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The music was deafening, drowning out many of the cheers and yells of the crowd surrounding me. A dozen laughing young men stared at my naked body as it moved up and down in sync with the pounding bass. Their cheers were barely audible, but I still felt a surge of adrenaline from all the attention. I had always steered clear of crowds, and the few parties I had attended before coming to Felton involved me standing in the corner, blushing whenever a guy looked my way.

Things have certainly changed, I thought to myself. Despite all the impressions and attention, my focus was solely on the torrents of pleasure shooting up from my pussy and breasts.

“Damn, you’re tight, slave,” the guy I was riding said through clenched teeth. He grabbed the chain to my collar tighter and pulled my head back for a kiss. He smelled of alcohol, but it did not hamper his performance. His hard cock filled and stretched me, and with every small journey up and down his shaft another surge of lust helped to overpower any trepidation or anxiety I would normally have been feeling.

“She tastes good too,” another guy said, taking a short break from his breastfeeding. His lips once again closed around my nipple, and I moaned as the milk flowed from my strained breast into his mouth.

God, this is so humiliating, a voice sounded in my mind, but the degradation only served to turn me on. I did not know if it was the conditioning I had been going through or just a deep-seated desire to be used and abused that had awakened within me, but I loved it. Every second of it. My giant breasts hurt as they jiggled with every movement, made worse by the guy’s fondness for using teeth when drinking from me, but enduring pain was second nature to me at this point.

I smiled when I felt the abs of the guy beneath me tighten and the warm seed spill into me. It was part of my purpose, after all. His friends cheered as he held me to ensure that nothing was wasted. I looked out at the rest of the crowd and wondered who was going to be next in line. The evening was still young, and I was just a slave. A hucow slave, a valued sister of the Upsilon Delta sorority.

Fuck, I love college.

***

The old car’s air conditioning coughed and sputtered as it tried to keep up with the scorching heat. I thought it would have died off years ago, but it just kept going. The disturbing sounds did not seem to worry my mother, however, who hummed along to the radio with a smile on her face as always. She was still young, still beautiful, and unless people got close enough to see the fine lines around her eyes, they usually assumed we were sisters. No traces of gray could be seen in the long, dark brown hair, and the hazel eyes were filled with vigor and life.

She was in a great mood. Unlike me.

“Don’t look so sullen, Sara, college is going to be amazing!” she said and squeezed my hand as we drove past the large villas and mansions dotting the road toward Felton College. “These years will help shape your future.”

I whimpered and pulled my knees up towards my chest, as far as my massive breasts would allow. “I can’t believe you think so, Mom.” I sighed and stared out the window. “I’m going to be a slave.”

“It’s not forever.” She sighed. “The scholarship is … conditional. Felton is a great place, and you’ll have a great education to build on.”

I scoffed. “It didn’t help you earn enough to keep your daughter from enslaving herself as well.” I regret my words the moment I see the pain in my mother’s eyes. “I’m sorry, Mom, I know you’ve done everything you …”

“You’re right, sweetie.” She pulled her hand back and wiped a tear from her eye. “But I did get to keep you, at least. It was worth it. And truth be told … I rather enjoyed my time as an Upsilon Delta sister.”

“Seriously?”

My mother blushed. “Well … yeah! The parties, the friends … the endless, kinky sex …”

“MOM!”

She laughed. “I know it’ll be tough, sweetie, but try to keep an open mind, okay?”

I winced and stared out the window. An open mind, yeah, right … I had always cursed my enormous breasts, even more so since they had started lactating without reason a year or so earlier. As we drove, I could feel the skin straining, indicating that I would need to milk myself soon. It was a condition my mother shared, but she insisted that it was a blessing in disguise.

It meant I was fertile.

It meant that I was one of the increasingly rare women able to bear a child, one with the mutation that caused my breasts to produce exorbitant amounts of milk on top of it all. The fertility rates of both men and women had been in a free fall for decades now, and it barely took a week after a doctor had tested me before a full scholarship to Felton had been offered.

A scholarship with harsh conditions.

It’s probably my only chance at higher education, I tried to convince myself, but the prospect of being a fertile hucow slave for years still made my throat close and my skin sizzle. I knew that I was not expected to be a mother if I got pregnant and that the children were taken away from the slaves, but it was still not the way I imagined spending my formative years. Maybe I won’t get pregnant. But … that’ll just mean that they’re going to keep trying.

“Mom … I … don’t have much experience with sex.”

She smiled at me. A kind, empathetic smile. “You’ll learn. Trust me. Your new sisters will help you, and your teachers will aid you in becoming a good slave.”

“Ugh, I can’t believe you can say stuff like that with a straight face.” I rolled my eyes and felt the knot in my stomach tighten. “A good slave. Slavery is despicable!” I looked at my mother and saw her bite her lower lip; her chest was flushed, and it looked like she was in a different place for a moment. “Mom?”

“Sorry,” she said and blinked a few times. “Of course, slavery is despicable. But this is … different.”

“How so? Aren’t the guys at the college allowed to pretty much fuck me whenever they want?”

“Pretty much.”

“And I’ll be punished if I misbehave?”

She smiled. “Oh, yes.”

“Sounds like a horrible form of slavery to me.”

“Just … try to keep an open mind.”

I shook my head in disbelief and rested my head against the cold window, imagining myself being gang-banged by a horde of rowdy seniors while an old teacher looked on and instructed them. An open mind, Sara. Keep an open mind.

The panic only grew within me when we passed the ornate sign reading ‘Felton College - Delectatio in disciplina et doctrina’. It was carved into a huge block of marble, and I glanced at my mother whose smile seemed to widen the closer we got to the main building.

“What does the Latin mean?”

“Pleasure in discipline and learning.”

I scoffed. “Suitable. And speaking of suits …” I stared at the hundreds of students gathered in small groups around campus. The guys were tall and handsome, many of them wearing dark, tailor-made suits, and the girls almost all wore skirts. “I didn’t know there were school uniforms at Felton.”

Mom chuckled. “There aren’t. The elite just … has a certain way of dressing.”

“I hate it already.” I looked down at my casual clothes; the low-cut T-shirt, the bare midriff, and the tight jeans with holes. “I don’t fit in here, Mom.”

“You will. In your own way.” She parked the car next to the curb in front of a massive, old building. “Listen … the beginning will be rough, but I promise you it’ll be fine. And in any case, in a few years, you’ll be done with this place and have a diploma that can open countless doors for you.” She kissed me on the cheek. “Good luck, sweetie.”

I got out of the car and winced when I closed the door before getting my bags out of the trunk. I had never felt this misplaced or lonely, despite being surrounded by hundreds of people, many of whom looked just as confused as me. A few of the older students walked by and whistled at me.

“Nice jugs, cow!” one of them shouted, leading to raucous laughter from the others. “Can’t wait to take you for a spin!”

Oh, God … I tried to force a smile, but I got the sense that the attempt just made me look constipated. I had no idea where to go, and I got nauseous just thinking about asking one of the older students for directions.

“You look lost,” a voice sounded behind me.

I turned and stared into the green, hypnotizing eyes of a redheaded girl. She was taller than me, and her comforting smile immediately made the knot in my stomach loosen. I could not stop staring at her; she was beyond gorgeous, and the tight button-down shirt had several buttons undone to reveal a gigantic cleavage. But it was not only her looks and her breasts that fascinated me. It was the heavy, shiny steel collar locked around her neck.

“Hi … I … am lost,” I said, unable to take my eyes off the collar.

She smiled. “You’re one of our new sisters in Upsilon Delta, aren’t you?”

“How did you know?”

She nodded at my chest. “Well … your breasts. I know a pair of milk-filled udders when I see them.” She reached out her hand. “I’m Alice.”

I shook her hand. “Sara.”

“You’re beautiful, Sara,” Alica said without any hint of sarcasm. “You’ll do well here. Let me help you with the bags, our sorority is on the far end of campus.”

I groaned. “Sounds like a long walk. I’ve been driving for hours.”

“You’ll get used to it, but yes, it’s a bit troublesome with all those bags,” Alice said and stared at my luggage. At that moment, a golf-cart-looking vehicle drove by, but it stopped when Alice whistled at it. “Hey, Caleb! Over here!”

The young man behind the wheel drove over to us and parked near the curb. He had broad shoulders and chiseled good looks, as well as the kind of dreamy eyes a teenage girl could get lost in. I could not stop staring at him. “What is it, Alice? You know this isn’t a taxi service, right? We’ve got football practice in an hour and we need to get a lot of gear out of summer storage before then.” He looked at me with a smile. “New cow?”

Alice nodded. “Yes, and we need a ride with all her bags.”

“And why should I help a hucow slave?” Caleb asked with a grin.

Alice walked up to the cart and leaned in over the handsome driver. Her breast jiggled seductively next to his face. “Because I’ll make it worth your while, Caleb. I know what you like.”

He stared at Alice’s breasts for a bit before nodding. “Fine. Get in. But don’t make a habit of asking for stuff like this.”

I could not help but stare at Alice as we drove through the campus grounds. Her auburn hair flowed in the breeze, and she cheered whenever Caleb sped up the cart. She was a hucow slave, just as I was about to be, but she seemed happy. Her fingers kept touching the massive piece of steel around her neck, and I shuddered when I realized that I was likely going to wear one myself.

“The … the collar …” I tried, but I had trouble forming my chaotic thoughts into a question.

Alice looked at me. “It marks me as a hucow slave, yes. You’ll get one, too. I know it looks scary, but you’ll get used to it.” She smiled. “I love wearing it, makes me feel special.”

“And it shows the rest of us who we can fuck,” Caleb said from the front seat and laughed. “Good to have you back, Alice, we’ve missed you at the parties.”

“Shut up.” For a brief second, Alice’s smile vanished. “We’re here. Thanks for the ride, Cal. Want to meet up later?”

“I’ll never say no to that,” Caleb said and helped get the luggage out of the cart. He smiled at me and got back behind the wheel. “Welcome to Felton, new girl.”

I stared at the cart as it sped off. I was already overwhelmed, and I had yet to step into my new home. I wrestled my gaze away from Caleb and looked up at the old building I was standing in front of. All the buildings on campus were kept in the same style as the main building, with pillars and certain Renaissance-inspired flair. It was a beautiful place, far removed from the sorority and fraternity houses I had seen in movies. A small sign near the door told me that it was the right place, but apart from that, nothing signaled that it was the home of a group of students.

“Can I ask you a question, Alice?”

Alice grabbed one of my bags and headed toward the door. “Ask me all the questions you want. That’s what I’m here for.”

“Why have you been away? Caleb said …”

“I gave birth, Sara.” She stopped in her tracks and looked at me with a painful expression on her gorgeous face. “I just got back. I … I’m not allowed to talk about what happened while I was gone, maybe you’ll find out someday.”

“Oh! I’m sorry I asked.”

The smile returned. “Don’t be. I get it. Come, we’ll get you settled in, then I’ll show you around and explain what is going on here. We have a few hours before your initiation.”

“My … what?”

She pointed at her collar. “You’re not a hucow slave yet, Sara.” Alice winked at me before opening the door and leading me inside.

The house was massive. The large foyer had a broad staircase leading to the second floor, and the building was bustling with activity. I could hear music from upstairs and laughter from the adjacent room, and just when I walked in, two girls came out of the bathroom.

“Is this Sara?” one of them asked.

Alice nodded and put an arm around me. “It is.”

“Amazing!” The girl clapped her hands and pulled a rope nearby. A bell rang out, and the music upstairs stopped. Within seconds, girls poured from the different rooms to join us in the foyer. Twenty beautiful girls, all of them with giant breasts and heavy collars, stared at me while smiling, almost stepping on each other to welcome me. It was a surreal experience; all of these girls had signed up to become a slave, and I was just another one. At least I’m not alone.

“We have 14 bedrooms with two beds in each,” Alice said after the crowd had dispersed. “This is ours.” She led me into a small bedroom with two single beds on either side of the room. There were no posters, no personal effects, just two closets and desks. “A slave’s life is simple.”

“You haven’t had a roommate until now?”

“I did.” Alice placed my bag on one of the beds. “She was taken away a few days ago when her pregnancy started to show. She’ll be back in six months or so.”

I struggled to comprehend how Alice could talk about it like it was just a normal thing. My mind could not stop imagining where the slaves were taken when they got pregnant, but none of the scenarios were attractive to me, and Alice’s pained expression whenever the matter was raised did not help. I pushed the worries away and instead tried to focus on the positive; I was at a place of higher learning, and I was surrounded by girls in the same situation as me. The welcome had been overwhelming, and I received countless hugs when Alice and I walked back downstairs.

“Everyone seems so nice,” I said to Alice when we left the sorority. It was a beautiful day, and the countless trees on campus offered shade from the warm sun.

“They are.” Alice smiled at me. “Listen, Sara, I’m not going to pretend that being a hucow slave here is easy. It’s not. But we help each other through it.” She bit her lower lip, and for a moment, she looked like my mother had done when she had thought back on her time at Felton. “And if you try to keep an open mind … there’s a lot of pleasure to be had.”

“You sound like my mom.”

“Your mom was a Felton hucow?” Alice laughed. “That’s awesome!”

We walked past a group of seniors, seemingly from the swim team, who whistled at us. I avoided eye contact and stared at the ground, but Alice waved at them and blew kisses.

“You’ll get to know the swimmers soon enough,” she said and laughed. “And you’ll get used to the attention.”

“Can they … just fuck us whenever they want?” I felt like I could throw up when I looked back at the group.

“Not exactly. We still have to go to class, but we’re supposed to be … available as much as possible. Especially at the parties.” She let out a sound that could be interpreted as a moan and fiddled with the O-ring on the front of her massive collar. “Those can get wild. Oh, and I hope you don’t mind being handcuffed or tied up.”

I stopped. “Wait, what?”

She shrugged. “You’re going to be a slave, Sara. It’s part of it. A part I happen to love. We’ll help you ease into it, don’t worry.”

We walked for a while. She told me about the different fraternities, sororities, and factions. About the swim team, the pride of Felton, the various clubs, the classes, everything. It was too much to fathom, and my mind was still focused on the whole ‘being fucked by the swim team’ part of the equation. Alice seemed to love being at Felton, most of it, anyway, and her enthusiasm and bubbly personality helped to calm me.

But that calm soon vanished when we were approached by three girls who seemed to be a few years older than me. Their tight-fitting clothes looked to cost more than my entire wardrobe, the makeup was perfect, but the narrow, judgmental eyes filled me with dread. I had seen eyes like that before, often before someone from my high school had commented on my gigantic breasts.

“Looks like the farm has a new cow,” a tall blonde said and spread her lips in the fakest smile I had ever seen. “A new hole for the jocks to fill.”

“Leave her alone, Gwen.” Alice stepped in front of me. “She just got here.”

“I see that. No collar. Gotta make sure to mark her so the rest of us know who to avoid,” Gwen said and bared her teeth in a wolf-like grin. She gestured for the other girls to follow her, but she made sure to bump into my breast as she passed.

I sighed. “Feels a lot like high school.”

Alice scoffed. “Pretty much. Those are the cheerleaders. All of them come from rich families, and even though most of them are dating some of the hottest guys on campus, they can get pretty jealous about all the attention we get.” Her eyes lingered on Gwen. “Be careful around them. Officially, we’re not their slaves since our purpose is to get pregnant, but we can’t do much if they want to have fun with one of us.”

“They do that?”

“Sometimes.” She patted me on the back. “Just try to fly below the radar, okay?”

I laughed. “With these boobs and a massive collar like yours?”

“It’s a fashion accessory.”

I massaged my breast where Gwen had hit it. “Damn, that hurt. My boobs could really use some relief. Where … where do you guys … you know … milk yourselves?”

Alice laughed. “Oh, you’ll find out later. There are plenty of ways to get … relief.” She checked her watch. “Shit, we gotta get moving. We don’t want to be late for your initiation.”

“Where is it?”

She smiled. “Back at the sorority. I just had to get you out of the house so the others could prepare. Don’t worry, you’re not the only new girl, two others arrived earlier today.”

“So … is this some sort of hazing ritual?”

Alice winked at me. “In a way.”

It was like stepping into a completely different building. The sorority mansion was eerily quiet, the blinds had been pulled shut, and a few candles were the only light. If Alice had not been there with me, I would have turned and fled, but I managed to find the courage to press on. She led me into a large room; the furniture had been moved to the side, and a host of candles created long, flickering shadows on the walls. Robed figures stood in a half-circle, and the moment I stepped in, one of them sat down at a piano and began to play a slow, ominous melody. There was no doubt who the robed figures were, the robes could not hide their massive bosoms, and the candlelights reflected in their steel collars. In the middle of the circle were two girls, naked and kneeling, both of them trembling with anticipation. Their massive breasts looked strained, and drops of milk dripped from their nipples and onto the floor. Looks like I’m not the only one overflowing right now.

“Take your clothes off, Sara,” Alice said behind me. I turned to look at her and saw that she too had donned a black robe. She smiled at me. “It’s alright. Strip naked and kneel next to your sisters.”

I hesitated for a moment, but the smiles I met when I stared at the robed figures helped me relax. But there was one person in the room who was neither robed nor naked. I did not notice him until my clothes were off, but seeing the handsome man made me immediately try to cover myself up.

He laughed. “No need for that here,” he said in a warm, confident voice. He gestured at the floor next to one of the kneeling girls. “Please. Don’t be scared by the theatrics, they’re not officially part of the ceremony, we just let your sisters have some fun.”

I knelt on the floor and glanced at the two other girls. I could tell that they were nervous, but they both managed to smile at me. One was a pale girl with short, bleached hair and the biggest eyes I had ever seen. The other had caramel-colored skin and long, black hair that reached her lower back. Their massive udders looked comically big on their slender bodies, just like they did on mine, but it did not prevent them from being beautiful.

“My name is Professor Slate,” the man said. “I’m the faculty member in charge of the Procreation Programme, though most just call me the master of the hucow slaves.” He chuckled to himself and let a hand run through the thick, dark hair. A few streaks of gray were visible, but they only added to the aura of class that emanated from him. “I’m here to collar you and officially welcome you to Felton.”

One of the robed sisters stepped forward, carrying one of the massive collars on a red cushion. The professor picked it up and approached me, looking down at me with a disarming smile. “You’ll wear this collar until you leave Felton, possibly longer if you choose to.”

Why would anyone do that? I could not stop staring at the shiny steel. It looked heavy and seamless, with only an O-ring on the front breaking the surface. I shuddered when he opened it and placed the cold steel around my neck, and felt like I could cry when I heard the locking mechanism click. It felt significant as if a door had just closed behind me. I felt vulnerable and exposed, kneeling naked in front of dozens of onlookers, and my breasts leaked milk onto the carpet to add to my humiliation.

Slate collared the other two girls. The dark-haired beauty started crying when the collar was locked on, but he wiped the tear away and smiled at her. “It’s alright, I understand that it is overwhelming.”

My fingers touched the collar. It was a tight fit, a heavy piece of jewelry, and I wondered how anyone could ever get used to wearing it. Every time I swallowed, the collar made its presence known.

Professor Slate took a step back. “There. You are now officially part of this sorority and part of the Procreation Programme. Welcome to Felton College. I will see each of you at your slave training sessions. I’ll leave you in the loving care of your sisters now.”

My what? Before I had any chance to ask what slave training entailed, the professor disappeared behind the robed figures, and a dark hood was pulled over my head. I heard one of the other girls let out a squeak of surprise, and the piano music escalated to a loud crescendo. Soft hands grabbed my arms and pulled them behind my back, and I felt a surge of panic take hold when sharp, cold steel touched my wrists, followed by the sound of a ratchet lock closing. Handcuffs. They had handcuffed me. I had never tried something like it before, and the sudden restriction of my movement coupled with the collar around my neck made me struggle against the hands holding me.

“What the fuck?” I said, but someone put their hand over my mouth on top of the dark hood.

“Be quiet.” It was Alice. “There’s no point in fighting.”

I calmed down, but it was a short reprieve. The panic returned a moment later when I heard something being locked to my collar and the sound of chains. I was pulled upward by the collar, to my feet, and judging by the cries to stop from the other two girls, I was not the only one being treated this way. The chain connected to my collar kept being pulled upward until I had to stand on my toes to not hang from my neck. The pressure on my throat was terrifying.

The hood was removed. The piano music stopped. The sorority sisters gathered in front of us and pulled their hoods back. One of them, a tall brunette with kind eyes, stepped forward and smiled at us.

“Welcome, sisters. You’re now collared, like us, but the ritual to become a hucow slave has only just begun. You might feel that this is excessive, but it is only a small taste of what you’ll experience during your time at Felton.”

Loud music started playing from a nearby stereo, and the group cheered. I had no idea how to feel. Being chained while a party erupted around me was an odd sensation, but it only got weirder when the girls lined up in front of us. Alice was the first to approach me. She kissed me on the lips, a forceful, passionate kiss that caused a small trickle of arousal to peek through the panic before her lips moved onto my breast.

Fuck, that feels good! A massive relief washed over me when she closed her lips around my nipple, creating a vacuum that caused the milk to flow from me into her. Alice drank from me while moaning with pleasure, but she only did it for a short time before moving on to the girl next to me. Before I could catch my breath, another of the robed sisters kissed me, intertwining her tongue with mine before she also drank from my engorged breasts.

It was intense. Intimate. I get it now. I felt welcome and appreciated, even if I was chained and helpless to stop any of it from happening. The room was electric with sexual energy, and out of the corner of my eye, I could see the other two restrained girls getting into the groove as well

But my new sisters were not about to leave it at that. An intense pain erupted from my asscheeks a moment later when someone struck me with a wide paddle. The other two girls screamed from surprise and pain, and the shock made me lose my footing for a moment, causing the collar to press even harder on my neck.

Why … why am I enjoying this? I had never been tied up or choked before, but something about the whole situation turned me on. The pain was not too much after the first few hits, and together with the restricted breathing and the warm lips on my breasts, it caused the panic that had gripped me to be replaced by arousal and pleasure.

“I think she likes it!” one of the girls shouted with a smile after kissing me. The crowd cheered, and several of them patted me on the back, encouraging me to embrace it. They sucked my tits with even more enthusiasm now, and the paddle strikes became harder, but none of it stopped me from getting more and more aroused. My breasts were almost empty, but there was still a little left when Alice returned after all the other girls had had a taste.

“Having fun?” she asked.

“I … I think so.” It was hard to speak with the collar pressing on my neck. “I’m really horny.” It felt odd to share such a thing with a girl I had not even known for a day, but being naked and chained in front of a crowd of girls had changed my perspectives rather forcefully.

“Let me help you with that.” She moved closer; I could feel the heat from her body. I felt her fingers sliding up my inner thigh and inside my wet pussy. It was not unfamiliar with masturbation or pleasure, but not like this.

She knows what she’s doing.

“More … please … I want more.” I did not know if it was just Alice’s fingering I wanted more of. My brain struggled to comprehend everything that was happening to me, but I knew that I wanted her to continue. Her other hand pinched my nipple while the paddling continued, and it did not take long before I was pushed over the edge and into a loud, life-changing orgasm. It tore through my body and caused me to scream to get some of the intense sexual energy out of my body. I shook and trembled, moaning and whimpering as the pain, the discomfort, and the feeling of helplessness elevated the pleasure I was feeling to new heights.

The girls gathered around me cheered. They shouted my name and welcomed me into their midst. This was a rite of passage.

I looked into Alice’s kind eyes and smiled. “Thank you.”

“My pleasure.”

I woke up the next morning before Alice, feeling exhausted and sore. I walked into the common bathroom shared with a few other rooms and splashed water on my face. The party the night before had gone well into the night, and the girls had been in no hurry to release me from my restraints. I had found it hard to fall asleep with the collar weighing on my neck. I could not help but chuckle as I stared at the bruises on my ass and the red marks on my wrists from the handcuffs.

I guess I better get used to stuff like that, I thought to myself. I let my fingers run over my naked, strained breasts. I needed relief, I needed to milk myself, and I leaned in over the sink with a sigh; it was routine at this point.

“No need for that,” a voice sounded behind me. The brunette who had led the ceremony the night before walked in and smiled at me. “I’m Julie, by the way.” She took my hand and shook it before I had time to react. “Follow me.”

We walked downstairs and into a small, tiled room at the far end of the building. The sound of whirring machines filled the air, and to my shock and surprise, I saw that the room was filled with milking machines. Large vacuum tubes were attached to large machines, and one of the other new girls, the dark-haired one, was already attached to one of them, wincing as the milk flowed from her.

Julie squeezed my hand. “You’ll get used to it. Felton has uses for our breastmilk, so this is part of what is expected of us. Just put the tubes on and press the button to start, then turn it off and remove them when you’re done. Simple!”

She pushed me in front of one of the machines. I sneered at the prospect of being milked this way, and it hurt when the tubes were put on. There was none of the intimacy or sensuality I had felt when my sorority sisters had drunk from me the night before. This was industrial and cold, but effective.

“This will take some getting used to,” the dark-haired girl said. Julie had left us in each other’s company. “I’m Tracy.” She sounded tired, and could not stop rubbing the red marks on her wrists while the machine sucked her dry. “I can’t believe they kept us chained like that for so long.”

I nodded. “It was rough, but I did enjoy myself. Didn’t think I would.”

Tracy sighed. “I’m not there yet. But I have to make this work, I have nothing to return to.”

I guess I’m better off. At least I have a loving mother to return to if I quit. We stood there in silence for a bit. It felt humiliating, like I was just a cow to be used, but the more I thought about it, the more I realized that it was exactly what I was now. The ring on my collar clattered with every movement, reminding me of my position in the Felton hierarchy.

When I returned to my room a little later after taking a shower, Alice was already dressed. A peppy pop tune played on her phone, and her boobs jiggled merrily as she danced.

“Sara! There you are!” She smiled and hugged me. “I assume you’ve been milked?”

I nodded. “Does it keep hurting that much?”

“Yes! But if you managed to find enjoyment in the paddling yesterday, you’ll probably grow to like the milking too.” She looked at my buttocks. “Oh, that looks painful. Sitting down for class today might be rough.”

“Are you going to tell me to get used to it again?”

She laughed. “Pretty much.”

I put on underwear and clothes and checked my phone. I had a full schedule of classes today, but at least I would be going together with Tracy and Fay, the other new girl whom I had just met in the shower room. I stared at myself in the mirror; my brown hair was tied in a tight braid that rested on my shoulder, and the low-cut T-shirt proudly displayed my bosom. The collar doesn’t look too bad, I thought to myself and touched the smooth steel. But the red marks from the tight handcuffs were still visible.

“Here,” Alice said and handed me a wide silver bangle and a large steel watch. “Use these. I have a few for when I have marks to cover up.”

I pulled the watch onto my wrist and closed the clasp with a sigh. “I had not expected to think of stuff like that when I packed for college.”

“This is no usual college. And you’re not a normal college student.” She kissed me on the cheek. “You’ll get a lot of comments. Don’t let it get to you – and know that you can always talk to me, okay?”

I smiled and nodded. “Thank you. It means a lot.”

“Hey, we’re sisters now. Maybe we’ll even get to have a gangbang or two together soon!”

“A … what?”

She laughed and continued to dance to the music.

***

The first few days of classes blew past without much issue. Gwen and her group of cheerleaders did shout at me whenever I walked past them on campus, but they were not in any of my classes, and the other freshmen were too busy dealing with the shocking amount of reading and adjusting to life at college to give me, Tracy, or Fay a hard time. Alice had explained to me that new hucow slaves are off-limits for the first few weeks to help us settle in and get through a few sessions with Professor Slate. The other sorority sisters were very secretive about the slave classes, but their dreamy smiles whenever the professor was mentioned and girly giggles made me look forward to the first session.

“Come on, you have to give me something!” I said. I was lying on my bed staring at the ceiling while Alice combed her hair. “I have my first session in two hours and I’m so nervous.”

Alice chuckled. “I’m a little jealous, to be honest. I loved my sessions with Slate.” She sent me a secretive smile. “There’ll be pain.”

“Pain?” I shuddered. “That sounds … bad.”

“Oh, it’s not. There’ll be a lot of bondage too.”

“As in chains and handcuffs?”

“Among other things.”

I sighed. “Sounds scary.” I fiddled with the ring on my collar. “I’m not sure I’ll be a good slave.”

“You’ll learn.” She finished brushing her hair and adjusted her breasts. The tight-fitting dress barely managed to cover her ass, and her breasts threatened to jump out if she as much as sneezed. “How do I look?”

“Like a classy whore.”

“Perfect. He likes it that way.” She put on a pair of loop earrings and grabbed her purse. “I’ll see you tonight?”

“Where are you going?” I sat up on the bed.

“Well, I’m a hucow slave, my dear Sara.” Alice blew me a kiss. “I’m going to submit to a college senior who’s probably going to tie me up, make me suck his cock and fuck me. He texted me an hour ago with instructions. Just another day at Felton College.”

I watched in awe as my confident roommate left the room with a merry tune on her lips. It seemed that almost every member of Upsilon Delta embraced their roles as slaves, and whenever someone left to fulfill their role, they were offered nothing but encouragement. No such thing as a skank in the Upsilon Delta sorority, I thought with a smile when Alice had closed the door behind her.

Fay and Tracy were sitting at the dining room table when I came down a little later. They were busy reading for tomorrow’s classes, but they looked up when I walked down the stairs.

“Well … I’m off!” I said and tried to quell the nervousness.

Fay smiled. “Good luck. My first session is tomorrow. I doubt I’ll get any sleep tonight.” She leaned back in her chair. The bright sun shining in through the window made her collar glow. “He’s so … dreamy. I wonder if he’ll fuck us himself.”

“Fay!” Tracy was not as direct as Fay, but she seemed to have found some peace with her new life since I had first talked to her in the milking room. “I just want it over with.”

“I’ll let you know how it goes,” I said and left the mansion.

Every step across campus felt heavy. Professor Slate’s office was in the main building, part of the faculty wing, and I managed to get lost twice on the way there. I was running late when I finally found the right wing. I stormed through the door with Slate’s name on it, only to be greeted by a tall woman.

“Yes?” She looked at me over the edge of her dark-rimmed glasses and smiled. “You’re in an awful hurry, dear.”

“I …” I was speechless. The woman was too old to be a student, probably in her mid-thirties, and she was stylishly dressed in high heels, a short pencil skirt, and a sleeveless shirt. “Who are you?”

“I’m Suzanne Collins, Professor Slate’s administrative assistant.” She pushed her glasses up and placed a stack of books on her desk nearby. “Can I help you?”

“Yes … maybe … you … you’re a hucow slave!” I could not help but stare at her massive breasts and the shiny collar around her neck. It was similar to mine but scratched and worn, indicating that she had worn it for years.

She laughed. “That I am, dear. You’re not the most subtle girl, are you?”

“Sorry, I’m just … surprised.”

“Don’t worry, it’s not because I keep failing my classes,” she said and winked at me. She sat down behind the desk. “I just chose to stay after graduating.”

“So you’re the professor’s … slave?”

“You could say that. And I assume that you’re Sara, here for your first session?”

I nodded and felt sheepish. “I am. Sorry for my outburst.”

“Don’t worry about it. I get it. I used to be Upsilon Delta myself.” She crossed her long legs and sighed. “And I knew your mother. Say hi to her from me, will you?”

“I will.”

Suzanne gestured at a door at the other end of the small office. “Professor Slate is waiting for you in there.” She turned her focus to her computer screen, but just as I walked by, she looked up again. “Oh, and a piece of advice, Sara …”

“Yes?”

“Do whatever he tells you. He knows what he’s doing.”

The office did not look out of the ordinary. There was a large desk in the middle of the room, but apart from the desk and a few packed bookshelves, there was not much to see. Heavy curtains covered one of the walls, and sunlight flooded the room from the tall windows behind the desk.

“Come in, Sara.” Professor Slate sat behind the desk with a book and smiled at me. “Please, sit.”

My heart pounded in my chest when I approached the lone chair in front of the desk and sat down. I suddenly felt underdressed in the presence of the elegant professor in his dark suit, but his smile offered some comfort.

“How has it been? Starting at Felton?”

I fiddled with the clasp on the watch Alice had borrowed me a few weeks ago. I wore it out of habit now, even if I had not been handcuffed since. “It’s been fine,” I said, my voice trembling with nervousness. “The girls have been really sweet.”

“Glad to hear it.” Every syllable that escaped Slate’s lips emanated control. “Have they told you what to expect here?”

“A little, but not much. Something about … pain. And being tied up.”

He smiled. “They’re not wrong. These sessions are meant to help you become a good submissive, Sara. A slave. I understand if that sounds scary, but it will help you during your time here. You don’t have to be a slave forever, of course, not like Suzanne, who I assume you’ve met now.”

I nodded.

“She chose to stay a submissive,” he said. “I’m going to dominate you to help teach you how to submit to any man on campus who’ll want you.”

“Just the men, Professor?”

He chuckled. “There’s a lot of beauty in submitting to a woman as well, so don’t rule that out. And when we’re in this room, you will call me ‘Master’, understood?”

“Yes, Prof… Master.” The word tasted good.

“You’re not expected to behave as a slave the whole time you’re here. You’re free to make friends outside of the sorority or talk back when you inevitably receive lewd comments, but when you’re with a male student in your role as a fertile hucow slave, I expect you to submit. To do whatever he asks of you.”

I took a deep breath and nodded while images of the rude boys I had already met flashed through my mind. My hands were sweaty, and I tried desperately to dry them on my jeans.

“Nervous?” He stood up and looked at me from the other side of the desk.

God, he is handsome! “Yes, Master. I … haven’t been with many men.”

“Yet.” He smiled. “Take off your clothes, Sara. Now.” There was something about the way he said my name that hypnotized me and caused me to obey without hesitation. I removed the tight-fitting T-shirt and jeans before removing my bra and panties. “Very good.” He walked around the desk and came closer. I could smell his tasteful cologne and shivered when he touched my breast. “An amazing body. You’ll be a popular hucow, of that I have no doubt.”

“Thank you, Master.” Don’t stop touching me.

“You’re familiar with these?” He opened a drawer in the desk and pulled out a pair of handcuffs.

I nodded. “Yes, Master.”

“You’ll be restrained in various ways while you study at Felton, and handcuffs like these are a quick, easy way to keep a slave in line.” He took my hand and locked one of the cuffs around the wrist. “Feel the steel. Embrace the feeling, embrace what it symbolizes. Being restrained should trigger your submissive side and help you leave Sara the Student behind. Now …” He pulled my hands behind my back and locked the other cuff onto the other wrist. “Now, you’re Sara the Slave. Do you understand?”

A surge of arousal flooded my body. “Y… yes, Master.” I’m a slave.

“Do you feel in control, slave?”

I shook my head. “Not at all, Master.”

“Does that scare you?”

“A little.”

“That’s normal. But there is freedom in submission. Accept that right now, you have no control. You have no say in when we are done, in when you’re released. I’m in charge, and all you have to do is follow my orders. Stand there and reflect on that for a bit.”

I did what I was told. I focused on the feel of the cuffs holding my wrists together and the ever-present collar around my neck. As I stood there, naked and cuffed in a professor’s office, he closed the blinds and pressed a switch on the wall. A few moments later, the room looked like the inside of a BDSM club. An X-shaped cross and a pillory appeared when the heavy curtains I had noticed earlier were pulled aside, and a terrifying collection of whips, floggers, paddles, and canes hung from the wall. The light got more muted, and the pleasant professor suddenly looked more intimidating and imposing. He removed his suit jacket and rolled up the sleeves on his white shirt before walking over the wall of torturous tools and grabbing a cane as well as a short chain.

“As you probably found out during the sorority hazing ritual, your collar is a powerful tool when it comes to both control and pleasure.” He locked the short chain to the O-ring and rotated the collar so the cold chain rested on my back. He lifted the handcuffs until my hands rested on the middle of my back and could move no further. He then locked the cuffs to the chain.

“Intense, huh?”

I struggled to breathe. The weight of my arms made me choke, and every breath was a chore. I could not move my arms, and I felt completely helpless.

It was amazing.

“Yes, Master.” I did not recognize the frail, whimpering voice as my own.

“Do you like it?”

“I … I think so?”

He smiled. “That’s a good start. A lot of young men are going to take advantage of the fact that they can do whatever they want with you.” While he talked, he grabbed a set of heavy legcuffs from the wall and locked them onto my ankles. “Finding pleasure in their sadistic whims will make it all easier for you. They’ll want you to scream, to beg, to cry – and you’ll do it. I doubt you’ll have to fake it either, they can get carried away, but focus on the helplessness, the loss of control, and the pleasure it brings, and you will begin to look forward to every encounter.”

It all seemed so unreal. How could I ever enjoy being tied up, fucked, and tortured by some horny college senior? Well … you like this, don’t you?

I smiled. I did like this.

“I’m going to hurt you now, slave,” Slate said. He whacked me hard on my breast with the cane he had found, causing me to scream. “Good. Screaming is good. It helps deal with the pain.”

He hit me again. Harder. Milk sprayed from my nipples; I had been told not to milk them before my session, and Slate was now using the fact that my breasts were brimming with milk to cause me pain.

“When you’re being whipped or caned, I want you to thank the person doing it. I want you to beg for more.”

“What?”

He hit me again. “Do what I tell you, slave.” His voice hardened.

Another hit. “AUCH! Thank … thank you, Master!” Tears started streaming from my eyes. “Please … hit me again!” I could not deny that there was a certain rush to be had from the complete lack of control. Every movement I made caused a chain to rattle or something to hold me back, constantly reminding me that I was at the mercy of the professor. I kept begging for more, even though my body wanted me to stop it, but I slowly started to get turned on by the pain.

“Very good, slave,” he said and stopped hitting me. Red welts were already visible on my poor breasts. “You’re a natural. Now, onto the next part of the lesson.” He unbuttoned his pants and removed his belt. My eyes widened in amazement when he pulled out the largest cock I had ever seen. “Have you given a lot of blowjobs, slave?”

The memory of an awkward encounter in a teenage boy’s bedroom appeared in my mind, but it hardly counted. “No, Master. Not really.” My breasts were still burning and my shoulders were beginning to hurt from the strenuous position, but staring at his massive cock triggered an urge within me. I wanted him inside me.

Slate grabbed the chain connecting my collar and handcuffs and pushed me to my knees. “You don’t want to start too rough,” he said. “The penis is a sensitive organ, and even if the boys on campus come off as confident and headstrong, they want to feel acknowledged and appreciated. Revere their cocks, show them how much you want it. Kiss it, lick it, compliment it. Wait a while before you take it in your mouth.”

Yes, sir … I started kissing the glorious member, using the lightest of touches. My soft, full lips explored the long shaft, moving slowly to not miss an inch. After a while, my tongue joined in, mapping the surface little by little. The cock grew the more attention I gave it, and I made to look up at my master with questioning, submissive eyes.

“Not bad. Not bad at all.” Despite his growing cock and accompanying arousal, Slate was in complete control. “Now, take it in your mouth. No teeth, try to be as soft as possible. Remember, when you suck a cock here, you’re not trying to get them off. You’re getting them ready. Any seed that ends up in your mouth or any other place than your vagina is wasted.”

I took the large cock in my mouth. It filled me, and the soft, sensitive skin felt good against my tongue.

“The tongue is still an important asset,” he said. “Use it.”

I obeyed. It felt nice and intimate, enhanced by my restricted breathing. My chains rattled as I increased my tempo, sucking his cock with enthusiasm. My tongue danced along the underside, and when I heard the first moan, it filled me with pride and joy. Maybe I’m more suited for this than I thought.

“You’re a natural,” he said and patted me on the head. I should have felt humiliated and disgusted by being treated like a pet, but somehow, it made my heart swell. “Very good. I believe you’re a true submissive, I can see it in your eyes. Please, slave … tell me what you desire in this moment?”

“I …” I knew exactly what I wanted, but it felt weird to say it. A voice in the back of my mind yelled at me to stop, to not walk down that path. “I want you to fuck me, Master. I want your cock inside me, your seed. Please … please fuck me.” It was as if a dam had burst, and the words flowed effortlessly when they first got started. I did not ache to be released, to be free of my bonds or my collar.

I wanted to be fucked.

“And there it is,” Professor Slate said and pulled his cock out of my mouth. He buttoned his pants and laughed when he saw me pout. “You’ll be fucked, don’t you worry, but it won’t be by me. Not yet, at least.” He walked over to a shelf that had been hidden behind the heavy curtains and picked out a large ballgag. “Open your mouth.” I obeyed and allowed him to push the large red ball into my mouth. He tightened the straps behind my head and smiled. “Our first session is over now. You did well, and I look forward to seeing how you progress.”

He patted me on the cheek and disappeared through a door in the corner of the room. A few seconds after the professor had closed the door behind him, it reopened, and a familiar young man walked in. Caleb was naked; his ripped body looked impressive in the muted lights, and he had a determined look in his dreamy eyes.

“Caammlb?” I was not used to being gagged, and I felt incredibly awkward and ashamed when a long strand of drool escaped the gag when I tried to speak. The young football player was no less endowed than the professor, and I found myself getting wet just by looking at him.

He did not speak at first. With grim determination, he pulled me to my feet and placed his lips on my breast, closing them around my nipple. I welcomed the relief, but he was rough, often using teeth, but the occasional stab of pain only served to fuel the fire within me, aided by his fingers that began to rub my clit.

“You’re wet, cow,” he said with a sly grin. “You want me inside you, don’t you?”

I nodded. Slate had taught me to humor the guys, but I did not need to fake anything. The session and my oppressive restraints had turned me on like nothing I had ever experienced, and my pussy ached for attention.

“Very well. But I fuck hard. And you’re going to take it.”

He grabbed me by the hair and pushed me toward the large desk. With force, he bent me over the table and spread my legs as wide as my legcuffs would allow.

I was vulnerable.

Exposed.

Ready.

He had a firm grasp on the chain connecting my restraints and held me down. I closed my eyes and waited, feeding off the excitement and anticipation. I could hear him stroking his cock which was already hard, and when he entered me, it was not as forceful or crude as I had expected. He penetrated me slowly, but I did not get the impression that he was doing it for my sake. No, he was dominating me, staking his claim over my pussy and my body. My pussy could barely accommodate his size, and it felt like I was going to split in half, but the pleasure far outweighed the pain and discomfort. He pushed until he could delve no further, and he stayed there. My pussy enveloped him, and for a moment, it could even be called intimate.

Then he pulled it out only to ram it in again, this time much faster and harder.

“MMMPH!” I cried. It was overwhelming and intense.

His thrusts increased in force, and the position coupled with my tight collar meant that I could barely breathe. I was choking hard, and Caleb made it worse by holding on to the chain as if I were a horse being ridden and tamed.

Which was not far from the truth.

Every time his hips crashed into my buttocks and his cock pounded me, I felt a sliver of my old personality vanish. I began to wonder if Sara the Student would even exist after an experience like this, if Sara the Slave was all that was going to be left, but I felt no sadness or anxiety from it. I was in heaven. There were no worries; I was completely at Caleb’s mercy, and it was liberating.

He was strong. His thrusts increased in force, and they caused the entire desk to creak beneath me whenever my hips crashed painfully into the edge of the desk.

But as the pain increased, so did the pleasure. I was not going to come, I could tell as much, but I did not mind. I moaned and whimpered, enjoying the ride right up until Caleb pushed deep within me to deliver his load. He let out a roar that sounded like a beast as his seed spilled into me. It was an amazing sensation, one that felt just as significant as the collaring had been. He stayed inside me to ensure that not a drop was spilled.

“A nice … pussy,” he said, catching his breath. “Maybe we’ll get to do this again sometime.” He leaned down over me, his cock still buried deep inside me. “Stay here until I tell you otherwise, slave. Let my cum settle within you.”

I nodded. I stayed there, bent over the desk, while Caleb left the room. I could not believe what had just happened, and I could not help but wonder if this was it. Had he impregnated me? Was this the first of countless similar sessions, which I hoped was the case, or would Caleb succeed on his first try? I had no idea what the success rate was at Felton, and part of me preferred not knowing.

Caleb returned a few minutes later. He had put his clothes back on, and the determined stare had been replaced by one of indifference. I saw no sympathy in his eyes when he looked down at me.

“Nothing like a fresh cow,” he said, but it did not sound demeaning. It was a compliment, at least partly. He removed my gag. “You’re not a bad fuck, slave.”

“Thank you, Master.”

“Submissive as well. Nice.”

Now that it was over, I suddenly became very aware of the pain in my shoulders and neck. “Please … will you please release me, Master? It hurts.”

“It’s supposed to.” He laughed. “But no, I won’t. You see, we have a little hazing ritual connected to a hucow slave’s first fuck.” He pulled me into a standing position. “The keys will be waiting for you at the Upsilon Delta house along with your clothes.”

I tried to swallow a lump that had formed in my throat, but it could not get past the tight collar and caused me to cough. “I … I have to walk through campus like this?”

He nodded. “Naked. Chained. With my cum trickling down your legs. That is how we welcome a new hucow slave.” He nodded at the door through which I had entered. “You had better get moving. The late classes are about to end, you’ll have a wonderfully large crowd to entertain.”

My first instinct was to protest, but I stopped myself. It was a cruel joke to play, but it also seemed fitting. I almost tripped twice on my way to the door; I was not used to the hobbled walk caused by my legcuffs, and I was painfully aware that I could not break my fall with anything but my face if I fell. Even opening the door was awkward and hard, and hearing Caleb’s mocking laughter behind me did not help.

Suzanne was still sitting behind the desk when I walked into the small office connected to the professor’s. She looked at me with a smile that brimmed with empathy and a tinge of lust. “You look good in chains, Sara,” she said. “Don’t worry, they only pull this prank the first time.”

I wanted to speak, to talk to Suzanne, but the pain drove me to head for the other door. Suzanne was kind enough to open the door for me, and I hurried through the halls of the faculty building as fast as my legcuffs would allow, avoiding eye contact with the esteemed professors that I passed on my way. I could feel Caleb’s cum seeping down my leg, and the sensation filled me with a potent mix of shame, disgust, and arousal. Cheers and jeers met me when I walked into the sunlight. Hundreds of students turned to look, point, and laugh when I walked by, and though I just wanted to get back to my room, away from the lusting eyes and mocking words, something stirred within me. A resilient spirit awakened, and just when I neared a group of cheerleaders led by Gwen, I felt my back straighten and my gaze lifted from the ground. I met their disapproving glances and scathing remarks with a smile.

I might as well own it. It was not me retaking control. It was me embracing the lack of it. I was a hucow slave now, one that had been thoroughly fucked and had the cumstains on her legs to prove it. There was no use in denying it, no point in trying to hobble along faster to end the walk of shame. The collar already told everyone who I was and what my purpose was at Felton, and I found some pleasure in knowing that the sight of my restrained body and bouncing breasts was an uncomfortable sight for some.

My strained boobs jiggled along with the sound of my rattling chains as I walked proudly through the campus, but I was not prepared for what greeted me when I was halfway through the sea of cheering students taking pictures with their phones. Coming toward me was every single one of my sorority sisters. My heart swelled as they surrounded me and walked alongside me for the rest of the way. I felt supported and loved, and grateful tears began to flow down my cheeks.

I’m going to love college.
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Ihad always done well in school. My mother had always encouraged rigorous studying, and when I started at Felton College, I had every intention of retaining that determined work ethic. But as I sat in the old, opulent lecture hall and listened to a gray man deliver a lecture, I found myself distracted by several things. The day before, Professor Slate had caned my ass so hard during our slave training session that I struggled to sit down without wincing, and though I had sucked his magnificent cock on several occasions now, he never took it further than that.

Looks like I’m not the only one craving Master Slate’s cock, I thought to myself and smiled when I noticed the doodles on Fay’s notes. My platinum-haired sorority sister supported her head on one hand and sighed as her other hand drew a remarkably lifelike, well-endowed drawing of a smiling Professor Slate.

She smiled when she noticed me looking. “I’m going crazy, Sara. I want his cock so bad.”

I nodded. Her frustration mirrored my own. Apart from the first breeding attempt by the senior student Caleb, I had not been fucked by anyone, but I knew that it was about to change. Though we were still going to have regular slave training sessions with Slate, the ‘hands-off’ period for newly arrived hucow slaves was about to end. From the coming Friday onward, we were fair game for all the boys and men on campus who were considered good breeding stock – which essentially meant all the ones from rich families. On principle, I was against it, but after weeks of BDSM sessions, daily milkings, and lewd comments, my body craved release. As the lecture droned on, my mind wandered; I imagined myself chained, gagged, and helpless, fucked by countless guys. I looked around the large lecture hall and imagined each of the young, handsome men taking me in turn.

What the hell is happening to me? I sighed. I did not want to give these people the pleasure of dominating me, but I could not deny that I wanted it. The hucow slaves of Upsilon Delta, despite our crucial role to play, were placed at the bottom of the Felton hierarchy. Most other students were polite toward us, but we were still expected to sit in the back during lectures, and it was often joked that the sound of the O-shaped ring on the front of our collars clattering against the collar itself was like a cowbell announcing our presence.

I touched the collar and felt a warm surge of pleasure spreading from my loins. I was getting used to it and even found myself enjoying it most of the time. It helped me get into a submissive mood when I was with Master Slate, and the more time I spent digging into the curriculum for his slave training sessions, the more I appreciated what it symbolized.

“I can’t believe we get homework,” Fay had said the first time she had returned from Slate’s office with a handful of books. “Who the fuck is this ‘Marquis de Sade’, anyway?”

The lecture was nearing its unimpressive conclusion when the student in front of me turned around to hand me a note. His disinterested, vacant stare told me that it was not from him. Fay welcomed the distraction and stared curiously while I unfolded the crumpled paper.

“I’m better at drawing than that, at least,” she whispered and chuckled.

The drawing depicted two girls with gigantic breasts being fucked by a group of cheering guys. The girls were leashed and tied up, both of them drooling onto the floor. The drawing had a cartoony feel to it, but it did not stop me from being turned on. I looked up and saw the guys who had sent it a few rows down. They laughed and winked while the lecturer’s back was turned.

In the corner of the drawing was written 3 more days until we get to fuck you.

It’s just a party, I told myself, but no matter how many times I repeated it in my head, it failed to calm my body. I just stood there, staring at my naked body in the mirror while anxiety and nervousness fought to wrestle control of my body away from me. A few shimmering drops of water trickled down the surface of my collar before I wiped them away with my towel and continued to dry myself.

“I hope they just ignore me,” Tracy said with a frown.

Fay laughed. “Really? I hope they all line up and fuck me until I’m lying in a pool of cum on the floor. This girl needs cock. Now.” She grabbed the ring to her collar and pulled it upward, choking herself while moving her lower body up and down to make it look like she was riding a guy’s erect cock. “Yes … YES! More! Please, I want MORE!” She moaned loudly, causing Tracy to blush and several of the other hucows to laugh.

“You’re terrible,” Tracy said, but she could not prevent herself from smiling. “What about you, Sara? What are you hoping for?”

“Honestly … I don’t know. Is staying home even an option?”

“Not really.” Alice hung up her towel and smiled at me. She was in amazing shape, and without clothes, nothing could hide the toned muscles and visible abs. Her massive breasts were all that kept her from pursuing a career in sports. “The Alpha Rho fraternity has some of the wealthiest students on campus, and they always invite us hucows to their first party. You don’t turn those guys down, trust me.”

“What happens if we do?” Tracy said and rubbed her arm nervously.

Alice’s warm, kind demeanor darkened. “Don’t even think about it, Tracy. Remember why you’re here. They don’t keep us here out of charity, and if you don’t do what is expected of you, they’ll find ways to … persuade you.”

“What, they’ll torture us?” I asked.

Alice shrugged and lowered her voice so only Fay, Tracy, and I could hear it. “I’m not sure. But when I started here, one of the others kept refusing impregnation. Sure, I’ve heard others do it once or twice without much consequence, but this girl disappeared for months. When she returned, she was … different. She never spoke about what happened, though. She got pregnant a few months later.” Alice smiled and raised her voice again. “But there’s no need to worry about stuff like that. We’re going to have a great time tonight!”

It was a sight to behold. All the sorority sisters who were able to go to the Alpha Rho party stood ready to go. More than a dozen girls in tight, low-cut dresses and heels, all with perfect makeup and hair. Few of them wore jewelry; the massive metal collar drew all the attention anyway, as did the incredible, milk-filled breasts. Alice had recommended that I use the milking machines to take the top off and reduce the discomfort, but to keep plenty of milk in reserve. The nervousness refused to let go, and I noticed that quite a few of the sophomore and junior hucows anxiously checked their watches. Alice and a few of the others, however, were laughing and dancing to music blaring from a phone turned up to the max.

I was not used to wearing heels, nor did I own a pair, but Alice had insisted.

“My ankles are already killing me,” I whimpered as we walked through campus together with our sorority sisters.

Alice smiled. “If all goes well, you won’t be standing much.” She put her arm around me. “You look amazing, Sara. I get why you’re anxious, but this is what we do. There’ll be good-looking guys, as well as great music, and we’re all there together. Have fun!”

“What am I even supposed to do when I get there? Walk up to guys and ask if they want to fuck?”

“No, they’ll come to you,” Alice said. “Some of our sisters already have ‘regulars’ there. Not boyfriends, that gets … complicated, but guys they fuck a few times a month. Quite a few of us have been asked to serve drinks, likely in some kinky way, knowing the Alpha Rhos.” She bit her lower lip. “Can’t wait.”

Excitement and panic mixed in my body. Part of me wanted to turn around and run back to hide under my covers while another part of me wanted to strip naked in the middle of the party and raise my ass in the air like a cat in heat.

“So … the new cows just stand there awkwardly until someone wants to fuck us?”

“Pretty much.” Alice lowered her voice and held my gaze fast. “Remember what Slate has taught you. Be submissive. Say yes. Try to find pleasure in it all.” She glanced at Fay and Tracy walking in front of us. “It’ll be overwhelming for the three of you, and you might be tempted to leave early, but try to wait until at least one guy has, you know … tried to breed.”

I could hear the fraternity house way before I could see it. It was massive, much bigger than the Upsilon Delta house, and packed with people, most of them muscular, tall guys in expensive clothes. I felt out of place, and the security offered by being part of a large group evaporated the moment we stepped inside. Alice and six of the others were pulled aside by a few Alpha Rhos, while Julie and two other seniors sought out their regulars. Soon, Tracy, Fay, and I stood in a corner, feeling like a group of deer surrounded by wolves. Even Fay, despite her brazen enthusiasm, seemed overwhelmed.

At first.

“Fuck this, might as well get this started!” she yelled over the deafening music and walked into the middle of the room. Two minutes after she started dancing, two fraternity members had handcuffed her hands behind her back, put her on a leash, and bent her over a couch. Fay squealed with joy as one of the two entered her, but she was soon muffled by the other frat boy’s cock in her mouth.

Fuck, that is hot. I could feel the blood rush to my loins and my cheeks. Knowing that any one of these cocky young men could pull me aside and order me to do pretty much anything was oddly exhilarating. I could not stop staring at my friend as she was fucked, moaning loud enough to be heard over the music, but my fascination with my new lot in life only increased a moment later when Alice waltzed into the room.

Naked.

Shackled.

Smiling.

Heavy steel shackles held her hands behind her back, and a matching pair of ankle restraints connected by a chain weighed her down, but she carried herself with an ethereal elegance despite the cumbersome restraints and the tall heels. A serving tray had been fastened to her waist with a belt and was being held up by two small chains connected to her nipples with clamps. It looked extraordinarily painful; the strain caused a near-constant trickle of milk to flow from her breasts and into the glasses on the tray, and every time one of the smirking frat boys grabbed a glass, Alice winced in pain. The other hucows that had been pulled aside to serve were restrained as well, but nothing as severe as what Alice was forced to endure.

“Alice! What the …”

She smiled when she approached me. “How do I look?”

“I …” I was conflicted. On the one hand, I was shocked at the inhumane treatment, on the other hand, I was jealous. “You look … hot.”

“I know, right?” Her face contorted in pain for a brief moment before the smile returned. “Fuck, those clamps hurt. But those shackles …” She pulled at her wrist restraints with a look of pure pleasure on her face. “God, those feel good. I may have been a little cocky with some of the Alpha Rhos in class recently, they wanted to put me in my place.”

“That’s horrible!” Tracy exclaimed beside me.

“It’s all in good fun.” Alice smiled. “I think. I just roll with it, I’m having a great time.”

When I finally tore myself away from the corner where I had hidden since arriving, leaving behind a nervous-looking Tracy, I could not believe what I was seeing. Around every corner was an Alpha Rho either drinking from a hucow’s breasts or fucking her with determination. I saw a sorority sister hanging from her wrists in the middle of a room while frat boys took turns whipping her, and in between the screams of pain, she moaned with delight. I saw Julie being dragged on all fours through the rooms on a leash and another girl in a similar position on a table being milked into shot glasses.

We’re just pets to these people, I thought to myself and struggled to figure out what I thought about that fact.

“You there!”

I froze on the spot. Two of the younger Alpha Rhos came toward me. They were no less handsome or athletic than their fraternity brothers, but they did not carry themselves with quite the same confidence as the older members.

“Yes?” I said and forced a smile, trying to ignore my pounding heart.

The tallest of the two, a guy with thick, brown curls and a charming smile took a step forward. “You’re one of the new cows, right?”

I nodded and felt a lump grow in my throat. “I am. What can I do for you … Master?” The word did not feel right, not like it did with Professor Slate, but it was how I had been taught to respond.

“Master?” The curly-haired guy laughed. “I like the sound of that!” He seemed to gain more confidence and reached for my breast, groping it with all the grace of a bull in a porcelain shop. “Fuck, those are big. I … I want to drink from them!”

I smiled at him; the awkwardness was kind of adorable. “As you wish.”

The other guy prodded his friend. “Let’s tie her up first. We’re allowed to do that, right?”

“You’re allowed to do whatever you want with me.”

“Then … then take your clothes off!”

I did as I was told. Their giggles and stares were like clumsy compliments, and I found that I enjoyed the attention. I threw my dress on a chair nearby and revealed my naked body to the two, folding my hands behind my back to push my breasts forward.

“Holy shit …” the curly-haired guy said. “Look at that body.” He turned to his friend. “How are we going to tie her up?”

“One of the seniors told me that they keep handcuffs and that kind of stuff in the cupboard in the main hall, I’ll be right back.”

When the young Alpha Rho returned with a pair of hinged handcuffs a few seconds later, I was already wet with anticipation. The slave training had kicked in, and though the two were inexperienced, I shuddered with delight when the handcuffs closed around my wrists, forcing my hands together behind my back. All I wore were my heels, and already being a tall girl, I towered above the two.

“Damn, those udders are amazing,” the curly-haired guy said and licked his lips. He placed his lips around my left nipple and created a vacuum, sucking it into his mouth. I let out a muted moan when the milk started flowing into him, and the pleasure only intensified when his friend latched onto the other nipple a moment later.

This feels good, I thought and leaned against the wall. I focused on the feel of the handcuffs holding me, on the helplessness, just as Slate had taught me. I could feel my juices spill out of me, trickling down my inner thigh as a manifestation of my lust. I hoped that one of them would fuck me, maybe even grant me that elusive orgasm I yearned for; I did not dare masturbate with others around, and I had not had a moment to myself since arriving at college – Alice was always in the room with me. But the enthusiasm on display by the two young men told me that they would not last long enough to grant my wish.

“Mmm … thank you, masters,” I said in my most sensual, seductive voice. “It feels so good.”

The curly-haired one took a step back and wiped a drop of milk from his chin. “Damn, you taste good. Can I … can I … you know …”

“Fuck me?” I smiled at him. “I want you to, Master. I want your cock inside me.” I felt like a bad actress in a porn movie, but it was efficient. I could see the bulge in his pants growing, but before he had a chance to act on it, we were interrupted.

“Hey, you two!” a dark, commanding voice sounded. A muscular senior with a cold stare walked into the room. “Glenn and Danny, right?”

The other Alpha Rho released my breast and jumped back. The two nodded, and I heard one of them whisper to the other: “Fuck, that’s Trevor!”

I had no idea who ‘Trevor’ was, but he looked intimidating.

“I want to fuck the new cow,” Trevor said and walked up to me. His strong hand grabbed my breast and squeezed a few drops of milk onto the floor. “You two go and find something else, or someone else, to do.”

The two nodded and vanished with impressive speed, leaving me in Trevor’s company. I could feel the heat from his body and smell his expensive cologne; everything about him radiated confidence. This was a man used to getting what he wanted. He took a step back and removed his belt.

“You look good for a hucow slave,” he said and folded the belt in half.

“Thank yo… AAAAAAH!”

An explosion of pain erupted from my breast when he struck it with the leather belt. It was more intense than anything I had endured at Slate’s hand, and it told me a lot about Trevor.

“Th… thank you, Master,” I whimpered through the tears that started streaming, but to my surprise, I found that the pain nestled in my loins. It turned me on.

He smiled. “A well-trained cow, very good.”

Another strike, this time harder. Milk started pouring down my breasts, mixing with my tears in a puddle on the hardwood floor. I closed my eyes and braced myself for another hit, but it did not come. Instead, Trevor put the belt through the ring of my collar and used it as a makeshift leash, pulling me away from the wall. He removed his pants to reveal his thick, flaccid cock.

“Suck it, cow,” he commanded and sat down on a nearby chair. He leaned back and tugged at my leash, pulling me down to my knees.

This is humiliating, I thought with a smile, painfully aware that other Alpha Rhos walked in and out of the room, as well as girls from other, more prestigious, sororities. A few boys nearby cheered when I took the thick cock in my mouth. The soft skin felt nice, and he filled my mouth before he had even gotten hard. I used every trick that Slate had taught me, and I felt a surge of pride when the cock began to harden. I could get used to this. I would have liked the use of my hands, but I loved feeling restricted like this.

“Not bad,” Trevor said and grabbed my hair. He pulled me closer, causing his cock to push to the back of my throat.

I gagged. I coughed. I struggled to breathe, but he did not let go. Instead of panic, a flood of pleasure gripped my body, which had been conditioned to become a submissive tool, triggered by abuse and dominance. Trevor did not need to use his words to control me, his hands did it all, and when he finally allowed my mouth to vacate his cock, I was fired up and ready for him.

“Ride me, you worthless slave,” he said.

I stared at his rock-hard cock. “Yes, Master. With pleasure.” I stood up and looked him in the eye while I lowered myself onto him. My wet pussy and the saliva drenching his cock meant that there was no resistance as he entered me, yet it still hurt due to his sheer size. When my asscheeks finally touched his warm thighs, I was ready to explode. “God, you’re so big,” I moaned, and I meant it. I started my rhythmic movement up and down his massive, impressive shaft, and the whole time, he kept a firm grip on my leash, controlling me. He latched on to my nipple, feeding from me while I fucked him.

I get what Alice likes about all this now. The handcuffs gripped my wrists tightly. The collar choked me as he pulled my leash down behind my back. His cock rubbed against the walls of my pussy. His mouth sucked my nipples hard and caused the milk to flow.

I was going to come. I could feel the weeks of tension and frustration loosen in anticipation.

But Slate had taught me one last thing, maybe the most important of all.

“Please … Master …” I whimpered. “Can I come?”

He let go of my breast and laughed. “Seriously? You’re going to come from this?”

I nodded. “Master, it feels so good. I just … I want to come, please?”

He did not answer right away, and my body tensed as I tried to stave off the orgasm. It was like walking on the edge of an alluring abyss.

“No. Not yet,” he said. “Ride me harder. But if you come before I allow you to, I’ll punish you hard. Do you understand, slave?”

“Y… yes, Master.” I clenched my jaw and moved faster up and down his hard cock. A few of his fraternity brothers gathered around us, cheering and pointing at the frustrated, moaning hucow riding their friend. The attention only made it all hotter.

I could not take it.

“Please, Master!” I cried. Tears started streaming; it was so intense, bordering on uncomfortable. “I can’t take much more!”

“But you will.” He pinched my nipple, causing milk to spray onto his shirt, but he did not mind it. “I want you to wait. When you feel my seed inside you, you can come, do you understand?”

I nodded. It became a trial, a balance between riding him fast enough to make him come, but not so hard as to make it impossible for me to keep the orgasm at bay.

When I felt his abs tighten and his hand grab my hip, I readied myself. The moment he let out a beastly roar of pleasure and release, I let go, plummeting into the abyss. I screamed as I came to the cheers of the men surrounding us. He spilled into me, his load filling every part of my pussy, and he stayed there for a while, ensuring that nothing was wasted. My body shook, and my scream turned into a raspy whimper as all the tension vanished.

It was amazing. But I was done. Exhausted.

“You can get off me now, cow,” Trevor said with a grin. His voice was not as cold as it had been. “You did well. I’ll be following your progress with interest.”

“Th… thank you, Master,” I said. I raised myself off of his cock and knelt in front of him as a sign of submission. I could feel his cum seeping out, and I could not take my eyes away from his semi-erect cock that glistened with my juices and his cum. “Can I lick you clean, Master? Please?”

He laughed and looked at his comrades. “You hear that, guys? That is a proper slave.” He looked back at me and nodded. “Go ahead.”

My tongue carefully cleaned every part of his cock and balls; the taste of my juices and his cum mixed in my mouth, but it felt right. It felt good. When I was done, he got up and left, and the crowd dissolved. Suddenly, I felt lonely and empty, but luckily, Alice entered the room a moment later. She was no longer attached to the tray, but the cane marks on her breasts told me that she had been busy. Her hands were shackled in front now, but she was still naked. I smiled at her, satisfied with my performance, but the frown on her face brought me back down to earth.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

Alice shook her head and helped me to my feet. “That was Trevor Dyson.”

“Should I know him?”

“Not yet, but you will.” Alice pulled me aside, into a small room. “He’s the leader of the Alpha Rhos, very rich and influential.”

“You sound like I shouldn’t have fucked him, isn’t that what I’m supposed to do?”

She nodded, and the frown turned into a warm, almost overbearing smile. “Of course, Sara. And judging from the cheers, you did well. There was no way you could’ve refused him, but Trevor is not the problem. His girlfriend is.”

I groaned. “Don’t tell me it’s Gwen the Cheerleader.”

“It’s Gwen.”

Fuck. “But these guys are supposed to fuck the hucow slaves, right? She must know that.”

“She does, but that doesn’t mean she’s not a vengeful bitch. Just … try to lay low.”

“I’ll try,” I sighed. “Uhm … they’re not going to uncuff me, are they?” I rattled my handcuffs.

She smiled. “Probably not. Why don’t we head home? I’ll show some hidden paths to Upsilon Delta that lessen the risk of being spotted, and we’ve made sure to have extra handcuff keys at the sorority.”

“Another walk of shame,” I sighed.

“Get used to them.”

***

A few weeks passed. I managed to steer clear of Gwen and her cheerleaders, but from a few of my sorority sisters, I heard that she was well aware of what had happened and intent on getting revenge. But Gwen was not the main focus of my life, and despite looking over my shoulder often, I was enjoying my new life. After the party at Alpha Rho, I was now free to be used by most of the boys and men on campus. It did not take up as much time as I thought it would, however; it mostly boiled down to the occasional quickie in a bathroom after class, a rowdy, dirty threesome under the bleachers next to the football field, or nightly visits to one of the many fraternities if I had caught the eye of one of the juniors or seniors.

I was having the time of my life, and more spice was added when Alice approached me one day, saying that she had got a ‘gig’ for us.

“The swim team?” I had just entered the room I shared with Alice and tossed my backpack onto my bed. “What do they want with us?”

Alice was sitting on her bed and looked up from her book. “The coach is convinced that breastmilk is the key to victory. That’s where most of the milk from our machines ends up. But now he’s got it into his head that they need something … fresher. Straight from the source.”

I looked at her. “So he wants the entire swim team to drink from us? Why us?”

Alice smiled. “I may have fucked the coach on occasion, and when he asked me to bring someone, I told him I wanted you. It’d be fun to do it together, don’t you think?”

I shrugged. “Sure, why not? Are they going to fuck us, too?”

“No. They have a big swim meet in a few weeks, and he believes that they’ll perform better if they abstain.”

“Bummer.” I sat down on my bed and massaged the marks on my wrists; I still had sessions with Professor Slate, and he had suspended me from my wrists for an hour earlier that day.

Alice laughed. “You’ve become a grade-A slut in no time, sweetie. I’m proud of you.” She checked her watch. “We had better get going, training starts in twenty minutes.”

“What, we’re going now?”

The smell of chlorine was the first to hit me when we entered the giant pool complex. Alice and I were both naked, as instructed, and I fiddled nervously with my collar as we approached the coach who was standing at the end of the pool yelling at his team.

“We’re here, Coach,” Alice said with a smile and took my hand. “This is Sara.”

The coach did not look away from the pool. “I don’t care. A slave is a slave.” He pointed at a nearby wall. “Everything is ready for you there. Get yourselves set up, the boys will come drink at the end of their next break.”

I looked at the concrete wall nearby. Two pairs of heavy handcuffs hung from chains against the wall, and thick ankle shackles were fastened at the bottom.

I smiled. “They sure know how to treat us well. Do we really need to be restrained for this?”

“Do you mind?” Alice dragged me toward the wall.

“Not at all, it just seems … odd.”

“Professor Slate once told me that it’s a psychological thing. It’s not that the guys in the fraternities necessarily get turned on by seeing us restrained, it simply makes it easier for them to distance themselves from us. It dehumanizes us.” She pushed me against the wall and locked my ankles to the wall, leaving my legs slightly spread. “That way, there’s less of a risk of them seeing us as, you know, people.” Alice pulled my hands over my head and locked me in the heavy handcuffs. The edges were smoother than on the cuffs I was used to, and it was not an unpleasant position, although I felt very exposed and vulnerable.

“And why the fuck am I okay with that, Alice?” I said with a smile.

“Slate’s training is efficient.” Alice kissed me on the lips, which caught me by surprise, but it was a welcome one. “You’re a slave now, just like me. Whether we can leave it all behind when we’re done … that’s a different matter.” She bent over to lock her ankles to the wall before closing the handcuffs shut around her wrists.

And thus began my time as the swim team milk dispenser. Every day, Alice and I would chain ourselves to the wall next to the pool and stay there until the practice was over, letting the half-naked, wet swimmers suck us dry. It was a good time, and I loved hearing the frustrated pleas from the swimmers as they begged their coach to let them fuck us, but he insisted that they had to wait until after the big competition. On one occasion, the coach got called away by an urgent call, and we had to stand there for four hours until he remembered to come back and release us.

It was a great time.

It was a hot, late summer afternoon. I was heading home from my last lecture, exhausted from the morning’s swim practice and the hours of headache-inducing lectures. I looked forward to a warm bath and movie night on the couch, curled up with my sorority sisters, but when I turned a corner outside one of the main buildings, my road was blocked by Gwen and six of her fellow cheerleaders. The bare midriffs of their uniforms showed off their toned, exposed abs, and the short skirts left little to the imagination.

“There you are,” Gwen said in a saccharine voice. “I’ve been looking for you.”

I took a step back, but the group was quick to surround me. “Look, Gwen, I didn’t …”

“Shut up!” She walked up close to me and put a finger through the ring on my collar. “Slutty cows like you don’t get to speak in my presence. Scream, maybe, but not speak. Not yet, at least. I’m going to torture you, hucow. I’m going to punish you.”

I was torn. There was genuine malice in Gwen’s eyes, but it had been a while since I had received a good flogging, and I got oddly turned on by the thought of being in the hands of a group of cheerleaders. “If … If that is what you want, Mistress.”

Gwen seemed confused by the response. “Wait, what?” She shook her head. “No, you don’t get to sneak your way out of this. You’re coming with us.”

I nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Shut up.” Gwen found a dog leash in her purse and locked it to my collar. “Get down on all fours, cow.”

I obeyed. The warm asphalt on the path scraped my knees, but I did not dare protest. One of the other girls pushed a giant ball attached to a head harness into my mouth and tightened the harness around my head, making it impossible for me to push the ball out with my tongue. Gwen yanked the leash, forcing me to follow her, and I had never felt this humiliated before. I drooled on the ground as they paraded me across campus toward the cheerleader gym, but no one made any move to aid me. I saw none of my hucow sisters on the way, but they would not have been able to do anything anyway.

The cheerleaders’ gym was exactly as I expected. Rows of trophies lined the walls in glass cabinets and giant banners with the Felton logo and various obnoxious slogans hung from the rafters above. Giant safety mats used for their training were lined up on the floor of the large gymnastics hall. Gwen pulled me to the center of the room, often yanking my leash to choke me as a reminder of who was in charge. She nodded toward two of the other girls who disappeared into a nearby room and returned with a box on wheels.

“Get up,” Gwen ordered in a harsh voice.

I got up and wiped the dust from my scraped knees. I was still drooling a lot from the gag, and it had left a large, wet stain on my button-down shirt and my skirt. The two girls opened the box, and my eyes widened when I saw a gigantic collection of whips, shackles, and other BDSM tools.

“Mmmmph?”

Gwen smiled menacingly. “Restraints and whips are easy to find at Felton. You never know when a hucow needs to be taught a lesson.” She sighed. “Also, our coach finds that we need extra … motivation sometimes.” A brief hint of pain appeared on her face, and for the first time since I met her, Gwen came off human. The other cheerleaders stared at the ground for a bit, but Gwen cleared her throat and brought everyone back to the present. “But today, this is all for you. You fucked my boyfriend, cow. And I won’t tolerate it.”

One of the other girls lowered two rings from the rafters above while Gwen found a set of wide steel shackles in the box and locked it into my wrists. The cold steel felt nice against my skin, but a seeping panic began to spread when they locked my wrists to the two rings and began to raise them.

Higher.

Higher.

I screamed when my feet lost contact with the ground. The steel shackles dug into my wrists, and the pain in my arms was excruciating. The cheerleaders laughed as Gwen tore the buttons off my shirt and cut open my bra with a pair of scissors, leaving my strained breasts available for torment.

“Let’s see why the swim team is so fascinated by this cow’s udders.” Gwen walked up to me and closed her lips around my nipple. Her hands squeezed my breasts, and she made sure to bite down hard to cause me as much discomfort as possible. The milk flowed, but it was uncomfortable, yet I found myself enjoying it.

I was in pain, yes, but Slate’s training had not been in vain. My body was conditioned to turn discomfort and pain into pure pleasure (which had had the odd side effect of turning my morning runs into a rather pleasurable experience and pushing me to run further and further), and I could not prevent a loud moan from escaping the gag.

“I think she likes it, Gwen,” one of the other girls said.

Gwen wiped the milk off her chin and looked at me with a frown. “Does she, now?” She pinched my nipple, causing milk to spray onto the mat beneath me. “Do you like pain, cow?”

I had to nod. There was no point in hiding it.

Gwen laughed, but there was a hint of admiration in her cold eyes. “We’ve got a true slave on our hands, girls! Maybe torture isn’t the way to go.”

“We’ll still give it a try, right?” the other girl asked with a smile.

“Of course.”

A moment later, they had removed my skirt and cut off my shirt and bra. I hung there, naked, while the group of cheerleaders picked up paddles, whips, and canes from the box and started pummeling my body without pause or mercy. I felt like a pinata, and despite my love of pain, it began to overload my body. They laughed as they struck me, but even though I struggled to draw pleasure from the constant barrage, it did help me dive deep into subspace. I drew from the helplessness, accepted it, and though I cried, drooled, and lactated on the ground, I did not truly want it to stop. They pushed past my limits again and again, yet I endured the punishment.

When they finally lowered me, I collapsed to my knees. My arms were buzzing, threatening to go numb, and I whimpered when Gwen released the shackles from the rings. My body was a mess of bruises and welts, but it looked beautiful to me. Gwen locked my wrists behind my back before removing the gag.

“What does a slave cunt like you say after a beating like that?” she asked, pushing a strand of her long, blonde hair behind her ears. She seemed to be genuinely curious.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I said and looked up at her with tired eyes. “I deserved that.”

“Did you, now?” A hint of a smile could be seen at the edge of her ruby lips. “Do you believe you had a choice when Trevor fucked you?”

“No, Mistress. I am not allowed to refuse a man like him.”

“So why do you deserve punishment?”

I thought about it for a moment. “Because … you believe I do.”

Gwen pulled me to my feet. “That’s a good answer, Sara. Are you afraid of me?”

“A little, Mistress.” I glanced at the other cheerleaders. “I’m afraid of all of you.”

The girls snickered.

“But you enjoy being whipped by us?”

“I do, Mistress. And I enjoy being chained. I’m a slave, after all.”

Gwen nodded approvingly. “I respect that. So I think we should have a little fun with you.” She removed her top and skirt, revealing an athletic, gorgeous body. Her breasts were perky and round, a contrast to the giant, milk-filled udders I was used to seeing at my sorority. The other girls followed suit. “Let’s see what you can do, what you can endure, little cow.” Gwen laid down on the exercise mat and spread her legs. “Come, cow. Lick me. Let me see if that tongue has other uses than speaking and licking my boyfriend’s cock.”

I smiled and obliged. I knelt between her legs and began licking her. I had received no training in cunnilingus, but it felt intuitive and right, and before long, Gwen’s pleased moans confirmed that I was on the right track. While I pleasured her, the other girls joined in. One of them kissed Gwen, another licked her nipples, and a third girl slid her head in under me and started breastfeeding. Hands touched and groped me all over, and fingers slid inside my wet pussy. It was an intense, overwhelming orgy, but not rough like the fuckings I had received from the Felton frat boys. This was sensual and intimate, even when one of the cheerleaders began spanking me hard.

“Mmm … thank you, mistresses,” I moaned into Gwen’s warm, inviting pussy. “Please, spank me harder.”

The girl behind me was happy to oblige, and pleasure and pain mixed into a potent cocktail in my body. I was in heaven. More fingers found their way inside my asshole, and even though I had never tried having anything in there, I soon embraced the new experience.

This is so hot. All the fear I had experienced when Gwen and the others had cornered me was gone. I came. Again and again. Every time one girl got tired of fingering me, another took over. And I was not the only one caught in a torrent of lust. Gwen came as well, scratching the mat and arching her back while she screamed, but though my tongue was tired, her spot was soon taken by a different cheerleader. Gwen grabbed a whip and started laying into my back while I licked her friend, but it only helped drive me towards even more orgasms.

When they finally stopped, I was broken and exhausted. I curled up in a fetal position on the mat while the girls got dressed around me. None of them spoke to me, none of them acknowledged my presence, but it suited me fine. Being a tool for their pleasure had been amazing, but I desperately wanted to go home now.

“Do you want me to release you?” Gwen asked. The others had left, and we were the only ones in the gym hall. She knelt next to me with a smile.

I looked up at her and nodded. “If it pleases you, Mistress. My arms do hurt a lot.” And my tongue might fall out.

Gwen unlocked my shackles and helped me to my feet. “We kind of ruined your clothes.” She glanced at the cut-up fabric on the floor, next to a wet stain made from drool and breastmilk.

“You lose a lot of clothes as a hucow slave,” I said with a shrug and massaged my wrists. I found a T-shirt in my backpack and put it on. “You learn to think ahead.” I put my skirt on and stood in front of Gwen with my hands behind my back. “Do you want more from me, Mistress?”

Gwen cocked her head to the side and observed me for a bit. The smile she sent me was genuine, which only made her look even more beautiful. “I like you, Sara. You did well today, extremely well. Professor Slate certainly knows how to train his hucows.”

I smiled. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“You know … it’s not fair that Trevor gets to fuck girls like you while I just have to sit back and accept it. I enjoyed myself today, more than I thought I would.” She grabbed the leash still attached to my collar and pulled me in close. “How about you become my slave? It seems only fair that I get to enjoy you as well.”

I bit my lower lip and nodded. “I like the sound of that, Mistress. How often will you require my services?”

She smiled. “I don’t know yet. This is new to me too. But I like the thought of having my own pet cow that comes when I call.”

I kind of like the sound of that, too.

Alice sat on my bed and stared at me with her big, expressive green eyes. “You’re fucking kidding me! You had an orgy with the cheerleaders, and now Gwen wants you as her slave?” She laughed. “And you want that?”

I looked wistfully at the ceiling and nodded. “It was hot, Alice. Really hot. And I don’t know, I kind of … like her. Not in a romantic way, but man, she knows how to dominate a girl.”

“I didn’t know you were bisexual,” Alice said with a grin.

“Neither did I! But here we are.” I looked at her. “Wait, are you?”

“I think we all are here,” Alice said. “In a way. After a few orgies at frat houses where the only purpose is procreation, you long for a little closeness. You’re always welcome to slide into my bed if you want to.” She winked at me.

“I’ll keep that in mind.”

The bell rang from downstairs. Three times.

“Fuck.” Alice looked at her watch and fiddled nervously with the clasp. “I almost forgot. Come on.”

“What’s going on?”

Alice pulled me out of bed and held my hand tightly. “You know those blood samples they take from us once a month?”

“Yeah?”

“Well, seems like the results are in.”

She led me down the stairs where the rest of the girls were already standing in a line with their backs against the wall. All of them looked nervous and stared at the ground. Suzanne, Professor Slate’s assistant, stood near the door, flanked by two security guards. She smiled when she saw me, but her face soon found a more serious expression. Alice and I stood next to the others. I could see a black van parked outside with the back door open, and I was shocked to see steel bars covering its dark interior.

“Good, you’re all here,” Suzanne said. She looked at the tablet in her hand. “It’s been a good month. Several of you have succeeded in getting pregnant, and a few of you are far enough along that we’ll take you with us now. Congratulations.”

Nervous glances were exchanged between the collared girls.

“Fay, Abigail, and Violet, you’re only a few weeks pregnant, so you get to stay another month. You should be proud.”

“No …” Fay mumbled next to me. I saw tears in her eyes, and her voice was barely a whisper. “I was just getting started …”

Suzanne looked at Julie. “Julie, you and Patricia will be coming with us now.”

Julie nodded, but her face was pale. She stepped forward toward the security guards, who locked shiny steel shackles matching her collar onto her wrists and ankles, connecting them all to her collar with a thick chain. Patricia, a dark-haired, short girl I had barely spoken to, was given the same treatment, and without the opportunity to say goodbye, they were pushed into the van.

“You’ll see them both again next year,” Suzanne said. Her voice was brimming with empathy. “I’ll see you all again next month.”

“Where are they going?” I asked Alice when the van had left and the girls had gone back to their rooms.

“I’m not allowed to tell you,” she said with a sad smile. “Don’t worry, it’s not too bad, and I’m sure I’ll go there at least once or twice more while I’m here at Felton, but don’t … think about it too much, okay? They’ll come back.”

“How … how long does a hucow slave usually take to finish a degree?” I had never thought about it until now; I had imagined it would take me 4-5 years of slavery to graduate, but I had never factored in the chance of getting pregnant.

“As I said, don’t think about it,” Alice said and winked. “But Julie has been here for 6 years now, I think.”

Seeing Julie and Patricia taken away in chains still haunted me later that day when Alice and I walked through campus on our way to get pizza. It was a beautiful day, but it was soon interrupted by the loud cheers coming from a group of familiar boys up ahead.

“There they are!” one of them shouted and began running toward us, followed by the ten or so other boys. “Our muses!”

It was the swim team. They all wore their matching sports jackets, and they smiled and hugged us when they reached us. Alice and I were lifted into the air and looked confused at each other.

“What’s going on?” Alice asked when they finally let us down.

“We won!” Alex, the team leader, said. “All our races! Coach’s crazy plan worked! And it’s all thanks to you!” He planted a wet kiss on my cheek. “We’re celebrating tonight, and you two are coming! The clubhouse at ten!”

I smirked. “Is that an order … Master?”

He smiled. “You bet it is.”

Alice and I held hands as we headed to the clubhouse placed next to the pool building. My body sizzled with excitement, and I noticed that a gleeful smile lit up Alice’s face whenever I glanced at her. Two hucow slaves in the company of a dozen swimmers who had refrained from any sex or masturbation for nearly a month was an explosive cocktail, one I could not wait to consume. It was remarkable how quickly the absurd had become normal, and I found myself hoping that they would chain me up and have their way with me, a thought that would have terrified me a month ago.

Loud music dominated the room when we entered, and we were greeted by twelve cheering young men and their tired, but content, coach. He walked up to us with a smile and hugged us both, displaying more respect and affection than I had ever seen from him.

“Thank you, both of you,” he said with an exhausted smile. “You did us all a huge favor.”

Alice smirked. “We couldn’t really say no now, could we? We’re slaves, remember?”

He laughed. “True. And you’ll be spending a lot more time shackled to that wall going forward, believe me. But for now, we celebrate.” He glanced at the boys behind him. “They’re already pretty fired up, but why don’t the two of you give them a little show, if you know what I mean?”

Alice nodded. “It’ll be our pleasure.”

I wondered what he meant by a show, but Alice seemed to be on the same page as the coach. She began gyrating her body to the music while she sent me her most sensual, smoldering look.

Oh … like that. I smiled and started dancing with Alice. Our tight dresses did nothing to hide the attributes underneath, and as the bass pounded in my body, I found myself dancing closer and closer to my friend. The boys cheered when the two of us started kissing. Our hands traveled up and down each other’s bodies, and all my attention was focused on Alice and her smoking-hot body. Our tongues intertwined in their own little dance, and no part of me wanted to protest when Alice opened the zipper on my dress and pulled it over my head. I returned the favor, and we were soon dancing close in our underwear. The swim team formed a circle around us as our underwear disappeared, and the dance soon turned into a full make-out session. We began fingering each other as our bodies melted together in a beautiful orgy of flesh.

Out of the corner of my eyes, I noticed that one of the guys was holding a pair of handcuffs with a long connecting chain. I took them from him with a smile and kissed Alice while I locked the cuffs onto her wrists. I soon felt the sharp edges of the metal scrape against the inside of my thigh when she slid two fingers inside me, and the world around us seemed to melt away, interrupted only when the guys handed us more restraints to put on. Alice knelt in front of me and licked my clit while locking legcuffs onto my ankles, and I returned the favor a moment later. I locked a medium-length chain to her collar before locking the other end to my own, connecting us. My hands were then handcuffed by Alice, and though we were restricted, we still managed to pleasure each other to the amusement of our hosts.

“I think it’s time for the team to have some fun,” I heard the coach shout. I had no idea how much time had passed, I had been completely absorbed by Alice’s warm body and touch, but I was surprised to see that every member of the swim team was naked from the waist down, holding their rock-hard cocks in their hands.

First, they drank from us, emptied our sore breasts with trained efficiency like they had done a dozen times before. It was a welcome relief, but it was only an appetizer before the main course. Next, we were pushed to our knees and made to service each of them in turn, just to get them ready. I had never sucked that many cocks in a row before.

They pulled us toward a table at the end of the room and bent us over the opposite ends of it. The chain connecting our collars was taut, and they locked our handcuffs to the chain to ensure that our hands stayed over our heads. Next, they removed our legcuffs and tied our ankles to the table legs. We looked up at each other and smiled; Alice’s face was red from the collar choking her, and I could see the veins on her face threatening to pop through her skin, but she was just as excited as me. The collar pressing on my neck made every touch by their eager hands that much more intense. The impatient swimmers explored my body with their hands, pinched my nipples, spanked my ass, and fingered every orifice, but it was a welcome warm-up.

“Alright, boys, time for your reward!” the coach shouted with a grin. “These two slave sluts are yours to enjoy, and it is time to do what Felton expects of you! Time to deposit your loads inside their starving pussies.” The swim team cheered in response. “You all did exceptionally well,” he continued. “But some did better than others. Line up! Best time first, that means you, Alex! You get the redhead, Daniel gets the busty brunette. The rest of you get ready for your turn.”

The boys laughed and cheered as the two lined up behind Alice and me. I could feel the tip of Daniel’s cock rubbing against my aching, wet pussy, and I gasped when he finally entered me. There was no elegance or patience to his entrance; this was a man who had denied himself pleasure for a while, and he was going to take it now. I winced as my hips crashed against the sharp edge of the table, and I could hear from Alice’s groans that she was being fucked equally hard. The two swimmers did not exactly coordinate their rhythms, meaning that the chain connecting our collars kept being pulled very tight only to loosen the moment after. It was intoxicating and scary, and I struggled to breathe, but it only made the experience more intense.

Just a slave, Sara. This is what you are now. I smiled. Maybe this is what I was always meant to be. I felt a surge of adrenaline and pleasure when I felt Daniel push deep inside me to deliver his load. His cum flooded my pussy to the cheers of his friends, and for a brief moment, my mind was distracted by the memory of my sorority sisters being dragged away in chains. In that brief moment, I was reminded about what the purpose of it all was, a purpose I rarely thought about. If it worked, there would be no more orgies or BDSM sessions for a long time, yet it was the only reason I got to enjoy nights like this one. I looked at Alice and met her lustful eyes. She winked at me and blew me a kiss before she once again fell into the haze of pure pleasure.

“Fuck, that is a nice pussy,” another guy from the swim team exclaimed when he started fucking me a moment later. Daniel had pulled out, leaving the next in line to have his way with me. I could still feel Daniel’s cum inside me, but it did not seem to bother his friend. His moans of pleasure joined with mine and Alice’s, who was also on her second athlete.

The swimmers were as fast to come as they were in the water, likely due to the long wait, but their impressive stamina meant that by the time the last one had finished his attempt at impregnating me, someone was ready to try again, albeit with less enthusiasm. Even the coach had a go at Alice, though he refrained from coming inside her, instead depositing his massive load on her back.

“Well done, boys,” he said and laughed when there was no one left who was capable of fucking us again. “We’ll leave them here for a bit, go get something to drink!”

I was filled to the brim with cum. It spilled out onto the floor, seeping from my sore pussy.

“That … was fun,” Alice said, still trying to catch her breath.

I could only agree, even if the short bursts of vigorous thrusting had not been enough to allow me an orgasm. You’re a slave, Sara. It’s not about your pleasure. I did not mind, but my body was aching and wanted out of the tight restraints. The party continued around us, and girls from other, non-hucow sororities as well as the swim team’s classmates soon started arriving, leaving us as nothing more than decoration. None of the newly arrived boys seemed to want to stick their cocks in Alice and me in our current state, and I could not blame them. A few snapped selfies next to us, and a few girls had fun whipping us for a bit, but I was ready to go home.

“Man, I’m not sure I’ve ever had this much cum inside me,” Alice said and winced as we walked through the quiet campus a few hours later. “It’s still coming out …”

I put my arm around her and kissed her cheek. “The boys deserved it. I had a good time, but I’m tired now.”

Alice smiled. “Did you come?”

I shook my head no.

“Then why don’t we handle that before we go to sleep?”

I laughed. “Sounds like a plan. Damn, I love college.”
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There was something special about a college campus during midterms. Coupled with the cooler weather, it meant that there were far fewer students hanging around the outdoor campus areas, and every time I passed someone, they looked to exist in their own little world of anxiety, caffeine, and all-nighters. Most college students did not have to interrupt their studies at weird times because a frat boy became horny, but such was the life of a hucow slave at Felton. I and the other hucows of the Upsilon Delta sorority tried to cram as much studying in as we could, but there was no shortage of seniors and juniors looking for a moment's distraction, and we were still expected to submit when called.

“Fuck, again?” Alice rolled her eyes when her phone buzzed. “It’s the second today, I’m not getting anything done.”

“You’re sitting in front of the television procrastinating, Alice,” I said and threw a pencil at her. “Might as well go and get stuffed.”

Alice threw the pencil back. “I was taking a break! My pussy is already sore from the frantic fucking I got earlier today.” She groaned and got up from the couch. “I’m going to one of the fraternities at the other end of campus, I’ll be back soon.”

“Bring pizza!” one of the other girls shouted.

“She’s not getting anything done,” Tracy sighed when Alice had left. “You think she’ll fail?”

I shrugged. “Alice is pretty smart, but she’s lazy. I bet she’d ace it if she just opened the book for a few hours.” I smiled when an idea popped into my head. “I think I know how we can help her, but we’ll have to wait until she’s back. How is your studying going?”

“Horribly. I’m so nervous, and it’s not like we can prepare for most of the exam!” She stared at the book in front of her and sighed. “Even the written part is mostly essay questions, I prefer multiple choice!”

I chuckled. “I think that’d be hard to do for this one.” My first few midterms had gone surprisingly well, but like Tracy, the last one was the one I dreaded the most.

“What … what happens if you fail?” Tracy stared at me with her intense, expressive eyes. “Do we get kicked out?”

“You’ll be fine,” one of the other hucows, a junior called Maria, said and laughed. “You can’t fail Professor Slate’s class. You get a final evaluation, that’s it.”

“So it doesn’t matter?” I could not help but feel a little disappointed. I dreaded my slave exam, but I had spent a long time studying the curriculum.

“Oh, it matters!” Maria leaned in over the table, pressing her massive udders down on her books. “Some of the teachers like to keep a hucow or two as slaves from time to time. They check Slate’s evaluations to find candidates.”

“Why would I want that?” Tracy said with a frown.

Maria smiled. “Yeah, why would you want the dean of Felton College to like you? And if you want to stay a slave afterward, it doesn’t have to be at Felton – a good evaluation could get you set up with some of the filthy rich donors.” Maria grabbed hold of the O-ring on her collar and laughed. “I don’t know about you, but I don’t mind keeping this collar on and sucking an old guy’s cock if it means I get to live on a yacht.”

I was reading in my bed when Alice returned an hour later. She answered my greeting with a groan, threw her purse on her bed, and took off her skimpy dress before collapsing on the bed.

“How was it?” I asked in an innocent, girl-like voice.

“It was fine,” Alice said, her voice barely audible due to her face being pushed into her pillow. She turned her head and looked at me. “My pussy is filled with cum, my ass is burning from the spanking, and I haven’t gotten any studying done today.”

“That’s not really his fault, is it?”

“No.” She rolled onto her back and started massaging her clit; we had lived together for half a year now, and the initial reluctance and awkwardness was all but gone. It was normal to masturbate after a session with one of the other students just to relieve some of the pent-up sexual frustration.

“Do you want help with that?” I asked and put my book away.

“I never say no to that.”

Alice smiled and placed her hands above her head, spreading her legs to invite me in. I crawled onto her bed, up over her naked, gorgeous body. Our tongues intertwined in a passionate kiss, and I soon started licking my friend’s nipple. I sucked it into my mouth, massaging it between my lips, gently biting down on it. Alice grabbed my hair as she moaned, but she did not pull me away. Her sweet, creamy breastmilk flowed into my mouth, and I swallowed it with delight.

“Mmm … that’s nice,” Alice said. “More …”

I groped the other breast, kneading it with force while my mouth acted as the gentle counterpart. The heat from Alice’s body was intoxicating, and I found myself enjoying the act of pleasuring my friend, as I had done several times before at this point. Alice’s fingers kept combing through my hair as a sign of appreciation and affection, and the voluptuous body twitched whenever I found another pleasurable spot.

I allowed my hands to wander away from the breast, downward. I took my time, resting on her stomach until Alice lost patience and pushed my hand the last stretch towards the pussy. I started massaging the clit, slowly, carefully. I could hear Alice’s breaths deepen, and see the plump lips quiver as she moaned.

“Sara …” Alice whispered.

I opened my eyes without stopping my enthusiastic sucking of Alice’s tit and looked up.

“Sara … lick my pussy.” Alice did not open her eyes. Her hands started caressing her breasts the moment I obliged and moved down between her legs. I placed two fingers inside Alice’s warm, inviting pussy while using my thumb to massage the clit.

“Yes! Just like that!” Alice’s body arched and her moaning filled the room. My tongue danced with experienced elegance around the outside of the pussy, switching between short licks and long, wet licks. I could feel the muscles in Alice’s tight body tense up, feel her get closer. My tongue soon replaced my thumb and licked her clit harder and harder.

“Can I come, Sara?” Alice asked. Her voice was barely a whisper, and it was dripping with barely contained lust. I loved the power she was giving me, even if I was also a submissive at heart.

“I want to keep you on the edge for a while longer,” I answered with a smile.

Alice looked at me and pouted. “Meanie.”

I kept my word. After a while, Alice was edging hard, and her nails dug into my scalp in frustration.

“Please, Sara. Please!” she whimpered.

“Since you asked nicely … You may come.” My dripping-wet fingers moved in and out of her faster while my tongue focused on her clit.

Moments later, Alice came with a loud, ecstatic scream. There was no need to hide orgasms in the Upsilon Delta sorority, everyone understood the need. Alice’s body trembled, and a pleased smile nestled on her full lips.

“Thank you, sweetie,” she said. “I needed that.”

“It’s still early …”

She looked at me. “Oh? What’d you have in mind?” She bit her lower lip.

“Oh, you’ll see.”

Alice looked at me with a mix of disappointment, lust, and frustration. A few of our sorority sisters stood behind me, laughing at my cruel form of encouragement.

“This isn’t fair!” Alice said and pouted.

“You need to study. I’m just helping you out,” I said with a grin. “You’ve got three hours before bedtime. That’s plenty of time to get started.” I nodded at Maria. “Maria will keep an eye on you for the first hour, then Tracy will take over. If you stop studying, we’ll add another hour.”

Alice smiled. “Well played.” She rattled the chain connecting her collar to the radiator. “But were the handcuffs necessary?”

“No. Those are just for fun.”

I left the room to return to my own studies with a smile on my face. I loved being an Upsilon Delta, I loved being at Felton, and I loved my sorority sisters. But as I returned to my room, I could not help but notice the empty bed in the adjacent room that used to belong to Fay, who had arrived at Felton at the same time as me. Fay had succeeded in becoming pregnant, but the image of her being dragged away in chains with tears in her eyes still haunted me several months later. It was why we were here, we all knew that, but not knowing what awaited was excruciating. I knew that Fay would return within a few months, but it did not prevent the house from feeling a little empty without her. The thought of becoming pregnant scared me but after roughly half a year at Felton, which involved me being fucked by horny frat boys on an almost daily basis, the fact that I had not succeeded in fulfilling my purpose was beginning to scare me just as much.

What use is a hucow slave that doesn’t become pregnant?

I finished the last part of my essay on the most important qualities of a submissive and the value of pain in BDSM with a few minutes to spare. I dared to look up at Professor Slate, who was sitting behind his desk, staring at me and Tracy with a cold, emotionless stare. The only sound heard was Tracy’s frantic typing on her laptop and the sound of the clock on the wall. His office looked the same as always, but the vibe was very different. It was also the first time that I was there with Tracy.

“Time’s up,” he said and got up from his chair.

Tracy groaned and leaned back in her chair. She had tied her long, black hair in a ponytail, and her breasts were barely kept in check by her tight, low-cut crop top. I had opted for an uncharacteristically classy black dress and heels, but I suspected that it would all come off soon enough. Apart from the written part of the exam, Professor Slate had been deliberately vague about what was expected of us, and I could feel the anxiety build within me when he walked over to the wall with various instruments of torture hidden behind a heavy curtain.

“The written part is now over,” he said. “It’s time to test you in more practical matters.” He pulled the curtain aside and revealed two wooden pillories. They were scratched and dinged, and I wondered how long they had been in use

Maybe Mom has spent time in one of them. The thought was awkward and unwelcome.

“Strip naked, both of you.”

It was not a request, it was an order, and Tracy and I were both conditioned to obey. Before long, we stood naked in front of our master. The room was chilly, and I could not help but shiver. Slate gestured for me to approach the leftmost pillory. I had never tried one before, and I felt a mix of anxiety and arousal when I bent over and placed my hands and my neck in the slots. The wood was thick, but the slot for the neck had been carved to be more narrow to allow space for the slave’s collar. He closed the pillory and locked it, leaving me helplessly restrained. I could not move at all, and the experience did nothing to quell my anxiousness, though I could not deny that it was very enticing. Slate proceeded to lock Tracy in the other pillory before he found two sets of nipple clamps.

“The first physical test is pain tolerance,” he said and placed the clamps on my nipples. It stung, and I had to grit my teeth to not cry out in pain. The clamps were connected by a thin chain that rattled as my giant breasts swung gently beneath me. I could hear the sound of milk dripping onto the hardwood floors from both me and Tracy. “You’re allowed to scream, it’ll not detract from your score,” Slate proceeded. His voice was controlled and professional; he had done this dozens of times. “I will add more and more weight to your clamps as the time passes. The longer you last before you beg for me to stop, the higher your grade in this part of the exam. I will also cane your back, thighs, and buttocks.”

Fuck, this is going to hurt.

I could hear him walk back and forth behind me. “I will hit you harder and harder. The longer you endure the pain, the better, but you will not be aware of how long you have left to go.”

I had to admit that it was a brilliant test for a slave. We were expected to endure humiliation and pain, but not knowing for how long we had to take it made it far more difficult for us to judge our limits. I whimpered when the first weight was attached to my nipple clamp chain, and I could hear Tracy groaning next to me as well. More milk flowed onto the floor, and it soon created a small river.

Then the first strike of the cane landed on my ass.

“FUCK!” I cried. That was just the first one? It stung like crazy, far more than any other caning I had ever endured at Slate’s hand. The realization that he had been holding back the whole time struck me like a punch to the gut. Tracy screamed just as loud a moment later, but I was not allowed much time to recover before the next one.

“That was one,” Slate said. “This is two.”

“AAAARGH!”

Again and again, the cane painted my ass, thighs, and back. Slate was a master of the cane, painting red lines across most of my body. More weight was added to my sensitive, strained breasts, and the milk kept flowing, and so did the tears. I cried and screamed, but I refused to give in, despite the nagging voice in the back of my head that told me that it was too much. Tracy’s screams became more and more desperate, echoing in the tasteful office.

More weights. Harder strikes.

You can do this, Sara, I told myself, but my skin was burning, and my tortured breasts were screaming for me to stop it.

But Tracy gave in first.

“No! No more, please! I beg you, Master, please stop!” she cried. She was sobbing and shaking, and I could hear her wooden pillory creaking as she tried to pull away from his strikes.

“Very well,” Slate said. He did not even sound out of breath. He removed the nipple clamps, but he left Tracy in the pillory. “More attention for Sara.”

Oh, shit …

Slate began to focus all his cane strikes on one part of my ass. Again and again, he hit the same spot, and I could feel the skin break. I knew I was bleeding, but I was still determined to continue, even if my body was falling apart. I screamed. I tore at the pillory. But I did not beg him to stop.

But Slate had a final ace up his sleeve.

“Spread your legs, slave. As wide as you can.”

No … not that.

I whimpered and sobbed as I obeyed. The next moment, it felt like my pussy exploded in pain. The loud, piercing scream that escaped my body did not sound like me, and my entire body shook, unable to handle the pain. I wanted it to stop, but I did not have time to react before the next hit landed.

“STOP!” I cried. I had reached my limit. “I can’t … I can’t!”

“As you wish.”

I immediately regretted it, but my broken body could not take it any further. I felt relieved when the clamps were removed, but my pussy still burned, and my skin felt like it was coming off.

“You did well, Sara. Few make it that far.” He did not comment on Tracy’s performance.

The pillories were unlocked. Both Tracy and I had trouble standing on our shaking legs, and tears still streamed down her cheeks. The bruises on her body looked severe, and I had to wonder how my own back and butt looked at this point. We were still recovering when Slate handcuffed our hands behind our back and gestured for us to kneel in front of him.

“The next part should be easy. You’ve both done it a dozen times before, but it is time for you to show what you have learned.” He unbuckled his belt and removed his pants, revealing the wonderful, massive cock that haunted my dreams and my fantasies whenever I masturbated. “Show me how well you can suck a cock without the use of your hands to assist. Every minute, I’ll switch. You’ll be judged on technique, tenderness, enthusiasm, tongue work, and there are bonus points if one of you succeeds in making me come.”

It sounded so clinical, like the instructions for any other midterm. But this was my kind of exam.

Oh, that feels good. Taking my master’s cock in my mouth was always a fantastic experience. Feeling him grow as my tongue caressed the soft skin on his massive cock filled me with lust and pride, and I made sure to look up at him with submissive, pleading eyes as I had been taught. His face betrayed no emotion, but he kept growing and hardening, filling my mouth.

Then he switched to Tracy.

I could tell that she was nervous, that she hesitated. He offered no advice, no help, and I noticed that the cock felt slightly softer when he returned a minute later. I started pushing deeper, feeling the tip rub against the back of my throat. I gagged and struggled to breathe, but my discomfort was a small price to pay for my master’s pleasure. A muted moan betrayed him and revealed that I was on the right track.

Tracy eventually found the rhythm, but Slate had done this for years and built up impressive stamina. He was rock hard, but I began to wonder if either of us would succeed in making him come.

His cock returned to my mouth for the tenth time. It was drenched in saliva, both mine and Tracy’s, and I assaulted it with renewed fervor and enthusiasm. I applied pressure with my tongue, used my lips to grant as much friction as possible, and finally added a hint of teeth to the proceedings. I counted down in my mind, counted the seconds until he would switch again, but when there were only a few seconds left, I felt it. A massive load splurged into my mouth, and I looked up at him as I struggled to swallow it all. I pushed my mouth in until I felt his pubic hair against my skin, ensuring that all of his seed rushed down my throat. He made no sound, but he kept coming, and a subtle smile appeared on his lips. When the orgasm subsided, I slowly moved my head back and gently licked the tip of his cock to get the last drops before kissing it.

Professor Slate took a step back and looked at us while he put his pants back on. “This concludes the exam,” he said. “Both of you will wait in the front office with Suzanne until I have finished compiling your scores. I will then see each of you in turn to give you my evaluation.” He gestured at the door.

The wait was excruciating. It was hard to find a comfortable position in the hard chairs, both due to having my hands cuffed behind my back, and also because of the soreness after the caning. Suzanne smiled at us from behind her desk, but she made no attempts at conversation. She hummed a tune while she typed on her computer, occasionally fiddling with her collar.

Tracy stared into thin air. Her entire body was tense, and her strained breasts were overflowing, leaking milk onto the floor. Mine did the same; I was badly in need of milking, but it had to wait.

The door to Slate’s office opened. “Tracy? Come in.” He smiled at her.

Tracy got up and walked through the door without saying a word, leaving me in Suzanne’s company. The professor’s slave assistant took off her dark-rimmed glasses and looked at me over the edge of her laptop screen.

“How was it, Sara?” she asked.

“Intense.” I tried to smile, to come off nonchalant, but I was sure it just made me look constipated.

“I’m sure you did fine. I get the impression that you have a real knack for being a slave. Your mother did too.”

“She did?” My mother was a strong, confident woman who never took bullshit from anyone. I had a hard time imagining her as a submissive.

“Oh yes!” Suzanne bit her lower lip. “Her test scores on the slavery exam have yet to be beaten.”

“Then … why didn’t she keep being a slave if she loved it so much?”

Suzanne winked at me. “She loved you more. She is the only fertile hucow slave ever given a chance to keep a child, and she took it.”

I pondered the implications for a bit, but my mind and body were too tired to fully comprehend what it all said about my mother. Instead, I decided to change the subject. “How is it? Not that I’m considering it …”

“Yet.” Suzanne smiled. “I love it. I’m Master Slate’s personal slave, but I have many responsibilities around campus, responsibilities I enjoy.”

Before I could inquire further, the door to Slate’s office opened. Tracy walked out, fully dressed and unrestrained.

“How did it go?” I asked.

“Not too well, but it’s alright.” She smiled, and she genuinely looked relieved. “I’ll see you at home.”

The professor was sitting behind his desk when I entered. There was a single chair in front of it, but I found it more suitable to kneel instead.

“Why are you kneeling?” he asked with a smile. “The exam is over.”

“But I am still a slave.”

He chuckled. “Indeed. And a good one. You did very well, Sara. Second-highest score yet. Second only to …”

“… my mother?”

He nodded. “I guess it runs in the family. You’re a true submissive, Sara. For now, you should focus on your studies, but you might be getting some offers over the coming years, and I think that you should consider them. I believe slavery is a worthy career path for you, one that could bring you much satisfaction.”

“Maybe …”

“For now … I was wondering if you’d like us to continue our sessions on a less regular basis?”

“I thought it was only for one semester?”

“It is.” He got up from his chair and looked down at me. “This is in private.”

“How … how about Suzanne?”

“She’ll love having another slave join us. Trust me.”

“Can I even refuse?”

Slate laughed. “You can. Faculty members are not part of the terms of your stay at Felton. Do you want to refuse?”

“No, not at all. I do have one condition, though.”

He crossed his arms and leaned against the desk. “The slave is making demands? What it is?”

“You’ll have to fuck me. Not just blowjobs.”

“I’m sure we can figure something out.” He pulled me to my feet and unlocked my handcuffs. “But I’ll have to punish you at some point for making demands.”

“I can’t wait.”

***

The following semester was like a blur. The difficulty of my classes increased dramatically, and the few hours a day I did not use for studying or classes were usually spent fulfilling my role as a fertile hucow slave. News of my impressive score on the test had spread like wildfire, and many of the students wanted to sample what I had on offer. I spent so much of my time being fucked that my pussy felt like it was on fire, and I still had to make time for intoxicating BDSM sessions with Master Slate and Gwen.

It was stressful, but I would not have had it any other way. But as the first signs of summer arrived on campus, the fear that had been growing within me started dominating my mind. I was still not pregnant, despite having more cum deposited within me than any other Upsilon Delta hucow slave.

I sat in the common room, staring at my books, but I could not focus. Alice was pregnant again and was scheduled to be taken away the following month.

Tracy had been taken a few weeks ago.

It felt like there was a ticking clock counting down to something, but I did not know what it was. I had signed a contract when I received my scholarship to Felton, but though it had mentioned that there would be consequences if I failed to get pregnant, it did not specify what they were.

“Sara?”

I tore myself away from my dark thoughts and looked up. “Yes?”

“Are you alright?” Fay smiled at me. “You seem distracted.”

“I’m alright, just … a lot on my mind.”

Fay had returned a while ago after being gone for more than six months. Some of the spark that had characterized her when she first arrived was gone, but she still managed to stay positive and was already busy fucking her way through most of the college fraternities, picking up where she had left off. It was great to have her back, but knowing that Alice would soon be gone made my stomach hurt.

“Wait, what is this?” I said and opened a formal-looking email from the faculty. Fay walked around the table and stood behind me, resting her massive breasts on my shoulder. “I’m to appear in front of a … tribunal? In two hours?” The pain in my stomach increased, and I started feeling dizzy. “To discuss my continuing failure to uphold the terms of my scholarship?”

Fay hugged me. “I’m sure it sounds worse than it is, sweetie.”

I was trembling all over. “It … are they going to expel me?”

“They can’t,” Alice said. She had just entered the room and was reading the email, but her concerned frown did nothing to calm my nerves. “The terms of our stay here at Felton are very clear; we are expected to get pregnant while we’re here, but they cannot throw us out if it doesn’t happen.” She sighed. “I’m sure they’ll just ask you a few questions, Sara.”

My high heels echoed in the old corridors as I walked past countless paintings of former Felton deans and generous donors. Their lifeless eyes seemed to follow me, and my heart beat faster and faster the closer I got to the imposing double doors at the end of the hallway.

It’s just a few questions, Sara, I told myself when I knocked on the door. I adjusted the flowery dress and nervously fiddled with the large steel watch on my wrist. I stared at the dial; I was on time.

The door opened.

“Sara. Right on time.” Suzanne smiled at me, but it was not as warm as I was used to, and the crease between her eyebrows spelled trouble. “Come in.”

I entered a small waiting room consisting of nothing more than four chairs and more morose paintings. Suzanne stood in front of me, radiant in her black, tight dress and knee-high boots.

“Take your clothes off, Sara,” she said.

“What?” I hugged myself; it did not feel right. “For a hearing?”

She nodded. “You’re a hucow slave and you should remember that when you’re in there. Now … strip.”

I did as I was told, and the moment my clothes were off, Suzanne opened the double doors leading to the next room. It was not as huge as I had expected, but it did not need to be to seem oppressive and intimidating. The blinds were closed, and all the furniture was made from dark wood, sucking even more light out of the room. Serious-looking men and women, five in total, sat and waited, slightly elevated, with only their upper bodies and heads visible behind a large wooden carving of the school’s crest. Professor Slate was one of them, and I recognized the dean from various pictures and brochures. There was also an older man and two women, one younger and one older. They looked down at me with cold stares.

In front of them was a chair made from steel. As I looked at it, it felt like my throat began to close. Wide metal shackles were attached to the armrests and legs, and two thick steel dildos protruded from the seat. Had it not been for the scary surroundings and the intimidating people, I might have enjoyed the thought of sitting in it, but for now, it terrified me.

“Be seated, slave,” the dean said and gestured at the chair.

Suzanne grabbed my arm and dragged me toward the chair. She fiddled with something beneath the chair that caused the two dildos to lower before she sat me down. I shivered as my naked skin met the cold steel surface, and I watched in silence as she locked the thick steel shackles onto my wrists and ankles. Next, she locked my collar to the tall backrest, leaving me immobilized. I let out a shriek when the cold steel dildos were pushed inside me, adding to my helplessness. The largest one filled my pussy, and though Suzanne was gentle, the one going into my asshole still hurt.

Focus, Sara. You can do this. You can enjoy this. I looked up at Professor Slate. He looked uncomfortable with the whole situation, unlike the other four, who did not seem at all bothered by the shackled, naked teenage slave in front of them, visibly scared of what was to come.

“Just answer their questions truthfully, Sara,” Suzanne whispered. “It’s still going to hurt, though.” She found a large metal device, essentially a sort of vice. She placed it over my breasts and pulled them through before turning the screws on either side of the device. Milk started flowing from my nipples when she applied more and more pressure, and I had to grit my teeth to keep from crying out in pain. As a final torment, thick clamps were added, both connected to wires.

Fuck, they’re going to shock me!

“You’re a hucow slave belonging to the Upsilon Delta sorority, correct?” the dean said after observing me for a bit.

“Y… yes.”

I screamed when a violent shock pierced my ass, pussy, and nipples. I stared in horror at the dean, who had seemingly pressed a button I could not see.

“We are going to administer shocks to encourage truthful answers,” he said with a smile that had a sinister, sadistic edge. The dean was a little older than Professor Slate, but the gray hair did not take away from his ruggedness. He was in great shape, handsome, confident – a man of power. “We cannot expect a slave to be truthful without a little encouragement.”

The two women and the older man chuckled, but Professor Slate did not.

“Robert, that’s not needed. My slaves are trained to obey, you know that. Sara will not …” the professor said but was interrupted.

“It’s how we do things, Slate,” the dean said sharply. “She’ll be fine.” He looked at me. “Your papers say that you’ve been here a year but have yet to be pregnant, correct?”

I nodded. “Yes, sir.” Another shock. My entire body shook from the intense shocks, but Professor Slate’s training had worked. I could feel the lust build within me, and I tried to focus on my master to aid it.

The younger woman leaned forward. “Have you been taking steps to avoid pregnancy?”

“No, miss, I swear!” I pulled slightly at my restraints, but I did not truly know if I was attempting to get out or just wanted to feed the arousal by feeling helpless. “I only wish to serve my purpose.”

The woman nodded, but she still shocked me.

The older man smiled; I could tell that my pain turned him on. “Does she at least taste good?” He looked at the dean. “Can we get a sample?”

“Of course.” The dean nodded at Suzanne who removed the clamps and began to milk me into five small glasses. The vice made it hurt, but not more than I could handle.

She smiled at me. “You’re doing fine, Sara. Just tell them what they want to hear,” she whispered. When she was done milking me, her soft fingers caressed my sensitive nipples for a bit; the skin was strained from the added pressure, and it made her touch feel a lot more intense. I appreciated the affection, but it was only a short respite before the clamps returned.

“Sweet and creamy,” the older man said with a grin after emptying the glass. “Then she’s not completely useless.”

“Her test scores are high,” the older woman remarked, but she did not look at me. “And there is nothing in her medical papers that could explain the lack of pregnancy. She must be doing something to prevent it from happening.”

“No, I swear! I … AAAAARGH!” I screamed. The shocks did not stop and kept coming, but there was nothing I could do to escape them.

The older woman stared at me. “Don’t speak out of turn, slave. Know your place.”

“That’s enough!” Slate said. “I can vouch for Sara. She has done all she could since arriving. It’ll happen eventually.”

“Maybe.” The dean leaned back in his chair and scratched his chin. “Slave, you should try to increase your rate of breeding attempts the last few weeks until the summer holiday. If you are not pregnant when you return for the next semester, we will have to put you under … observation. Do you understand?”

I did not. “Observation, sir? I’m not sure I understand.”

“We’re going to relocate you temporarily,” he said and pressed the button again, shocking my poor body one more time. “This hearing is over.” He looked at Suzanne. “Leave the slave in the chair for a few hours, shocking her at regular intervals. We want to make sure that she understands the gravity of the situation.”

Suzanne nodded. “Yes, sir.”

The hearing and subsequent torture at Suzanne’s cunning hands had scared the hell out of me. I only had a few weeks until the holiday, and I spent every night seeking out frat parties, practically begging every guy there to fuck me. I did not need to be very convincing, but the stress of knowing what was at stake did suck some of the enjoyment out of the proceedings.

“Are you alright?” Gwen paused the whipping and looked at me with a concerned frown. “You seem distracted, slave.”

I was standing on my toes, my hands shackled above my head in the middle of the cheerleader gym. Milk dripped from my breasts after Gwen’s intense whipping, but even though I loved our sessions, my mind was elsewhere.

“I’m sorry, Mistress.” I managed a tired smile.

“It’s alright.” Gwen walked closer. The smell of her expensive perfume was titillating. “I get it. Is there anything I can do?”

I looked at her, surprised.

Gwen laughed. “I’m your mistress, but also your friend, if you hadn’t noticed, Sara. I can do both. I’ve grown to care about you a lot, you know.”

A warm sensation spread in my chest. “Thank you, Mistress. It’s just … my pussy is raw from all the sex. Can we leave it alone for today?”

She nodded. “We can.”

“Thank you. Maybe … whip me harder? Help distract me from how much my pussy hurts?” I smiled. “I’ll leave the rest up to you.”

Gwen kissed me on the lips before she returned to punishing my stretched body. The whip tore at my skin, painted it red all over, and for a moment, I did not think of what awaited me after the summer break. I was in the moment, deep in subspace, and when I had screamed long and loud enough, she knelt in front of me and started licking my clit. Screams turned into moans, and the following orgasm was violent and dirty, a release of pent-up frustration and lust.

But as soon as the orgasm had subsided, the worries returned. There was no escape from them. They filled me my even, even during the tender aftercare, where I lay naked and shackled on the exercise mat while Gwen drank from my engorged breasts.

***

I had been a hucow slave for a year. A year I had thoroughly enjoyed, from the intense BDSM sessions with Master Slate and Mistress Gwen to the endless parties spent chained and fucked by random guys. I had embraced it all, but I felt nothing but dread as our old car drove past the familiar Felton sign. I had mostly enjoyed being home for the summer break, apart from the questioning glances and odd questions from the people in the small town I had lived in all my life. They were not used to seeing a girl wearing a heavy steel collar in public, after all.

“Do you want me to drop you off at the sorority?” my mother asked, trying to keep a casual tone, but her hands clenched the steering wheel so tightly that her knuckles were white.

I took a deep breath and nodded. “Yes. God, I’m so nervous …”

She placed a hand on my lap and smiled. “I’m sure it’ll be fine, sweetie.”

“Do you know what’s going to happen?”

“No, I don’t.” She winced. “A few girls were taken away for observation when I was there, but they never spoke of it when they returned.”

“That doesn’t help.”

“I know.”

We drove past the countless students hugging each other, laughing, and catching up. We passed Gwen and the other cheerleaders; she waved at me, but her attempt at a smile was unsuccessful. Seeing her did help, though – there were people here who had missed me, and at that moment, I yearned to be hogtied up in Gwen’s dorm bed with my face buried between her legs.

“Is that … Suzanne?”

Fuck. I had hoped I would get some time to settle in, but it seemed I had no such luck. Suzanne was standing outside Upsilon Delta next to a black car. Her wide steel collar paired well with the black button-down shirt and tight leather pants. She looked a bit like a dominatrix, and I suspected that it was no coincidence.

“Welcome back, Sara,” she said with a smile when I exited the car. “And good to see you again, Abigail.” She hugged my mother, who returned the gesture.

“You too, Suzanne.” My mother let her fingers run across Suzanne’s collar. “It still fits you well.”

“Do you miss it?” Suzanne asked.

“Sometimes. But it’s in the past for me.” My mother sighed. “Are you here to take Sara away?”

Suzanne nodded, and the smile vanished. “I’m afraid so. Dean’s order, nothing I can do.” She looked at me. “I assume you’re not pregnant?”

I shook my head no and stared at the ground.

“I’m glad you’re the one taking her, Suzanne, though I assume it’ll be rough for her in any case.”

“It will, but she’ll get through it.” Suzanne opened the door to her car and pulled out two sets of shackles that matched the collar I was wearing. “Will you help me with these, Abigail?”

My mother nodded and locked the shackles onto my slender wrists. “You’ll be fine, sweetie.” She kissed me on the cheek, but there were tears in her eyes. “I better go.”

“I know.” I tried to smile, but I was too anxious to make it sincere. Suzanne restrained my ankles and gestured for me to get into the back of the black car. As she shut the door, I watched my mother drive away.

Suzanne got into the driver’s seat. “Your sorority sisters will make sure that your bags are taken to your room, but you probably won’t be back here for a while.”

“Where are we going?” I asked. I tried to focus on the feeling of the smooth, heavy restraints against my skin. I had missed being restrained, but the uncertainty of the whole situation made it difficult to enjoy.

“You’ll see.”

Suzanne parked the car behind the faculty buildings and pulled me out of the car. She locked a chain to my collar and began walking, forcing me to try to match her speed. It was far from the first time my ankles had been restrained, but the shackles were heavy, and every step hurt. The old buildings towered above us, and even though there was no one there to see us, I felt very exposed and humiliated. We followed a narrow path that was barely visible due to the dense bushes and tall trees. The path ended at a set of narrow stairs that led to a small, unseemly old door. It squeaked when Suzanne opened it, and I saw only darkness within.

“What is this place?” I asked when we entered.

“The dungeon, of course.” Suzanne smiled and flicked a switch nearby. The flickering lights revealed a narrow, low corridor that looked ancient. “The main buildings of Felton College have had many uses over the years. These cellars were used as a prison for a while.”

She pulled me deeper into the building. We passed several tiny cells that were all unoccupied, and no natural light found its way down there. I shuddered to think how many people had come through the dungeons, and it felt as if my shackles got heavier with every step.

“Is it … is it still in use?”

Suzanne nodded. “Oh, yes. This will be your home for the foreseeable future. There are other dungeons in other buildings, but this one is used to discipline students, when needed, but mostly hucows.” She turned and looked me in the eye. “I’ve been tasked with torturing you, to keep you chained and imprisoned down here until you can be allowed to leave.”

“Torture?” My mouth felt dry. “But I’ve done nothing wrong, Suzanne, you have to believe me!”

“I do,” she said with a smile. “But we have rules. I’d love to say that I won’t enjoy this, but I’m pretty sure that I will.” She caressed my cheek. “Maybe you’ll enjoy it too.”

Suzanne led me to a small cell. The flickering light from the corridor illuminated rusty chains hanging from the walls and ceiling and a grate on the floor. Water dripped from the ceiling, creating a tiny stream that ended at the grate.

“They used to subject prisoners to water torture in here,” Suzanne said in a dark voice. “The water would slowly drip onto the prisoner …” She poked my forehead with her finger while making dripping sounds. “… until the prisoner went insane.”

An unpleasant shiver traveled down my spine.

“But we won’t be doing that today.”

Suzanne unlocked my restraints and ordered me to strip naked. The chilly air made me shiver, and the moment my underwear had been removed, she locked the shackles back onto my wrists and ankles before she pulled my hands above my head. She fastened the shackles to a chain hanging from the ceiling, leaving me standing on my toes. It was one of my favorite positions, even if my arms started to hurt after a while. But Suzanne was not about to let me enjoy the predicament for long. She gagged me with a large ballgag, found a knotted whip, and began to pummel my breasts.

I screamed into my gag with every lash of the torturous instrument.

Shit, that hurts!

My body trembled and writhed from the pain, and I often lost my footing, causing me to hang from my wrists as the whip continued its merciless torture. The pain overwhelmed me, but so did the lust.

More. I want more.

The thought scared me, and I was torn between my desire and my instinct to avoid pain when Suzanne stopped the flogging and found a pair of mean-looking nipple clamps.

“Mmmmph!” I groaned when she fastened them to my breasts. Milk started dripping onto the floor.

“Oh, it gets worse,” Suzanne said with a sadistic smile. Her voice was not unkind, but there was a menacing enthusiasm in her actions. She enjoyed it. Suzanne fastened a small pulley to the ceiling in front of me and put a rope through it. She tied one end to the chain connecting the nipple clamps and the other end to a bucket.

I winced when my breasts suddenly held the weight of the bucket. It yanked my breasts upward, causing me to stand on the very tips of my toes, but Suzanne’s diabolical brilliance was only made clear to me a moment later when I realized, that she had placed the bucket beneath the dripping water. The rhythmic, dull sound of water hitting the wooden bucket filled the room.

Suzanne took a step back and stared at me for a bit.

Then she left.

“Mmmph?”

The steel door slammed shut, leaving me in complete darkness. Alone. Shackled. With only the hypnotizing sound of the water to keep me company. I knew that my first reaction should be to scream in terror and fear for my life, but I managed to remain calm despite the pain in my nipples and the shackles holding me in place. Might as well try to enjoy yourself, I thought. I focused on the steel holding my wrists and ankles, on the collar pressing against my neck. The pain in my breasts increased with every drip, but it also sent a gentle pulse of pleasure through my body.

I can do this … but for how long?

It had been hours when Suzanne finally came to release me. The bucket was half full at this point, causing me untold agony. I screamed when she yanked the nipple clamps off, and I screamed again when my shackles were unlocked from the ceiling chain, causing the blood to stream back into my arms. It felt like I was being pierced by thousands of needles, but it also caused a rush of lust to tear through my body.

“That was just a taste, Sara,” Suzanne said as she watched me whimper on the floor. Milk, drool, and water formed a large puddle on the floor, and I could not stop staring at the marks on my breasts. “Let’s get you to your cell.”

My cell. It all seemed so surreal, but in a way, it seemed fitting. I was a slave, after all. Maybe it was the arousal caused by the torment and restraints, but part of me looked forward to being a prisoner in a dungeon for a while.

Suzanne led me to a tiny cell deep inside the dungeon. It only consisted of a straw mat and a bucket with a lid. She locked my collar chain to a ring on the wall and removed the ballgag.

“The tribunal has decided that you are to stay here for at least a month.”

“A month?” I stared at the cell. “You’re leaving me here?”

Suzanne smiled. “Don’t be silly. You’ll be tortured almost every day, and when you’ve been here for a while, the breeding attempts will start again.”

Suzanne left and closed the door behind her, leaving me alone in the darkness. I sat down on the mat and leaned against the wall. A crushing loneliness began to set in, but it was not alone. I was also turned on. I loved the shackles that rattled with every movement, I even loved the cell. I missed my sorority sisters, but I knew I would see them again eventually. I slid two fingers inside my soaking wet pussy. Pain pulsated from my aching nipples as I fingered myself to a delightful orgasm, and the scream that accompanied it was filled with relief and pleasure rather than pain.

Weeks passed. Most of the time was spent in my tiny cell, but Suzanne showed up regularly to either whip me, cane me, or dream up some other form of medieval torture. She admitted that it would not help me get pregnant, but the tribunal wanted to ensure my submission and encourage me to become pregnant so I did not need to return to the dungeon.

“It’s time,” Suzanne said one day when she opened the steel-barred door to my cell.

“Am I getting out of here?”

She smiled. “Not really. But you get to go outside.”

She hosed me down with cold water before dragging me out of the dungeon, leading me to a small courtyard in between the large old buildings. The sunlight warmed my naked body, and it took some time before I could open my eyes fully after spending weeks in darkness. Dozens of windows overlooked the courtyard, but I could not tell what parts of the college the windows belonged to. A few berry bushes and small trees were placed along the walls, and the old cobblestone surface made the courtyard seem like a small oasis of quiet and reflection away from the busy campus had it not been for the wooden pillory in the middle.

Suzanne opened the pillory and removed my wrist restraints. “Get in.”

I looked at her with a questioning glance. “You … you’re going to lock me in that?”

She nodded.

I placed my wrists in the small sockets and my head in the large one, and the memory of my exam experience in Professor Slate’s office came rushing back and brought a smile to my face. There was barely room for the wooden beam behind my collar – the pillory had not been made for collared hucow slaves, it seemed – and when Suzanne closed the pillory, I struggled to breathe.

This is … hot. I liked it. I could feel Suzanne’s soft fingers run up my inner thigh, gently rubbing my pussy when she reached it. “You look good like this, slave,” she said. “I’m a little jealous, to be honest. It’s been years since I was locked in that pillory.” She moved to the front and squatted in front of me. “A message has been sent to all eligible men on campus, encouraging them to drop by to try and breed you.”

“All … of them?” The words failed to fully register, but was as if my body understood the words better than my mind. I could feel myself getting wet at the thought.

Suzanne nodded. “Have fun. I’ll come and feed you a little later, but you’ll be staying here till morning.”

She disappeared from my view, and the sound of her heels clicking against the stones soon disappeared.

“It’s in here!” I heard someone shout shortly after, and before long, I was surrounded by young college students. The pillory and collar prevented me from looking up, and I did not recognize any of the voices.

“Fuck, she’s hot,” one guy said. “And look at those breasts.”

“What, you haven’t fucked a hucow yet? What are you waiting for?”

Hands began touching my body all over. Someone pulled at my tits, milking me into plastic cups, and I welcomed the relief. But after weeks alone in a cell, it was the feel of someone’s cock entering me that pleased me the most. He was not big, but it did not matter. He knew how to use it.

Helpless. Restrained. A miserable slave, unable to prevent a horde of men from fucking her. I smiled. Living the dream, Sara.

“Yeah, fuck that pussy, Rick!” someone shouted, but it seemed like Rick’s friends did not want to wait their turn. A cock appeared in front of my face, and I instinctively opened my mouth to allow it in. Shortly after, Rick, if that was indeed his name, came violently, but he had barely pulled out before a new cock found its way inside me.

Shit, that feels good, I thought as the larger cock began pounding me hard. Other cocks appeared near my hands, and though I could not move my hands much it did not prevent me from grabbing hold and aiding them in becoming hard.

They all got their turn. A few lost patience and instead fucked my mouth; one came inside my mouth, the other on my face, but even though it felt humiliating, I relished the experience. I had never felt this submissive or helpless before, and my pussy never received a break from the onslaught of hard, willing cocks. One of them was deep inside me when I heard a familiar voice.

“Are you alright, Sara?”

“Gwen?”

My mistress’ face appeared in front of my face, smiling. “I’m here. You look like a mess.”

“I’m alright.” I smiled and winced as the gigantic cock inside me pushed in deep to deliver another load. It felt like a river of cum was already running down both my legs. “I’m having a great time. For now, at least.”

“Glad to hear it.” Gwen leaned in and licked some of the cum off my cheek before kissing me. “I look forward to having you back. I hope it won’t be long. I miss you.”

She got up and left, but the kiss still burned on my lips and made me smile. Shortly after, a massive orgasm tore through my body, built up by the dozen or so cocks that had already had their turn. My entire body shook, and the resulting scream caused the assembled young men and women to cheer and laugh.

Then they all went silent in an instant. The guy currently fucking me paused, leaving his thick member deep inside me.

“Don’t mind us,” a voice sounded. “Carry on.”

The dean? Here?

I tried to look up, but all I could see were the legs of five people, all either wearing expensive, tailored suits or designer dresses. The guy behind me slowly continued to fuck me, but he seemed hesitant.

“Here, esteemed board members, you see an example of the lengths we go through to ensure the future of our country,” the dean said. He patted me on the head like I was a dog. “This hucow slave delivers milk to our athletes and babies to our donors.”

“Remarkable,” one of the other men said. “And she doesn’t mind this … rough treatment?”

“Not at all!” the dean said. “Isn’t that right, Sara?”

I nodded as much as the pillory would allow. The guy with his cock buried inside me started thrusting harder, causing the pillory to creak. “Yes, sir. I … I only want to serve.”

“Impressive,” an older woman said. “But can we leave? There’s an awful lot of nude young men here, standing in line.”

“Of course. A lovely dinner has been prepared for us in the building over there, why don’t you all go ahead and get started?”

Most of the legs disappeared, but the dean stayed behind. He squatted in front of me and smiled. “You’re handling your punishment well, young hucow.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“I’m going to tell Suzanne to give you another week, then you can go back to your sorority. I’m convinced you’ll manage to get pregnant at some point with this level of determination.” He looked at me for a bit. “And I might want to … have a go with you myself at some point.”

I wondered for a moment how Professor Slate would feel about sharing me, but I was not about to turn down the leader of Felton College. “I’d be honored … Master.”
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Irang the doorbell and adjusted my skimpy outfit. The slutty nurse uniform barely covered my pussy, and my massive breasts threatened to pop out at the top. It was perfect.

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

“Why?” Fay asked.

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

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

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

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

But it was not the guys that made me smile.

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

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

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

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

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

“What do you have in mind?”

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

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

“This feels nice,” I said.

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

I smiled. “Yes, Mistress.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The lips disappeared, replaced by nipple clamps.

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

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

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

Then it all stopped.

The gag was removed.

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

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

“Not yet. You want something inside you?”

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

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

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

Then she stopped.

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

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

Pain.

Pleasure.

Lust.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then the door closed again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How did that make you feel?”

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

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

“… made you feel whole.” Suzanne smiled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then a paddle hit my upper back.

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

“Slave Sara, lie down on your back.”

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

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

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

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

“No.”

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

“Slave Suzanne, show her to the bedroom.”

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

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

“Yes, Master.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Master. It’ll be my pleasure.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

I think I want this. Always.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes?” she said with a tired smile.

“Ehm … the Dean called for me?”

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

“Y… yes, Dean Rathford?”

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

“She has. Should I send her in?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Master.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

The intercom buzzed.

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

The what?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was collared to a desk. Choking.

Riding the dean of Felton College.

While being handcuffed and gagged.

I do love college.

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

But it was not to last.

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

Fuck.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Intoxicating.

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

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

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

Send who in?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then he left.

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

“How are you feeling?” Suzanne asked.

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

She laughed. “Sounds about right.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE END
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The Hucow Slaves

Alicia signs up to become a hucow slave to get away from the heartbreak and responsibilities in her life. But she gets more than she bargained for. Much more.

The Hucow Inspector

A young woman is sentenced to serve as the personal slave of a hucow inspector and must go undercover in the harsh, corrupt network of hucow farms. Contains all seven stories in the series.

Tales of a Hucow Slave

Kate has to embrace her inner hucow slave to work her way up from the miserable hucow farms to the dictator’s palace in order to save her mother. Contains all five stories in the series.

The Harem of Fertile Hucows

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

Hucow Slaves of the Imperators

In a dystopian far future, Halley has been genetically engineered to be a hucow slave for the ominous Imperators. Her journey takes her from the Imperators itself to the deep bowels of the Galactic Unity’s pleasure ships.

The Eternal Hucow Slave

Astrid is taken by Vikings and cursed to become an immortal hucow slave. Throughout the centuries, she is again and again forced into slavery - but she does not mind.
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Thank you for reading. If you are interested in reading even more steamy BDSM stories, but without the hucow element, please do check out my other pen name, Jessica Ackles.

If you want your own custom erotic short story, you can find me on Fiverr.
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