasts out of the skimpy top and begin to milk herself into a rusty trashcan.

“I know, I … should you be doing that here?” Claire asked and looked over her shoulder. The three other girls in the group had already disappeared.

“I was about to burst.” Elizabeth squeezed a few more drops from her massive udders and hid them away. She then wiped her hand on her short skirt and reached it out toward Claire. “I’m Elizabeth, but go by Ellie. I know we’ve introduced ourselves in the group sessions, but it just seems so … fake.”

“Claire, as you know,” Claire said with a smile and shook Elizabeth’s hand. “I’m so glad someone else is a bit frustrated by the whole setup. It’s nice to know that I’m not the only one dealing with this, but it just …”

“It doesn’t make it any less unfair and uncomfortable.”

“Exactly.” Claire sighed and nudged her dark-rimmed glasses up with one finger. “I just feel like my life is on pause without any end in sight. I don’t want to go outside more than necessary because my back begins to hurt and I constantly have to worry about when I can milk myself.”

Ellie nodded and the two began to walk out of the alley, towards the busy main street. “I know. I want to see the world. I want to party, to travel, to not be limited by these fucking udders.“

“I just want to be able to buy normal clothes. It’s like every T-shirt becomes a crop top once it’s been pulled over my breasts.” Claire smiled, her full lips forming into a slight smirk.

Ellie laughed. “I know, right?” Her breasts, which seemed to be even larger than Claire’s, bounced slightly under her thin, skimpy shirt. “It’s like every guy can see my nipples through the fabric, so why even bother wearing anything at all?”

“And the bras are so expensive.”

The two continued to complain about their mutual challenges for a while before Claire even thought about the fact that they were going in the same direction.

“You live near college too?”

Ellie nodded. “Yes, I’m a law student. You?”

“History.”

“Nerd.”

Claire laughed. “Not going to deny that.”

“Do you want to go to my place? I honestly don’t feel like being alone after these support group meetings,” Ellie said. The spark in her dark eyes seemed to dim for a moment.

“Sure, why not?”

The two chatted for hours. Ellie was a fascinating, larger-than-life personality, and Claire could not help but feel both intimidated and mesmerized by Ellie’s energy. Her own flat was mainly used as a storage space for books and clothes; she did not care about interior decorating, but Ellie’s apartment was filled with color, crazy paintings, and even a stripper pole in the living room.

“It’s great exercise, but I haven’t been able to use it much lately,” Ellie said and finished her glass of wine. “My breasts have grown to double size in the last year.”

Claire let her fingers run down the cold steel pole and smiled. “I get that. I used to run track. Not anymore.” A weird silence descended on the colorful living room for the first time since they had walked in the door. The silence was not uncomfortable, it was rather pleasant, but Claire could tell that Ellie was not as used to silence as Claire was.

Ellie smiled at Claire. “I need to be milked.” She took off her shirt and bra to reveal the impressive, strained breasts. The veins were clearly visible, and a white, milky drop was seeping out one of the nipples. “Do you mind doing it? It’d be a nice change of pace. I’ll return the favor, of course.”

Claire smiled and nodded. “Where …”

Ellie handed her the empty wine glass. “Just use this. And thanks.”

“I’ve only done it to myself,” Claire said, but still sat down in front of her new friend. She reached for Ellie’s swollen teats, but Ellie grabbed her hand.

“Don’t worry, you can’t do it wrong. I just …” Ellie took a deep breath. “It feels so good, okay? It turns me on. So please, don’t be upset if it sounds like I’m enjoying it too much. I know it’s just milking.”

Claire laughed. “It’s okay. You can enjoy it.”

With that reassurance, the busty redhead began to milk the black-haired beauty. It was not that different from milking herself, although the feeling of another woman’s breasts and nipples in her hands was a strange sensation. The wine glass soon filled with Ellie’s milk.

Ellie, in the meantime, had closed her eyes and let her mouth hang open. The pleasure of the milking was intense, and she moaned loudly as the pressure was relieved. “Oh fuck that’s good,” she said and ran her fingers through her own hair. “You’re really good at this.”

Claire blushed. “Thanks.” She chuckled. “The glass is full.”

“Do you want to drink it?“ Ellie asked. “It tastes good, I’ve tried it a few times.”

“Isn’t that a bit … weird?” Claire stared at the fluid in the glass. She was put off, but something in Ellie’s charming smile made her unable to refuse. She raised the glass to her lips and took a sip. “It’s a little bit sweet.”

Ellie smiled. “I’ve read that some guys like drinking it during sex. Do you have a boyfriend?”

Claire was taken a little aback. “No. No, I don’t really have time for that, and the whole … milk thing is a bit … you know?”

Ellie nodded. “Yeah, same.”

Claire returned to the milking and soon enough, the other breast was emptied. Claire was surprised by how hard she had to milk to get the last drops out, and she was worried that she was hurting Ellie, but the black-haired girl seemed to be enjoying the pain and the rough treatment of her breasts. She moaned loudly and squirmed on the couch as her sensitive nipples were squeezed.

“That was nice, thank you,” Ellie said and hid her breasts away. She looked at Claire and tilted her head to the side. “Have you ever been tied up, Claire?”

“What? No … why do you ask?”

Ellie shrugged. “I just … got the urge to tie you up before I milk you. It might make it more … enjoyable for you. What do you say?”

Claire was the opposite of adventurous. She wanted to say no, like she usually did when asked to try something new, but she hated disappointing people, and she felt extremely comfortable around Ellie. Bondage had never crossed her mind, but the more she thought about it, the more she realized that no part of her truly objected to being restrained by the beautiful, black-haired girl in front of her.

“Well?” Ellie smiled.

“Okay.” Claire took a deep breath and hugged herself. “Just … promise you’ll let me out when you’re done milking me?”

Ellie laughed. “Of course! Come, it’ll be fun.” She helped Claire remove the oversized sweatshirt she used to hide her bosom and whistled when she saw the topless Claire. “They look great! You shouldn’t hide them, sweetie. I can’t believe they’re so firm!”

Claire blushed. “Thank you. How … how do you want to tie me up?”

Ellie held Claire’s hand. “I want to hogtie you, if you don’t mind? I tried it at a … party once. It was intense. Up for trying it?”

Claire nodded. She took a deep breath and felt a shiver run down her spine when Ellie left the room and returned from her bedroom with three black leather belts. She gently pulled Claire’s hands behind her back and wrapped one of the belts around them.

“Is it too tight?”

Claire shook her head. She could feel her heart pounding in her chest, her palms were getting sweaty, and her eyes were wide with excitement. This was new, and she was so intrigued that she barely felt nervous.

“Lie down on the couch, on your stomach,” Ellie said and gently pushed Claire down. The second belt soon tied her ankles tightly together, and Ellie allowed Claire to wriggle on the couch for a bit before she finished the tie by using the last belt to tie the wrists and ankles close together, leaving Claire helpless.

“Fuck … that’s amazing,” Ellie whispered. She knelt next to Claire’s head. “Are you okay, sweetie?”

“Yes. I feel …” Claire smiled. “I like it … I think.”

“Good. I’m going to roll you onto your side now so I can milk you.” Ellie grinned and gently rolled Claire over, leaving the large breasts hanging over the edge of the couch. Claire gasped when Ellie’s soft hands touched her engorged breasts, and the belts binding her made the touch even more intense. She hated milking herself, but this felt very different. It was both pleasant and intimate, but also something more. A gentle warmth appeared between her legs, and it got warmer every time she squirmed and felt the belts preventing her from moving.

“You like that, huh? I think you enjoy being tied up,” Ellie said. She laughed and played with Claire’s nipples. The large breasts had to be squeezed hard to get the milk flowing, and Claire moaned loudly.

The constant pressure of the leather belts against her skin and the intense pleasure from her nipples had a strange effect on Claire’s body, and her head began to spin. It was as if all of her senses were dulled and she could not feel anything but the intense pleasure from her breasts, the soreness of her muscles, and the gentle pain of the leather straps.

When Ellie was done, she removed the belts and helped Claire to sit up. Claire sat there for a bit, staring at the marks on her wrists, trying to come to terms with what she had just experienced.

“It was wild, huh?” Ellie asked and placed a hand on Claire’s shoulder.

Claire nodded. “Yes. I … I’m not sure what to think.”

“Then don’t think. Just feel.” Ellie smiled. “I get the impression that you think too much.”

“There’s some evidence to support that.” Claire rubbed the marks on her wrist. “But thank you, I’m glad I tried it.”

A few days passed. Claire still felt a buzz whenever she thought about the experience in Ellie’s apartment, and for the first time, she looked forward to the next meeting in the support group. Even the milkings multiple times a day felt more pleasant now. Claire was happy to have found a little joy in the sea of discomfort that her life had become since her breasts had begun to grow rapidly, yet she still felt limited by the weight she had to lug around.

She was sitting in her living room playing video games when Ellie called her.

“What’re you doing tomorrow night, girl?” Ellie asked in a tone that sounded like the two had been friends for years. Claire could hear music playing loudly in the background.

“Uhm … I was planning to lock the door and escape into video games the way I do most nights. Why?”

“Look, this is going to sound crazy, but hear me out … you liked being tied up, right?”

“Yeah, I did,” Claire said and immediately felt a warmth between her thighs.

“Good.” It sounded like Ellie moved away from the music and lowered her voice. “I’ve chatted with this … guy. Mentioned my condition. Mentioned … you …”

Claire felt more and more uncomfortable with every word. “Get to the point, Ellie …”

“How would you like to be tied up and milked at a party together with me?”

“What?”

“It’s a … kinky party. The guy asked if we’d want to be decoration and … refreshments. I know it’s a bit much, but I’m going to say yes, and I was hoping you’d keep me company!”

Claire was dumbstruck. Her comfort zone was fairly small, and this was miles outside of it. Being tied up and milked by Ellie was one thing, but strangers?

“Claire? You still there?”

“I … I can’t, Ellie. I’m sorry, it’s just …”

“Too much, I get it.” Ellie tried to hide her disappointment. “Don’t worry about it. It was a long shot. I’ll tell you how it went!”

Claire stared at the phone in her hand for a while after hanging up. She felt bad about disappointing Ellie, but there was no way she could do that. Right?

That evening, Claire had an intense, wet dream. It involved being tied up in a cold, dark basement with her hands tied to a hook in the ceiling. Her breasts were lactating constantly, the milk dripping down into two buckets on the floor, and her entire body ached. A group of men were standing around her, pointing, laughing, and discussing her milk production in detail.

She woke up with a feeling of intense pleasure between her legs.

What are you doing with your life, Claire? she asked herself as she stared at the ceiling. Even before her breasts had begun growing, she had isolated herself, played it safe, never challenged how she saw herself.

She picked up her phone while two fingers slid down inside her panties. “Ellie? Sorry to wake you … I’ll do it.”

The door was inconspicuous, no different from the other bland, black doors in the alley, but the two girls could hear loud music from inside. Ellie was remarkably quiet, and the two exchanged nervous glances as they opened the door and stepped inside. Claire wore the only dress she had that still fit her somewhat, but her breasts still threatened to pop out of the top, and she struggled to walk in the heels Ellie had brought for her. Ellie looked stunning in the low-cut top and short skirt, but she could not hide the anxiety that reflected how Claire herself was feeling.

They walked up a darkened staircase and stepped inside a large room that felt like a disco. Red lights and bright strobes made the dark figures inhabiting the room seem otherworldly and scary, but there was nothing scary about the man approaching them with a huge smile.

“Ellie?” he asked and adjusted the black T-shirt that hugged his fit body tightly. “So glad you two wanted to come!” He embraced the two girls who did not have time to react. “Come, follow me!”

He led them into a side room, away from the loud music. Claire was ready to run away, to regret her decision to come, but the man’s relaxed, smiling nature helped calm the worst of her nerves. He small-talked for a bit, asked about their studies, but Claire’s anxiousness exploded when he opened a backpack and revealed two pairs of handcuffs and several lengths of rope.

“Are you still up for this?” he asked Claire when he noticed her staring at the handcuffs.

She nodded. “I am, I’m just … nervous.”

“Look, the people out there might look … weird, but they’ll respect your boundaries, I promise. Try to relax, and I’m sure you’ll enjoy yourself!”

“So … how is this going to play out, Brett?” Ellie asked. She had already begun to remove her clothes.

“We have these kinky parties from time to time. The people out there are adventurous, love BDSM, humiliation … objectification. When I heard about your special condition, I just knew that I had to ask you to come.” He could not pry his eyes away from Ellie’s impressive breasts. “We’re going to restrain and gag you out there. Try to think about yourselves as objects, as decoration. The guests can use your breasts, but the rest is off-limits.” He smiled and winked at Claire. “This time, at least.”

Ellie looked at Claire. “I’ll be right next to you the whole time, sweetie.”

Claire took a deep breath. “I know.”

Ten minutes later, Claire and Ellie found themselves helplessly cuffed in the large room. The music was deafeningly loud, and the people seemed to move in waves, like shadows. The two girls stood next to a table with plastic cups, their hands cuffed behind their backs, and the thick, black ballgags in their mouths made it impossible to speak. The cuffs were chained to an anchor point on the wall, preventing the girls from going anywhere, and the feel of the cold steel around her wrists filled Claire with conflicting emotions. She stared at the leather- and latex-clad people in the room. They seemed alien to her, and so did their behavior. A girl, not much older than her, was shackled to an X-shaped cross at the other end of the room and was in the middle of being whipped, her screams inaudible due to the music, while others were having sex on a couch not far from where Claire was standing.

What am I doing here? She pulled at her restraints, but there was no way for her to get out. Part of her knew that she could just make eye contact with Brett and he would release her in an instant, but a weak voice in the back of her mind told her to endure it. To enjoy it.

“Mmmmh?” Ellie said next to her. The large ballgag distorted her face to be almost unrecognizable, but she was still beautiful. Her large udders hung freely, dripping onto the floor, aching to be milked.

“Mmmmm …” Claire answered to the question that Ellie was unable to articulate. Her breasts were swollen and hurting; she was badly in need of milking, but unable to do anything about it.

A middle-aged, leather-clad couple approached them. The man had the woman on a leash, and they kept smiling as they each picked up a cup and took turns milking Claire and Ellie. They laughed and joked as the breasts were milked into the cups. The man squeezed Claire’s nipple hard and laughed when she squirmed and tried to escape the pain.

“Mmmmmhhhh!” Claire moaned, but the gag prevented her from making more noise. She looked over at Ellie, but the black-haired girl had her eyes closed, enjoying the tender touch of the woman.

Why … does that feel good? Claire thought as the man pinched her again. Milk squirted onto the floor, and the chains rattled as she struggled against her cuffs. She had never felt this helpless. She had no agency, not even a voice. She was just an object, something to be used, and it surprised her that all she felt was arousal and excitement, not disgust. It only got more intense when the man pulled the leashed woman closer, grabbed her hair, and pushed her lips onto Claire’s dripping teat. The sensation was intense and overwhelming, causing Claire’s entire body to tense up.

The woman licked and sucked as the man forced her to drink from the helpless young woman. She slurped, sucked, and moaned as the flow of milk increased and the pressure decreased.

“You like that, don’t you, slut?” the man growled to the woman. “You like drinking from this fucking cow?” He laughed and pushed her head harder against Claire’s nipple, causing Claire to squirm and moan. The feeling of the woman’s lips around her sensitive nipple and the tongue licking her made Claire’s body tingle, and she felt her juices flow freely down her legs. The woman looked up at her and winked. It was as if the woman could see right through Claire, into her mind.

Claire closed her eyes, unable to focus, as the man moved the woman from one tit to the other. He was not gentle, and Claire could hear the slaps and the whines of the woman even through the deafening music. She could hear Ellie moan loudly next to her, but her world became smaller and smaller until the only thing that existed was the woman’s mouth on her nipple, her breasts being roughly squeezed, and the wetness between her thighs.

After what seemed like an eternity, the woman was pulled away from her. When Claire opened her eyes, the room spun, and her body ached from the rough treatment of the man. She felt relief, but her breasts were not fully emptied. Her knees buckled, and she leaned against the wall, trying to catch her breath.

“Mmmm?” Ellie said, but Claire just shook her head. The experience was too intense, and she needed to process what she had been through, what she had enjoyed. Her entire body was on fire, and the thought of being a helpless object, to be used as a milk dispenser, was strangely erotic.

She had a lot to think about. But there was no time to do so. As the hours passed, more and more people fed from her and Ellie. The two girls were milked again and again, and they breastfed both men and women. When Brett finally came to release them, Claire could barely stand. She was exhausted, sore, but her heart was still racing.

Brett uncuffed them, helped them remove the gags, and gave them some water. The party was still in full swing, but Claire and Ellie were no longer its focus. They sat on a couch and watched the festivities, not really saying anything.

“How are you feeling?” Ellie finally asked.

“Tired. Sore.” Claire paused. “And … very, very confused.”

Ellie laughed. “About the enjoyment of it all?”

“Yeah. I didn’t think I would enjoy it, but there’s just something about the whole situation …”

“Being restrained. Being used and objectified. The helplessness.”

Claire nodded. “Yes.”

They sat in silence for a bit. Claire’s mind was spinning. The experience had opened a door that she had not known existed, and she was not sure how to feel about it. On the one hand, it was terrifying. On the other hand, it had been the most intense, pleasurable experience of her life. She looked at Ellie, who was staring out into the room with a thoughtful expression and a subtle smile on her lips. Her dark eyes reflected the red lights of the room, and her hair was messy.

Claire suddenly felt tired and very aware that she was still naked. “I … I want to go home.”

Ellie nodded. “I understand. Do you mind if I stay here for a bit?”

“Not at all. I think I’m just going to go home and sleep. Talk to you tomorrow?”

Claire did not sleep right away. The night’s events kept replaying in her head as she got into bed. The feel of the handcuffs, the gag in her mouth, the sight of the woman with the leash attached to the leather collar around her neck - all of it. She was sore, tired - and horny. Without thinking, she reached out for the leather belt hanging lazily on the chair next to her bed, the chair that housed the clothes that she had not bothered to wash yet. She had never done anything like this before, but she could not resist the urge to tighten it around her neck until she began to choke. Her right hand was between her legs, rubbing her clit, while her left hand held the belt. She could not get the image of the woman with the leash out of her head, and her own fantasy of being in that woman’s position was too intense to ignore. She tightened the belt even more and moaned loudly as she came. The pleasure was violent, and it took a while before she was ready to let go of the belt.

She lay in her bed, feeling the bruises on her wrists and around her mouth. Her head throbbed as her orgasm subsided and left a deep calm behind that soon helped her fall asleep.

“What do you want out of life, Claire?”

Claire looked away from the movie. “What?”

“Don’t you just want to be … free? Not worry about life-changing decisions, study debt, all of that shit?” Ellie still stared at the screen, but her voice was uncharacteristically serious. They were sitting in Ellie’s living room, watching a romantic comedy that neither of them seemed to enjoy.

“Where’s this coming from?”

Ellie sighed. “It’s just …”

“You’ve been talking to strange people again, haven’t you?”

Ellie laughed. “I’m that obvious? But yes, I have. I talked to a few people at that party after you left. One of them said that we did well, that we’re naturals.” She seemed to weigh her words. “And that there’s money to be made, especially with our special … circumstances.”

Claire almost choked on her popcorn. “You want us to be prostitutes?”

“God, no!” Ellie paused. “Well … I want us to be slaves. Real slaves, at least for a while. I can’t stop thinking about it … about how it’d be to let someone own me for a while, to not have any say in what happens to me.” She smiled. “And when it’s all done, have enough money to do whatever I want …”

Claire sat there stunned. Her first instinct was to say no, that she was not even remotely interested in such a thing. Her second instinct was to run. But there was something about Ellie that always prevented her from listening to her instincts, and she knew that the black-haired girl would not suggest something like this unless she had already considered the consequences. “It’s … crazy.”

“I know. But tell me you’re not a little intrigued. You enjoyed being restrained, right? Enjoyed losing control?”

“I did, but … you want to give a person full power over you? Over us? So he can … fuck us?” Claire was not the most experienced girl, but the dark fantasies that had begun to develop in the weeks since the party kept haunting her. She was intrigued, she could not deny it.

“I do. I want to try it. Listen … let us post something online. Take some pictures, you know. Then we see what offers come in. We won’t do anything that doesn’t feel right.”

Claire took a deep breath and considered the proposition for a moment before nodding. “I guess it can’t hurt.”

Before the night was over, the two had posted on several websites that they were looking for offers, that they were willing to become willing, submissive slaves to anyone who wanted two hucows for an agreed-upon time.

One part of the text had caused some discussion between the two.

They were offering themselves up for breeding. Ellie assured Claire that it was just a way of saying no condoms, that they could take their precautions, but it was still a lot for Claire to take in.

Maybe no one will write, anyway, she told herself and pushed her worries aside.

Claire was wrong. Very wrong. She received a text from Ellie the next morning, telling her to come over after classes. When she entered Ellie’s apartment, she struggled to decipher her friend’s facial expressions. Was she excited? Scared? Both?

“It’s insane, Claire! We’ve gotten HUNDREDS of offers! And serious ones!” Ellie turned her laptop around to show Claire. “I had to make a spreadsheet! I hate spreadsheets! But it was the only way to keep track of it all.”

Claire looked at the numbers and felt dizzy. These people were offering thousands. Tens of thousands. Some even more. “Some of these people want to keep us as slaves for years …” She had to sit down and tried to get a read on her own thoughts and feelings. Her mind was exploding with warnings while a now familiar warmth spread from her loins. “I … I can’t even …”

“I know!” Ellie stared at the screen and shook her head. “We … we don’t have to decide anything right now. I honestly didn’t think anyone would accept the prices we mentioned. If we decide to go ahead with this … let’s start slow. Like this one.”

Claire read the information that Ellie was pointing at. “A full week, Ellie?”

“It’s not that long! He’s located pretty close, and look at what he’s offering.”

Claire whistled. She was mostly driven by curiosity and a growing need to be restrained, but she had to admit that the prospect of paying off almost a year’s worth of study loans in one week was tempting.

“Alright, let’s do it,” Claire said, her body buzzing with excitement.

“Yes!” Ellie began typing a reply to the man. “The guy obviously has money. Maybe we’ll get to be slaves in some fancy mansion?”

One week. One week of slavery. One week without any control. Claire had spent years shaping her life to give her as much safety and control as possible, so the prospect of losing it all, even for a brief time, was terrifying. And exciting. She barely slept in the days leading up to the agreed-upon date; her mind was a jumbled mess of worst-case scenarios, where a creepy man refused to release her again, and incredibly arousing scenes of rough bondage and objectification. There were so many unknowns - all she knew was that some man she had never met would be able to do whatever he wanted with her and Ellie for a full week.

“Nervous?” Ellie asked when the two got off the bus in a small town an hour away from the city where they lived. The bus station was eerily quiet, and the only other person present was a coughing, older lady who stared at the timetables.

“Aren’t you? I can barely keep myself together,” Claire said and stared at her watch. They were right on time.

“Of course, I am. But also … excited. I wonder where … ah, that’s probably him.”

At that moment, a black SUV came speeding round a nearby corner. It looked brand new and expensive, yet it was being driven with remarkable carelessness.

The car stopped right in front of the two girls, and shortly after, the tinted window was opened. Claire had not expected to see a thin-haired man in his thirties in a dirty, white T-shirt stick his head out of the window and look at her with a twitchy, nervous expression in his eyes.

“Hey …” he said, the words not much more than a whisper.

Ellie glanced at Claire. “Hello? What … what do you want us to do?”

“Get in the back … please?” The man squirmed at his own words and rolled the window back up before the girls had time to answer.

“Not what I expected,” Ellie whispered and opened the back door. The two got in and the driver sped off.

“Nice … of you to come,” the man said after a few minutes of awkward silence. “I’m … Paul. It’s nice to meet you. I have a place, we’re going there now.”

“Nice to meet you, too,” Ellie said with a smile that could not hide her growing anxiousness. She grabbed hold of Claire’s hand. “Thank you for your generous … donation.”

“I inherited some money. I … have fantasies. I …” The sweaty man used a handkerchief to wipe his forehead. “No more talking.” He opened the glove compartment without stopping the car and found a roll of duct tape and two pairs of handcuffs. “Tape each other’s mouths. Use at least three pieces. I don’t want you to talk anymore. Then handcuff your hands behind your backs.”

Claire and Ellie exchanged looks. They knew what they had signed up for, but it felt different, scarier, now that the man was actually there. Claire grabbed the duct tape and removed a piece. She then took a deep breath and placed it on Ellie’s lips. Ellie’s dark eyes were filled with both fear and excitement, and she soon placed two pieces of tape over Claire’s quivering lips. It felt scary to not be able to open her mouth, and the anxiety only became more intense a moment later when Claire clicked the handcuffs shut around her wrists.

No way back now … she thought and shivered. She was glad that Ellie was there with her, at least.

They drove for a little longer before they arrived at a run-down farm. This was not the opulent mansion or lovely, rustic estate that Ellie had imagined on the bus ride, far from it. The two girls had convinced each other that their prices would ensure that they would exclude certain types, but that had not accounted for inheritances.

God, I hope the safeguards Ellie put in place work if this guy decides to keep us forever, Claire thought as the SUV pulled up to an old barn and stopped. The driver turned around and looked at the girls.

“You’re my property now, at least for a week, so I won’t be gentle.” He was sweating heavily, his eyes wide and unsteady, but his confidence seemed to grow now that he was on his home turf and the girls were restrained and gagged. “If you don’t do what I tell you, if you try to fight me, I’ll hurt you.” He smiled. “Well, I’m going to hurt you anyway, but … you know.”

He got out of the car and opened the door to the back seat, pulling the two girls out onto the gravel. The air was cold, and the rain only made it worse.

“Get on your knees.” Paul pulled his cock out of his pants. “It’s time to see if you two are worth the price.”

The two girls exchanged glances, but obeyed. Claire had hoped there would be time to get used to the dynamic, to ease into the new experience as a slave, but the sight of the thick, flaccid cock squashed that hope in an instant.

I have to suck that cock, she thought to herself and was surprised to find that she was not repulsed by the thought.

“You.” Paul pointed at Claire. “You start.” He pulled the tape off her mouth. She whimpered as her cheeks burned, but she was soon distracted when Paul grabbed her long, red hair and pushed his cock inside her mouth. She could feel it harden, and a sharp smell hit her nose. Paul was sweaty and clearly had not washed in a while, but Claire had no time to think about that before he pushed her further down on his cock, making her choke and squirm.

“That’s right, you’re going to be a good slut, aren’t you?” he said. His grip on her hair was firm, and it hurt every time she moved. The feel of the handcuffs digging into her wrists as she squirmed was surprisingly arousing, and with every thrust, a bit of her trepidation was pushed away, replaced by a growing lust.

This was what she wanted. What she needed. No choice but to obey, no need to worry about anything other than sucking the man’s cock. She had never felt so helpless in her life, never felt so submissive. It was a new experience.

An intense experience.

Fuck, how can he keep growing? She felt Paul’s cock push deeper into her throat and struggled not to gag and retch. She could feel her eyes water, and she squirmed, but Paul was merciless. He was clearly not used to this and just kept pushing further into her mouth. It felt as if his cock was pushing down into her stomach.

He’s so fucking hard, she thought as her body was rocked by his violent thrusts. But just as she was getting into the rhythm, he pulled out, removed the tape from Ellie’s mouth, and pushed the saliva-drenched, fully erect cock inside her mouth.

Claire was mesmerized as she watched her friend suck it with great enthusiasm. Ellie was far more experienced than Claire, and it showed. She moaned around Paul’s cock and swirled her tongue around the head, making Paul moan and grab her hair harder.

“That’s it, that’s it … fuck, you two are good!” He glanced at Claire. “Suck my balls. Now!”

Claire awkwardly tried to get into a position that would allow her to get close to Paul’s balls, and when she finally did, she began to lick them. The musky, salty taste made her squirm, but she felt a strange warmth in her abdomen and was shocked to realize that her panties were soaked.

I … like this? The thought shocked her, but the fact that her body reacted to the humiliating experience was difficult to deny.

“I’m … close …” he groaned and pulled out of Ellie’s mouth. “Put your faces close together. I want to cum on your faces and in your mouths.”

The two friends obeyed. Their noses almost touched as they opened their mouths, waiting for their master to cum. Paul stroked his cock furiously, and a few seconds later, he came with a loud groan. Cum shot out of his cock with incredible force, and Claire could feel it splatter into her mouth and on her face.

Ellie moaned at the taste and feel of the thick, salty cum in her mouth and on her face, but the amount of cum was so much that most of it dripped down on the ground. When Paul was done, he stared at the two women for a while. The rain intensified, drenching the three. They awaited his command, awaited what he would think of next, but he just stood there as his cock twitched in his hand.

“The … the barn.” He wiped the rain from his brow. “Yes, we’re going to the barn. Get up, slaves.” He smiled when they obeyed. “Yes, you’re my slaves.”

What a weird man, Claire thought as she and Ellie followed him to the nearby barn. Her short dress was soaking wet, and her knees were sore from resting on the gravel. She looked forward to going inside, to get out of the rain, but the relief offered by the shelter soon gave way to both terror and fascination.

The barn had been turned into a giant room of terror and torture. Crude steel cages hung from chains in the ceiling, stocks and pillories lined the walls, and everywhere she looked, Claire saw chains, shackles, and other restraints hanging from hooks on the walls. She and Ellie had expected to be handcuffed in someone’s basement, maybe locked in a dog cage, but not something like this. It was overwhelming, but also terribly exciting.

“I’ve bought a lot of things in the weeks since we made contact,” Paul said with a grin on his face. He had hidden his cock away in his jeans again, and he seemed calmer now. “But for now … I want to see what you have in those udders. Take off your clothes. All of it.”

“But … the handcuffs … they AAAAH!” Claire screamed when Paul slapped her hard on her cheek. The hit was sudden and left a burning sensation behind. In any other circumstance, she would have been angry, told him off, but it seemed fitting.

It turned her on.

“You’ll manage,” Paul said coldly.

It was far from elegant. They had to help each other, and the handcuffs became a painful nuisance. Soon the two girls stood naked in front of their new, temporary master. Their breasts were swollen, their nipples were hard and sensitive, and their thighs glistened from their wetness.

“Gorgeous.” Paul bared his teeth in a devious grin. “And those mammaries …” He reached out and pinched Claire’s nipples. He squeezed hard, and Claire squirmed in pain and moaned loudly. Milk squirted onto the dusty concrete floor.

“Please …” she said, but stopped when she realized that she had no idea how to end the sentence. She did not want to stop, but she was not sure how much more she could endure. Her nipples were so sensitive, and the pressure in her breasts was almost unbearable. “Please … don’t stop.”

Paul laughed. “You like that?”

“Yes, please …” Claire squirmed and whimpered when Paul squeezed harder.

“Such a slut. Let’s see how you feel after a few hours with the milking machine …”

What?

“A … milking machine?” Ellie fiddled nervously with the chain connecting her handcuffs.

“Oh yes. This way.”

They walked past many of the odd, downright medieval decorations. Claire shuddered at the thought of how it would feel to be in a cage, to be stretched on a rack, to be whipped by the brutal floggers and whips hanging on the wall, but she could not deny the attraction. Paul stopped at two wooden pillories and opened one of them.

“An ancient device, but very effective.” He unlocked Claire’s cuffs, grabbed hold of her hair, and pushed her inside the device before closing it shut and locking it. “It gives great access to your boobs and cunt.”

He repeated the process with Ellie, and soon, the two girls were trapped next to each other. They were completely helpless, unable to move more than a few inches in any direction. Their arms were trapped, their heads locked in place, and the wood dug into their flesh, preventing them from moving at all.

Claire felt her heart pounding in her chest as she saw Paul move away, and she struggled against the pillory, but the device did not move. She was trapped. She heard Ellie curse next to her, but her friend was no more successful in freeing herself. The pillory was tight around her neck, reminding her of the leather belt that she had now used on herself numerous times. Every movement caused her to choke a little. It was incredibly intense.

“This … is uncomfortable,” Ellie said next to her. The two could see each other and share nervous smiles, but it was impossible to see what was happening behind them. Claire could hear metal being dragged over concrete and Paul huffing and groaning.

Something cold touched the skin on her breast, followed by the sound of a whirring machine and a sting of pain as the vacuum tube latched onto her nipple. It sucked, hard, and she screamed as she felt the milk begin to flow. It was too hard, too painful, but the pain and the pleasure mixed. The other breast endured the same treatment, and judging by the cry from Ellie, Paul was doing the same to her.

This is so humiliating, Claire thought, and struggled to get comfortable. She was being treated like an animal, like a cow, but it was the objectification she experienced in the BDSM club that had led her to say yes to all this, and it was no less arousing now. Her juices began to drip down her legs as she felt her breasts being drained.

“Fuuuuuuck, I can’t take it,” Ellie whimpered. Claire could feel her friend pulling at her bonds as the machine kept sucking. Claire herself was pretty much dry now, which only made the machine more painful.

Where is he? What is he ...

Then she felt him. Or rather … a part of him. The tip of his cock began teasing the outside of her cunt, and she whimpered loudly. She was so horny, and the pain only increased her desire, but the cock did not penetrate her. He just kept teasing her, making her moan and squirm.

“Please …” she whispered, but Paul ignored her and kept rubbing his cock against her wet, swollen, aching pussy. “Please … fuck me!”

“Do you want me to fuck you?” Paul asked in a low, husky voice.

“Yes … please …”

“Ask me to breed you. Ask me to breed your worthless cunt.”

“Breed … me.” Claire was at her limit. She was in agony, and the pillory was chafing her skin, yet she wanted him to fuck her. Suddenly, the whole breeding aspect, the thing she had been so sceptical of, was a huge turn-on now. It was so … wrong. So dangerous. The pillory made her completely helpless. There was nothing she could do to stop him, and the thought was so arousing that she felt like she would explode if he did not enter her.

It was like being in the club, but a thousand times more intense. The feeling of being owned, the feeling of being helpless, the feeling of being treated like a worthless object … it all combined into a feeling of arousal that she had never experienced before. She wanted to beg, to scream, but the feeling of the machine sucking at her nipples made it hard to talk, and her voice was reduced to a whisper.

“Breed me …”

The cock was suddenly inside her, and Claire screamed. The feeling of the large cock stretching her, filling her up, and the sensation of Paul’s hands on her hips made her shiver and squirm in her bonds. He was rough, but she did not mind. The pain of the milking machine, the humiliation of being trapped in a pillory while being bred, the fact that a man she barely knew was fucking her in front of her best friend - all of it added up to an experience that was new and strange, yet so attractive. She came almost instantly, her body spasming in the pillory, her juices dripping onto the ground.

Paul just kept fucking her, even after the pleasure gave way to discomfort. He was rough and was clearly not interested in giving her pleasure. His cock was like steel inside her, and she felt it throb and pulse as Paul kept pushing deeper, and the sensation grew painful when he began spanking her ass with his hand. The first slap made her jump, the second made her squirm, but it was not an unwelcome sensation.

He pushed in deeper. Deeper. She could feel him tense up and prepared herself for what was to come. When the first load of hot cum entered her, she shuddered at the alien feeling of having someone come inside her, and it kept coming. When Paul finally pulled out, she could feel the cum drip down her legs, leaving a wet, sticky trail.

“That … was fucking great,” she heard him say behind her. “I need a little time to recover … you two stay put.”

Fuck … he’s not going to turn the machine off!

Claire heard the volume of Paul’s footsteps get lower and lower as her panic levels rose. The two girls whimpered and struggled as the milking machines kept sucking, but there was no hope of escape.

Paul returned a while later to release them. Claire’s body was sore, and her breasts had turned a scary shade of blue. Ellie was not better off, and the tears kept streaming down her cheeks, yet she managed to send Claire an encouraging smile.

“Time to get you two set up for the night …” Paul smiled. “We have plenty of time to get to know each other, after all.”

He led the two to a wall nearby where two collars awaited them, both connected to the wall by chains. The collars were made from steel and fairly tall, and Claire’s pulse quickened when the cold steel closed around her neck. This was something else, something far more intense than even the pillory. The steel was merciless, and even before Paul locked the matching shackles onto her wrists behind her back, she was very aware that there was no chance of escape.

Oh ... I think I could get used to this ...

The feeling was weirdly comforting, but also frightening. How could she, a modern, ambitious woman, find meaning in being naked and shackled to a wall in a stranger’s barn?

“Mmm … you two look hot like this …” Paul whipped his cock out, and Claire almost by instinct opened her mouth to receive him, but Paul stepped back. “Oh no, not this time.” He began stroking it slowly. “I want you to kiss each other. To make out.”

Ellie and Claire looked at each other. They were not romantically interested in each other, and they had not discussed anything like this. Claire felt a bit uncomfortable, but the weight of the steel around her neck and wrists made her feel incredibly submissive and obedient. When Ellie leaned in, Claire soon followed, and the two pressed their lips against each other. It was awkward at first, but when the kissing became more intense, it was as if the two found some sort of connection, a way to cope with the situation. Their tongues met, and they moaned softly as Paul kept stroking his cock next to them.

“You can do better than that …” he said with a hint of annoyance in his voice. “Now kiss like you want it. Kiss like you need it!”

The girls kissed again. This time it was more intense, more passionate. Claire could feel Ellie’s breasts press against her own as they kissed, and she moaned loudly when their sore nipples touched, sending sparks of pain and pleasure through her body.

“Good … keep going …” Paul grunted and sped up his strokes. “Fuck, you two are hot …”

They kept kissing, forgetting everything else. The taste of each other, the feel of their breasts pressed against one another, the steel around their necks and wrists - all of it was intense and erotic. Claire felt herself get wet again, and she knew that Ellie was in the same state, judging by her muted moans. Ellie’s tongue felt good in Claire’s mouth, and she barely registered the man masturbating next to them.

But that only lasted until she heard a loud groan and felt his seed spill onto her face and hair.

“Aaaaaah …” Paul said with a smirk and stepped forward to wipe his pulsating cock clean on Ellie’s black hair. “I can’t believe I have two gorgeous hucows chained in my barn.” He put his cock away. “There’s a bucket right there for your needs. I’ll bring over a few bowls of water and food later.”

He walked away.

Claire stared at the door to the barn as Paul closed it. She could feel his cum trickle down her chin, but she had no way to wipe it away. Her body was filled with conflicting emotions, and now that Paul was gone, she became very aware of how sore and tired she was.

“Want me to lick that cum off your face?” Ellie asked.

“What? Isn’t that a little … weird?”

Ellie chuckled and tried to find a comfortable position, but it was hard with her hands shackled behind her back. “You just got milked by a machine, then a man came on your face. You’re shackled to a wall and will likely remain restrained for a week. I think we’re way past weird, sweetie.”

“You’ve got a point. Fine.”

Claire felt Ellie’s tongue run over her face, but her mind was already focused on what the rest of the week would bring. And she was looking forward to it, to all the abuse and pain. She wanted to be tied up, to be whipped, to be fucked, and to be milked. It was a scary realization, but it was the truth.

“How’re you feeling?” she asked Ellie.

“Horny. A little scared. Maybe even jealous that you got to be fucked …”

Claire looked at her chained friend. At her beautiful, tanned skin. The steel collar covered her neck and looked brutal, but it was such a gorgeous contrast to her fragile femininity.

I guess we’re in this together, Claire thought and smiled. She knew what she had to do.

“Lie down, Ellie.”

Ellie smiled. Claire did not need to say more. Ellie got onto her back, wincing as the shackles dug into her back. She spread her legs in anticipation. Claire moved closer and leaned down until her mouth reached Ellie’s wet pussy. Her scent was strong, her juices plentiful, and the two women moaned in unison when Claire’s tongue began exploring her friend’s wet folds. They found a rhythm that worked, and soon, Ellie was panting, begging Claire to keep going. She tasted delicious, and her moans and the feel of the steel collar around her neck only made Claire even hornier. The collar’s chain was not very long, and as she pressed her face deeper down between Ellie’s legs, she felt the collar pressing against her throat.

She had never licked another woman before. But it felt good. Natural.

Hot.

“Oh, yes …” Ellie moaned and arched her back. The chains to their collars danced and rattled. “Oh, FUCK, yes! You’re a true friend, Claire. I … AAAAAAAAH!”

Claire felt Ellie’s thighs tighten against her head as she came, her juices spilling all over the floor, and Claire kept licking, making the orgasm go on and on. Ellie’s screams were loud, and her entire body was shaking as her orgasm exploded in a long series of spasms, her pussy throbbing with pleasure. Claire was impressed, and even more turned on, and her licking only became more intense. She could hear Ellie whimper and squirm as her orgasm subsided, and Claire kept teasing her, licking her swollen clit.

“Mmmm … no, no more, no more …” Ellie said and squirmed. Claire finally stopped and managed to get back into a seating position, smiling at her friend who was squirming on the floor.

“That … that was amazing, Claire,” Ellie said with a weak voice.

“Glad you liked it,” Claire replied. “Now … now what?”

Ellie shuffled around on the floor until she managed to rest her head in Claire’s lap. “Now … we rest. And wait. It’s not like we can go anywhere. Are you regretting this?”

“No. Not yet, at least.” Claire sighed and leaned against the wall. “He’s unpredictable. I’ve got no idea what he has in store for us.”

“I know.” Ellie smiled. “But it’s also a bit exciting.”

“True.”

The next couple of days offered them little respite. Again and again, they were hooked up to milking machines and milked until they screamed. He made them whip each other until the skin cut open, but no matter what he put them through, Claire found herself enjoying it. Even the pain. It was as if her sense of self and her mind were being deconstructed and put back together, and she was not yet sure what she thought about it. In the more quiet moments, when the two girls were shackled in the dark barn, she contemplated what awaited them when this was all done. Could she just return to her studies? Could she just isolate the experience in her mind as a one-off thing?

No.

She was going to need more. And that terrified her.

But she was not the only one who was changing as the week went on. Paul was growing in confidence, becoming more and more assertive - and cruel. Claire and Ellie were kept in bondage, often gagged, and there was nothing they could do to stop Paul from doing what he wanted with them.

He had fucked Claire the first night, but he had not taken Ellie. He seemed to prefer to play with her, to tie her up and whip her. Claire did not give it much thought at first, but it soon became clear that Paul was using it as a form of torture, and it would likely have worked if Claire’s tongue had not brought Ellie relief every night.

After another night in chains (and another instance of Claire aiding her shackled friend in achieving orgasm), Paul came to get them. While they ate their breakfast out of bowls on the floor, their hands still chained behind their backs, he began raining down cane strikes on their exposed backs.

“You thought I wouldn’t find out?” he said while he pummeled them. Both girls cried out and rolled onto their sides to try and avoid the blows, but it just exposed their massive udders to his cane. “You don’t get to come unless I allow it!”

“Forgive us, Master,” Ellie whimpered.

“No. Punishment is in order. For you, at least.”

Claire could tell that he was not truly mad - if anything, he seemed happy to have an excuse to torment them even more. She glanced at Ellie, and though her friend shook from the strikes that had left nasty bruises on most of her body, a subtle smile was visible on her lips.

Paul pulled Ellie to her feet. “This way, whore. Are those udders nice and full?”

“Y… yes, Master,” Ellie whimpered as he pulled her by her hair. Her ankle chains rattled loudly in the barn.

“Well, I’m not going to milk you. I want this to hurt. You want a cock inside you?”

“I do! So much!”

Ellie was not acting; that much was obvious. Paul pushed her down on a metal frame shaped like a chair. It looked uncomfortable. He unlocked Ellie’s restraints before securing her to the frame - her wrists were locked to the sides using heavy shackles, and so were her legs, ensuring that they were spread. Her collar was locked to the top of the frame, leaving her unable to move. Claire could tell that it was an intense position, and she managed to feel a tinge of envy at the sight. Ellie’s massive breasts were pushed forward, and she looked amazing like this.

Is it the position and the bondage that is turning me on? Or is it …

Claire did not finish the thought before her attention was drawn to the next part of Paul’s diabolical plan. He pushed a thick steel dildo deep inside Ellie’s pussy, causing her to flinch and moan. He then mounted it to the steel frame to ensure it did not fall out.

“FUCK!” Ellie said and closed her eyes, seemingly trying to determine it she felt more uncomfortable than turned on by the device.

“Shut up. You’ll be screaming soon enough,” Paul said and fastened electrodes to the dildo and Ellie’s nipples using clamps. The last part of the puzzle was a gigantic ballgag that barely fit inside Ellie’s mouth, and it looked like it made her choke even more. “Stay there while I get your friend ready.”

About time ...

Paul rolled in a massive wooden H-shaped frame on wheels and placed it across from Ellie. He then gestured for Claire to get up on it. It was not elegant without the aid of her hands, and he had to help her at the end, but after he had released her from her shackles, she soon found herself on all fours on the frame. He locked her ankles and wrists to it using chunky steel restraints. There was a metal bar placed right above her waist, and Paul locked a chain around her waist and fastened it to the bar so she could not move. To add insult to injury, the chain from her collar was pulled tight and locked to the frame as well, pulling Claire’s head back. She looked straight into Ellie’s frightened eyes.

“Here’s what’s going to happen,” Paul said, sounding like a man in complete control. It was hard to believe the nervous, awkward guy who had picked them up had grown this confident. He held up a little black device. “This microphone is connected to all the electrodes. Whenever Claire screams … or moans … Ellie will receive a shock that matches the volume.” He turned it on and tapped it. Ellie’s body convulsed as a shock tore through her nipples and her pussy, but the gag managed to muffle the scream. Paul smiled and attached the microphone to Claire’s collar. “This’ll be fun.”

Paul returned a moment later with a massive, thick leather flogger. Without a word of warning, he swung the weapon and hit Claire square on her ass. She screamed as the tails cut through the skin on her ass. The microphone sent the soundwaves to Ellie, and her body shook as she screamed.

It went on and on and on. Claire was struggling to breathe, and her body felt like it was on fire. Her ass and back were the worst, but her hanging udders also took a beating, and with each hit, her body screamed and made Ellie squirm in her frame. The microphone was very sensitive, and even a whimper would trigger it. Milk squirted from Claire’s nipples when they were hit, and Ellie was leaking as well, made worse by the shocks.

Paul walked up to Ellie. “You want so bad to be fucked, huh?”

Tears streamed down Ellie’s beautiful face. She nodded.

“I must admit I want to. You’re beautiful. But I like tormenting you … so now you get to watch as I fuck your friend. Over and over. And every moan, every orgasm is going to cause you pain.”

Paul walked up behind Claire. The wooden frame had room between her ankles for him to stand. She heard him unbuckle his belt and pull down his pants. She was scared, she was in pain, but she also felt a tinge of excitement. She was so horny, so aroused, that she needed him to fuck her. The first thrust caused her to gasp. The cock felt so good in her, and the second thrust made her moan loudly.

Ellie screamed. Her dark eyes were wide open, and the tears were streaming down her face. Her nipples were red from the shocks, and her entire body was shaking and convulsing. Claire wondered for a moment if Ellie had been pushed too far, if this was too much for her, but she could not focus on the thought for long. Paul was getting into a rhythm, and his cock felt amazing. She could feel his hands grabbing her hair, pulling her head back, and she was powerless to stop him.

And she did not want to.

He pounded harder, his balls slapping against her clit and his hands moving from her hair to her collar chain. It was already tight, already choking her, but he still pulled it.

Claire could not breathe. Her moans turned into pitiful rattles, yet even those triggered the devices attached to Ellie and made her scream.

This … this is amazing.

Claire came. Loudly. And Ellie screamed with her. Paul followed soon after, filling Claire’s pussy with his warm seed. It felt wrong, forbidden - and arousing. She looked up at her friend, met her tortured gaze.

They both smiled.

Paul stayed inside Claire for a bit. Her pussy embraced his cock, and she let out a disappointed sigh when he slowly pulled out of her.

“We’re just getting started,” he said.

What? What is ...

“AAAAAH!” Claire’s cry made Ellie scream in pain. A gigantic dildo pushed inside Claire’s asshole, deeper and deeper. She struggled to accommodate it. The pain was overwhelming, but she knew that it would soon give way to something else, something far more intense.

And then Paul began to fuck her ass with it.

Hours went by. While Paul recovered, he used the dildo to fuck Claire in the ass, and whenever he was ready again, he fucked her pussy until it was filled with cum. Ellie’s torture seemed to be never-ending, while Claire got to swim in a sea of pleasure. There was pain as well, but Claire was able to feed off it to produce orgasm after orgasm.

This is what I want, she thought to herself. I want this. Pain. Pleasure. Helplessness. I don’t care who does it to me. I just want this.

And I want Ellie to be there with me.

It was the last day at the farm. According to the contract, the two girls would be released the next morning and taken to the station. Claire loved the experience of staying at Paul’s farm, but her body could not keep up. Too many hours spent in uncomfortable positions had made her arms sore, and her pussy and asshole felt like they would never recover. The last few nights, the two girls had been chained apart to ensure that they could not touch each other, and this had left Ellie a mess. Her body was broken from the shocks and whippings she had received, but most of all, she was incredibly horny.

The last day was nothing like the previous ones. They had been milked thoroughly in the morning, but instead of spending the day tormenting Ellie while fucking Claire, Paul had made them work the field outside the barn - they had been forced to gather large stones while shackled, and the blistering sun had made it incredibly hard work. The sun was beginning to set when Paul finally led them back toward the barn.

“I’ve been meaning to empty that field of rocks for ages. This was easier,” he said with a grin as he placed the two girls against the wall outside and used the garden hose to wash them. “I’ve got a special treat for you tonight. We’re going out.”

“Mmmph?” A muffled question managed to push past the large gag in Claire’s mouth.

“It’s a surprise.”

When they had dried off and eaten a meager meal, he removed the heavy shackles from their ankles and wrists and handcuffed them behind their backs. After a full week in heavy restraints, the handcuffs felt almost comfortable. He opened the trunk of his black SUV and gestured for the girls to get in.

“Lie down in there. It’s not a long drive.”

They obeyed. It seemed more comfortable than the floor in the barn. They lay on their sides facing each other, their engorged breasts gently touching.

“Hey.” Ellie smiled.

“Hi there, good-looking.” They had not been able to talk for a few days now. They were gagged whenever they were not eating, so it was a rare treat. “How are you doing?”

“Sore. Tired. Horny. The usual.” Ellie sighed. “It’s been rough.”

“I know. He knows how to swing a whip.”

Ellie chuckled. “That he does. But I can endure pain. It’s harder to watch him fuck you over and over.”

“I get that.” Claire moved on the hard surface. “Eugh, I need to be milked soon. Preferably by soft hands.”

“I can help with that once we’re out of here.”

“I’d appreciate that. I …”

The car stopped. Claire could hear music coming from somewhere, as well as laughter. Her heart began beating faster. There were people nearby.

The trunk opened, and Paul dragged the two girls outside by their collar chains. They found themselves in a parking lot, next to a bar called The Redneck’s Rest.

Paul seemed a little nervous. “This is a place I’ve frequented for years. I think you’ll like it.”

He dragged them through the front door. The two girls were both naked except for their collars, and the sight of a man pulling two naked, buxom women in on chains made everyone inside go silent. Claire could feel their eyes on her, could hear them whisper to one another, and her cheeks blushed a deep crimson. The clientele was a varied bunch. A few farmers and construction workers sat at the bar, a group of intimidating bikers were playing pool in the corner, and even two off-duty police officers had decided to share a few beers. There was also a large group of women sitting in booths drinking, and a few young women at the jukebox arguing.

The owner, a woman in her late 40s with huge hair, approached Paul, her narrow eyes fixated on Ellie and Claire. “Well, well, Paul … you weren’t lying.”

“Never do, Gracie,” Paul said and smiled. “I figured I’d treat everyone.”

The woman matched Paul’s smile. “Oh, really?” She walked over to Claire and let her impeccably manicured fingers run across her brimming udders. “A rare treat indeed.” She glanced at the police officers who just nodded and smiled. “Can’t see any problem with that.” She turned towards the girls again. “You two been enjoying your stay at Paul’s farm?”

They both nodded.

“Yes, Mistress,” Claire said. “Very much.” Her eyes kept scanning the room, seeing the hungry eyes as more and more patrons turned towards them.

“Good. Welcome to The Redneck’s Rest. You might be a bit … sore … when you leave.” Gracie nodded at Paul. “Tie them up wherever you want, then I’ll pause the music so you can address the crowd.” Gracie gave the girls one last, long look and then returned to the bar.

Claire’s body was so nervous that it threatened to jump out of her skin as Paul dragged her to the edge of the small dance floor and locked her collar chain to a pole there before pushing her down on her knees. The handcuffs suddenly seemed too tight, and she felt exposed and vulnerable. Paul then grabbed Ellie and pushed her towards one of the pool tables. He bent her over it, locking her collar to the other end and using rope to tie her ankles to two of the table’s legs. The two girls could see each other, and the mix of terror and lust in Ellie’s eyes mirrored the sensations in Claire’s body.

“Hello, everyone!” Paul said. The music died down, and everyone turned toward the man. He took a deep breath, but Claire soon saw the confidence that had grown over the past week take hold. “As a few of you know, I’ve had two visitors this past week on the farm. They’re my slaves, at least until tomorrow. And I figured, since I’ve had so many great hours in your lovely company, that I’d give something back.” He gestured towards the two chained girls. “These hucows are yours to use for the evening. No limits. Milk them, torture them, fuck them - do whatever you want. They’ll even thank you for it. Have a great evening!”

Paul walked to the bar, ordered a drink, and sat down while Gracie put the music back on. The bar was mostly quiet, but slowly, people began walking towards Ellie and Claire.

First to arrive were a pair of big, burly men in construction outfits, both smelling of booze and tobacco.

“Would you look at that …” the first man said. His voice was deep and coarse, and his eyes were fixed on Ellie. “Bent over a table. Just asking for a good, proper fuck.”

“Please …” Ellie began, but a slap on her ass silenced her. She yelped in pain and squirmed against the ropes, but it was futile.

Claire watched in terror and fascination as the man climbed up on the table and pushed his crotch against Ellie’s face, and soon, his cock was in her mouth. The second man began unbuckling his belt and pulled the belt out, using it to whip Ellie on her back. Claire could see her friend’s eyes widen and her body squirm in pain, but she knew Ellie well enough by now to know that her friend was enjoying it. And judging by the way her eyes rolled up and the muted moans, the cock that was soon pushed deep into Ellie’s pussy was even better.

Two more men arrived. These looked like they were farmers. “I’d say this one looks like she needs milking.” He gestured towards Claire.

She was. Her breasts felt like they were going to burst, and her nipples were painfully erect. “Please … milk me …”

“And she talks!” the second farmer said. “Well, get to it, Frank.”

Frank nodded and sat down behind Claire, who was still on her knees. She felt his hands grab her breasts roughly, making her wince in pain, but she could tell that he had milked countless cows in his time. He made sure to pinch her nipples to make her squirm, but he knew how to get the fluids flowing. The other man held two glasses underneath her udders and managed to catch most of it.

“Fuck, that’s a good cow,” Frank said as he kept massaging her breast, and Claire could feel her pussy getting even wetter. Frank slid a hand up between her legs. “And she’s enjoying it, the slut!”

The milk was handed out to the patrons, who cheered at the sweet taste. A crowd was now gathered around Claire, and she could no longer see Ellie, only hear her moans of pleasure and pain through the music.

“Th… thank you, Master,” Claire whimpered when Frank finished milking her and got up.

“You liked that? How about showing me how much?” Frank whipped his enormous, half-erect cock out. He made sure to keep it a bit away from Claire’s face, forcing her to push her head forward until the collar chain was taut to reach.

Claire opened her mouth, and the cock entered. She could barely fit the head inside, and she drooled as she tried her best to accommodate it. Frank grabbed a handful of hair and pushed her head down, causing her to choke on the cock. The pain from her scalp was incredible, and it brought tears to her eyes as she struggled to breathe. A few seconds later, she was released, but she could not rest. She pushed her face against his cock again and managed to get it inside. She felt his hands grab her hair again and pull her deeper onto the shaft. Her body screamed in pain, but her pussy was wet and aching.

She was released again. Frank was fully erect now, and a few women were watching the show from nearby.

“Uuuh, that looks hot,” one of them said. She was not much older than Claire. “That girl is cute.”

“Probably one of those stuck-up college types,” another girl said and scoffed. “Just trying out slave life for the kicks.”

They’re not wrong ...

“If you dislike her type,” Frank groaned, his cock now deep down Claire’s throat. “Why don’t you punish her while she sucks me off? I’m sure those udders are very sensitive.”

“You’re right about that!” the first woman said and knelt next to Claire. She grabbed Claire’s nipples, twisted them, and then began slapping them hard.

Claire moaned loudly, sending vibrations through Frank’s cock, and she could see him smile through her tears. The pain was intense, and her nipples felt like they were on fire, but Frank kept pumping into her mouth, and the crowd kept cheering.

Someone knelt behind her. The next thing she knew was that a hand had slipped in between her legs and was rubbing her pussy, and she immediately felt her body explode in a powerful orgasm. She screamed in pleasure, and Frank released his load deep down her throat.

“Goddamn, this girl is hot,” the woman behind her said. She was still fingering Claire. “I need a better look at that cunt.”

Claire felt herself being lifted by her collar, and she could see that the woman behind her had long blonde hair, a tight top, and a mischievous smile. The woman pushed a finger against Claire’s anus, making her moan loudly and squirm. “You want this ass filled, girl? I bet you do. You look like you can take it.”

“I can …” Claire whimpered as the woman pushed her finger inside. It hurt, but the feeling of being filled made her shake with pleasure. “Oh, fuck …”

“I want a taste of those breasts,” the girl who hated college girls said. She grabbed hold of Claire’s left breast and began sucking on her nipple, hard. She drank deeply, and Claire moaned in response. “Mmm, this is good. I guess college girls are good for something.” She went back to drinking, and Claire could not believe the pleasure she was feeling. The woman sucking on her breasts was using her teeth to lightly nibble on her nipples, which was driving her insane, and the blonde was still fingering her ass.

“Let me give that a try,” another woman said and knelt to take Claire’s right breast in her mouth. “Holy shit, that’s good.”

Claire was in heaven. Her breasts were slowly being drained, and the finger in her ass had found the spot. The taste of cum dominated her mouth, but the intimate experience with the girls soon came to an end when a few of the bikers walked over.

“Mind if we have a go?” one of them, a giant man in a leather vest with biceps the size of cantaloupes, said. His voice was remarkably polite. “Please?”

The girls chuckled, and Claire let out a wistful moan when the finger left her ass. Three giant bikers stood in front of her, and she had no idea what to expect.

“We want to come inside you, slave,” the man in the vest said.

“What… whatever you want, Master.” Claire smiled. She was in the moment, in the fray, and ’no’ was not an option here. She wanted more.

“But first … we’re going to hurt you.” The man glanced at one of the police officers, who had just come over. He was muscular as well, with a well-trimmed mustache and hard eyes. “Do you want to join in, Officer Fletcher?”

“Why not?” The officer pulled out his baton. “I’ve had a long day, and this cunt looks like she can take a beating.”

Fuck ...

They grabbed hold of Claire’s handcuffs and pulled her hands high up behind her, forcing her to bend over. Officer Fletcher used his own handcuffs to lock Claire’s cuffs to something above her, forcing her arms into an almost vertical position. It was brutal, painful, and it left her completely exposed. The three bikers took position in front of her and began slapping her breasts.

Claire screamed. The slaps hurt. They felt like punches, and she could feel her breasts getting bruised, her nipples turning a dark shade of blue. She squirmed and whimpered, but she knew she could not escape. She could not beg for mercy. She had no control.

It was liberating.

I can do this. I can ...

“AAAAAH!”

Officer Fletcher began beating her ass and thighs with his baton. It hurt. It was agonizing. Every strike made her scream, but she could not get away from the pain. She was completely helpless, and it turned her on like nothing she had ever imagined. Claire was so far gone that she barely registered one of the bikers pulling her head down onto his cock. Out of the corner of her eye, she could see Ellie being fucked in the ass by the thick end of a pool cue, cum seeping from her pussy, and the police officer seemed to be inspired by this, because the strikes soon stopped.

Then the baton’s hard, rounded end pushed inside her pussy. There was no resistance; she was wet enough to accommodate anything. She could not see, but she could feel the rubbery surface of the baton’s handle slap against her swollen clit as the officer began thrusting in and out of her. She felt so used and abused that when the orgasm exploded inside of her, she thought she would pass out from pleasure.

But she did not. She came down from the orgasm, and now, she was more aware of her situation. Two of the bikers were now on either side of her, rubbing their cocks against her face. “Time to fill this cunt up,” one of them said, and Claire could feel the police officer pull the baton out of her. A moment later, his cock was deep inside of her, and Claire screamed. He was so big. Too big. She could feel him spread her open, and she could not stop him.

Claire opened her mouth and felt the biker’s cock enter. It tasted salty and a bit sweet. The other biker grabbed her hair and kept her head in place while his friend fucked her mouth. Her pussy was sensitive from the recent orgasm, but it did not stop the police officer from thrusting harder and harder inside her. Claire could feel her body rock back and forth as the two men fucked her.

Suddenly, the biker in Claire’s mouth came. Thick, salty cum entered her mouth, and her cheeks bulged from the amount that kept spurting into her. She gagged, and some of the cum began spilling out of her mouth. The police officer was close to coming, and Claire could hear the two other bikers argue over who got to fill her pussy with cum next. The police officer was relentless in his pursuit, and Claire could barely keep herself up when he finally came deep inside her. He was not completely soft when he pulled out, and she could see a satisfied grin on his face as he watched her leak his juices.

“I do love a good slave,” he said and moved to Claire’s front to have her lick his cock clean.

Claire did not have time to ponder the implications of that sentence before one of the bikers entered her while Frank the farmer returned to milk her again.

It was hellish bliss. They did not release her from the strenuous position for over an hour. An hour of being fucked over and over, her pussy filling with cum again and again. The young girls returned to whip her with leather belts and force Claire to lick them to orgasm. No orifice was ever given much rest, and Claire came again and again. She could hear Ellie’s screams through the fog of pleasure, but her mind was incapable of thinking of anything but the sensations washing over her body.

When the evening came to a close, Claire was lying on the floor in a puddle of cum and milk. And piss, after the college-hating girl had decided to leave Claire with a final insult. The handcuffs still held her hands firmly behind her back, and the collar ensured that every breath was a chore. She could feel the bruises on her body, could feel the dried cum on her face, and she could barely see anything through her tears. But she was happy. So, so happy. And when Paul walked over, Claire smiled.

“Thank you, Master.”

“It was my pleasure.” He unlocked the collar chain and helped Claire up. She was unsteady and weak, and he had to carry her to the car where Ellie awaited, seemingly in the same state as Claire.

“Well … this is it,” Paul said when he dropped the two girls off at the station. They had been allowed to shower in his house, and it felt weird to wear clothes and be unrestrained after a week of slavery. “It’s been … amazing.”

Ellie was massaging a bruise on her arm but stopped to smile at Paul. “Glad to hear it, Paul.” Her voice was calm and professional. “I trust the money has been transferred?”

“Of course. Maybe … maybe I can purchase your services again sometime?”

Ellie nodded. “That might be possible, yes.” She glanced at Claire. “But we’ll probably need some rest now.”

“I understand. Have a safe trip.” Paul seemed to ponder for a moment if he should hug the two women he had kept chained in his barn for a week, but he eventually settled on polite handshakes.

“What a weird man,” Ellie said when they watched the SUV leave the station.

“What a weird week,” Claire replied.

“No shit.”

The two did not speak much on the ride home. It did not seem appropriate to discuss their experiences with other people around, and they were both tired. They arrived at Ellie’s apartment early in the afternoon and collapsed on the sofa.

“I’m going to order pizza. Then we’re going to fall asleep right here while watching something stupid.” Ellie found her laptop. “But first … let’s check the balance in the account we set up.”

They stared at the screen in silence for a while. Claire could not help but glance at the deep red grooves on her wrists, her mind struggling to comprehend the connection between her bruises and the number on the screen.

Then she laughed. It was a loud, almost manic laughter, and it made Ellie look at her in surprise and then join in. For a few minutes, they laughed loudly and hysterically. They laughed until they cried, and then they just hugged each other and let the tears flow.

“Worth it,” Ellie said after a while, wiping the joyous tears from her eyes. “So worth it. But let’s wait a bit before we do it again. My body is badly in need of recovery.”

“Mine too.” Claire sighed. “But … I want to do it again …”

“Of course. The money is too good.”

“Yeah …” Claire closed her eyes and imagined herself back in the barn. Chained. Collared. Helpless. “The money …” She glanced at Ellie and felt a warm sensation wash over her at the sight of her dark-haired friend. Ellie had taken most of her clothes off and was about to hide her bruised body beneath a blanket. “You know … I don’t mind licking you one more time … just to finish the week off.”

Ellie bit her lower lip. “I’d like that.” She began removing her panties. “I do have a pair of handcuffs in my bedroom drawer if you prefer being restrained for it.”

The warm sensation turned into a flood of arousal. “That sounds perfect.”

TO BE CONTINUED
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The Fertile Hucow College

Sara is given a full scholarship to the prestigious Felton College and joins Upsilon Delta – a sorority reserved for fertile hucow slaves.

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 to save her mother. Contains all five stories in the series.

The Harem of Fertile Hucows

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

Hucow Slaves of the Imperators

In a dystopian far future, Halley has been genetically engineered to be a hucow slave for the ominous Imperators. Her journey takes her from the Imperators itself to the deep bowels of the Galactic Unity’s pleasure ships.
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Thank you for reading. If you are interested in reading even more steamy BDSM stories, but without the hucow/fertile 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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