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Rachel raised her hands above her head, smiling while the sunlight beaming through the skylights reflected in her steel shackles. She wanted to encourage him, to tell him to go harder, but the large ballgag prevented it. All she could do was moan. The thick layer of hay beneath her pricked her naked back, scraping against her skin with every thrust from the grunting man on top of her. She closed her eyes and embraced every part of the experience; the cold steel around her wrists and neck, the ballgag forcing her mouth open until her jaw ached, the hay beneath her, the chill air in the stables, and the massive, rock-hard cock pounding her pussy.

“Mmmmh …” she moaned when his lips closed around her huge, engorged breasts. They were filled to the brim, and the relief offered as the milk flowed into the man’s mouth was welcome and added to her pleasure, creating small explosions of pure lust throughout her young body. His beard scratched the sensitive skin around her nipples, but she barely registered it, and she arched her back with delight as he kept going.

“Damn, you’re a hot slave,” the man muttered when he took a short break from feeding.

She moaned in response. The gag prevented any further communication, and she allowed herself to drink in the intense experience, to be in the moment. He was only the first client of the day, and to all of them, she was just a tool, a toy, an object.

A fertile hucow slave.

This is exactly what I needed, Rachel thought to herself and smiled.

***

The lecture seemed to drag on for an eternity. Every time Rachel checked her watch, she wondered if it needed a new battery; the hands refused to move at more than a snail’s pace. She sighed and continued to doodle in her notes while the lecturer’s monotone voice droned on. It was not because she had trouble following, far from it, but after three years, she was burned out. Nothing beats a good education, her mother’s voice sounded in her mind. The lecturer’s voice grew distant as her doodles became more and more explicit – chained women, well-endowed men, all images from the darkest recesses of her dirty mind. She fiddled with her long, red hair and sighed louder, causing her friend Alice to jab her in the side.

“Girl, you need to get laid,” Alice whispered when she saw the drawings.

Rachel did not answer. She agreed. Another loud sigh escaped her full lips as she watched the professor finish up his marathon lesson only to shower them with work to do before the next class.

It was a sunny day, the semester was coming to an end, and the campus was crowded with smiling, young people. Rachel stood outside the lecture hall and clutched her bag while she stared at a group of tall, handsome guys hitting on the rich, beautiful girls from Rachel’s class.

“What are you looking at?” Alice asked. The freckled face smiled and looked at the group Rachel was spying on. “Those guys? The jocks?” She laughed. “Why don’t you go over and say hi?”

“I don’t even register on their radar,” Rachel sighed.

Alice scoffed. “No shit. You’re hiding your assets under way too many layers, girl.” She pointed at her own bare midriff. “See this? It works. All that flannel and the geeky T-shirts aren’t doing much to show off that banging body. You’re fucking gorgeous, but you refuse to show it.”

“I don’t want to dress a certain way just to get laid.”

“But you want to get laid, don’t you?”

Rachel pushed a rebellious strand of hair behind her ear. “Yes. I think I’m wearing out my vibrator.” She massaged the ridge of her nose and sighed. “Maybe I’m just stressed out.”

“Why? You’re acing everything.”

“Job prospects are shit right now, and I don’t have the connections that those …” She gestured at the rich girls. “… things have. I’m going to end up with great grades, but no job and a ton of debt. It sucks.”

“All the more reason to get a makeover,” Alice said with a snicker and kissed Rachel on the cheek. “You might be in debt, but at least you’ll get some nice fratboy cock.”

Rachel pushed her away with a grin. “Shut up. Don’t you have to be at work?”

“Oh, shit.” Alice looked at her watch. “See you tonight?”

“Tonight?”

“Remember?” Alice rolled her eyes. “You were piss drunk and insisted that painting some stupid miniatures of space elves would change my life? We agreed it should be tonight?”

“Oh … right,” Rachel said and frowned. “I’m not sure I’m feeling it tonight, sweetie. Maybe tomorrow?”

“I’ll hold you to that.”

Rachel felt sorry for herself as she walked through campus, toward her dorm. Thoughts of college debt, eternal assignments, and the black void that awaited her when college was done kept circling in her mind, momentarily interrupted by flashes of erotic fantasies. She just wanted to go home, turn on her computer, and drown her sorrows in video games and Diet Coke. But someone was in her way. A young girl, roughly Rachel’s age, stood in the middle of the path and smiled at her. The blonde hair was tied in a bun, the green eyes shimmered, and her gravity-defying bosom was barely contained by the black tank top. But it was not her attire or her breasts that caught Rachel’s attention – it was the fact that the girl was pregnant and the wide, shiny steel collar locked around the girl’s neck. It had a large O-ring on the front and glistened alluringly in the spotlight.

Damn, that is a bold fashion choice, Rachel thought, unable to take her eyes off the accessory.

“Hi there!” the girl said when Rachel came closer. The girl’s tone was chipper and carefree, and both her pregnant belly and giant breasts bounced whenever the girl moved.

“Hello?”

The girl looked Rachel up and down. The joyful smile became secretive, the eyes almost seductive. “You’re beautiful. Did anyone ever tell you that?”

Rachel could feel the blood rush to her cheeks. “Eh … thanks? I’m … what can I do for you?”

“What’s your name?”

“Rachel, what …”

The girl cocked her head. “Are you happy, Rachel? Satisfied with how your life is going?”

Rachel smirked. “Look, you seem nice, but I’m not up for joining a cult or anything like that.” She hugged herself, feeling increasingly uncomfortable with the girl’s intense, overwhelming presence.

The girl laughed. “Nothing like that!” She found a pamphlet in her purse. “Just … have a look at this. There’s a link with videos, I think you should watch them.” She fiddled with the ring on her collar and smiled. “It’s dirty. Inhuman. Brutal. I love it, and I think you would too, Rachel.”

Before Rachel could answer, the girl had moved on, walking down the path while whistling a tune to herself. Rachel stood there for a bit before she even bothered to look at the pamphlet.

A lump formed in her throat, and a subtle, involuntary throbbing started in her loins. “What the fuck?”

She had tossed the pamphlet aside the moment she came home, angry and insulted that the girl would ever think Rachel could be interested in what was on offer. But no matter how hard she tried, she could not get it out of her head. It was getting dark outside when she put the Playstation controller away and found the pamphlet on the floor near the door.

These people are sick, Rachel thought as she looked at the material. It was an offer to become a ‘fertile hucow slave’ on a farm. She knew that fertility rates were in a freefall, but chaining women on a farm for men to come and fuck and possibly impregnate? The idea was insane, but she could not ignore the warmth spreading from her pussy as she stared at the pictures again and again. One of them even featured the blonde-haired girl from earlier.

Naked.

Collared.

Handcuffed.

Smiling. She was smiling. The sight of the chained girl made Rachel’s hand travel absentmindedly down her body, and she soon found herself rubbing her clit while her mind imagined what it would be like to be tied up and bent over a hay-bale by a man while he fucked her from behind.

Living on a farm. As a slave. It was not far from some of her most vivid, forbidden fantasies, and the fact that they were offering enough money for a few years of service to pay off all of her debt was alluring.

Rachel picked up her laptop from the mess on her bed and typed in the link on the pamphlet. After acknowledging that she was over the age of 18, she was greeted by video after video of rough, brutal sex starring restrained, whimpering girls and burly men. It was dirty. Inhuman. Brutal. Just like the girl had said. The girls were whipped, caned, and tormented, their milk-filled udders used by the men for their enjoyment while they screamed. Again and again, every orifice of theirs was filled by cocks.

It turned Rachel on like few things had ever done. It was an offer of escape, of indulgence, a break from her worries and monotonous life.

You can’t seriously be considering this, Rachel, she thought as she masturbated to the videos again and again.

Alice stared at the pamphlet again. Her round, attractive face was contorted in a disapproving frown, and she kept looking up at Rachel with a look of surprise and concern. Her hands were trembling when she put the pamphlet away.

“Are you out of your mind?” she said. They were sitting under an old oak tree in the middle of the beautiful campus. “You can’t be this horny! Hell, I’ll fuck you if it keeps you from doing this!”

Rachel smiled. “I appreciate the offer. I know it seems crazy, but the more I think about it, the more it makes sense.” She moved a bit, trying to get comfortable with her seat on the ground, but her pussy and clit were both sore from all the masturbating. “I can pick up my studies whenever I get back, I’ll be debt-free with money to spare, and I get to live out a few dozen fantasies.”

“Rachel …” Alice shook her head in disbelief. “You’ll be giving up your freedom! You’re talking about being a fucking slave!” She grabbed Rachel’s hand and held it tightly. “You might get pregnant!”

Rachel shrugged. “I know. But … I don’t mind that. I’ll take that as it comes.” She pulled her knees up to her chest and rested her head on them. “My mind is made up, Alice. I just wanted you to know where I’m going … and why I won’t be responding to anything for a few years.”

It felt surreal to pack her whole life into boxes and put them in storage. She texted the number on the pamphlet with trembling hands to let them know that she wanted to sign up for two years of slavery, and she soon received a very formal email with a link to a contract. The contract had multiple options she needed to consider, and the things listed were like a depraved sex addict's checklist of kinks and fetishes. She cuddled up on her bed, the only piece of furniture remaining in her dorm room, and stared at the list. A voice in the back of her head told her that she should probably masturbate first to clear her mind, but the rational part of her mind was not in charge at this moment.

This a thorough menu, Rachel thought and bit her lower lip. It was possible to simply join up as a woman willing to be a surrogate mother for a couple, but the more options that were ticked, the higher the paycheck became. And Rachel could not help but be intrigued by most of them.

“Do I consent to … being injected with hormones to induce lactation?” She smirked. “Sure, why not? Being restrained for the full duration of my service? Oh, hell yeah … Whippings? Canings? Gangbangs? Anal?”

Rachel had always had a dirty mind, but she had never acted on it, and she began checking more and more boxes, the more she got turned on. She signed the document electronically and sent it – her entire body was on fire, and she could barely breathe.

She had just signed away her freedom for two years.

No turning back now, she thought to herself and slid two fingers inside her wet pussy.

The next morning, Rachel walked into a desolate parking garage a few blocks away from campus. She had received instructions by text to be there at nine, and she was surprised to find that she was not the only one there. Two other girls stood there, visibly nervous, and anxious smiles were exchanged between the three. Rachel recognized one of them from one of her classes, but they had never spoken before.

“Rachel, right?” the girl said and extended her hand. She was almost a head taller than Rachel, with raven-black hair and cheekbones that could make any model jealous.

Rachel shook the outstretched hand and nodded. “Yeah. You’re … Teri?”

“I am.” A moment of silence followed, just long enough to become awkward. “What … what do you say in a situation like this?” Teri chuckled nervously. “Student loans?”

“Student loans.” Rachel fiddled with the clasp on her watch and checked the time again. 8:58. “And maybe … a little curiosity.”

She froze when the noise from a van echoed through the parking garage. It appeared a moment later, driving toward the three girls at an ominously slow pace. The black van had golden letters on the side saying ‘Riverside Recreational Farms’, an ironic name if Rachel ever saw one. A tall woman exited the van from the passenger side; there were streaks of gray in the black hair, adding an air of class, and the intense, blue eyes looked at each of the waiting girls in turn. The woman wore tight leather pants, knee-high boots, and a red leather corset.

“What a wonderful selection,” the woman said in a dark, raspy voice. Rachel could not help but straighten her back when the woman approached as if she was about to be inspected by a drill sergeant. “Cute. But you dress like shit.”

“I’ve heard that before,” Rachel said, but she was silenced by a slap to her cheek. The other two girls flinched in surprise.

“Be quiet.” The woman smiled. “You’re a slave now. You don’t speak unless spoken to, do you understand?”

Rachel nodded. Her cheek burned, but something about being treated like this triggered something deep within her. She liked it.

“As per your contracts, you’re now the property of Riverside Recreational Farms, or RRF for short,” the woman said to the three girls. The woman found three heavy-duty plastic bags in the back of the van and handed one to each girl. “Your first task is to strip naked and put all your belongings in there. Clothes. Phones. Jewelry. You won’t need them where you’re going.”

The three girls exchanged glances. Rachel did not like the thought of stripping naked in the middle of a public parking garage, but something about the woman’s demeanor made her want to obey. With trembling hands, she unbuttoned her flannel shirt, removed her worn jeans, and took off her underwear. The chill morning air hit her naked skin, and she hugged herself as she stood naked and watched the other two hide away the last pieces of clothes.

“Very good,” the woman said and threw the bags into a nearby dumpster. “There we go.” She smiled at the horror in their eyes. “Don’t worry, you’ll have money enough to buy replacements for everything when you’re done serving your time.” The woman picked her phone out of her back pocket and began scrolling. “Let’s see here … Amber?”

The girl Rachel did not know hesitantly raised her hand. “That’s me.”

The woman looked up at Amber and smiled. “You’re cute. You’ll do well. Looks like you didn’t sign up for much, but that’s alright.” She nodded toward the car. A tall, burly man with a full beard and bald head got out. He looked menacingly at the three girls. “Just handcuffs for the blonde, Ray.”

He nodded without a word and pulled a pair of handcuffs out of his back pocket. Amber reluctantly placed her hands behind her back, and her face twitched when the cuffs were locked onto her wrists. Her lips began to quiver. The man pushed her into the back of the van, and the tall woman instead turned her attention to Teri and Rachel.

“Now, you two …” The woman’s smile took on a playful, seductive edge. “You signed up for …” She whistled and nodded approvingly when she looked at her phone. “The full package. Pretty much every box is checked. You must be either stupidly kinky, badly in need of cash, or stupid.”

Or all three, Rachel thought to herself and felt her heartbeat quicken. Was this a mistake?

“From now on, you’re slaves,” the woman said. “I’ll be in charge of parts of your training. You’ll address me as Mistress or Mistress Skye, do you understand?”

They both nodded as they hugged themselves in a desperate attempt to keep the creeping cold at bay.

“You’ll be restrained for the next two years with no exceptions. You’ll be beaten, tortured, whipped, and used to fill any desire that the staff or clients might need you for.”

This shouldn’t sound so enticing.

“And it starts now.”

Teri glanced at Rachel. “Wait, now? We’re … AAUUH!”

The slap seemed a lot harder than the one Rachel had received earlier. Tears welled up in Teri’s eyes, but Rachel saw a hint of lust in them as well.

“You’ll learn to obey.” Mistress Skye laughed. “There might not be much left of who you are now when the two years have passed. Who knows? You might even sign up to become slaves for the rest of your life.” She continued to laugh as she took the handcuffs being handed to her by Ray.

Skye walked behind Rachel and forced her hands behind her back. The sharp, cold steel clicked in place around her wrists, and a maddening sense of helplessness, desire, and fear washed over the young college girl. She had never been restrained before, and the sensation was strange to her.

A slave for the rest of her life. Skye’s words echoed in her mind as she tested her restraints. The feel of steel, the sound of chains, all of it made the choice she had made more real, more present. She had not considered that the experience, the two years as a slave, could have lasting effects on her. The thought scared her, but it was oddly alluring as well. A pair of legcuffs were added to her ankles to finish her new attire.

Ray finished restraining Teri and stood next to Mistress Skye.

“Ray has driven for a while. I believe he needs relief,” Skye said with a grin.

Rachel stared in disbelief as the burly man pulled his pants down and revealed a large, girthy cock. He smiled at the two women but did not say anything.

Mistress Skye looked at the two girls. “Suck his cock, slaves. Now.”

Teri and Rachel looked at each other. It was all moving so fast.

Well … no point in postponing this.

Rachel got on her knees and started licking the shaft of Ray’s cock. She loved the musky smell, and soon, Teri joined in. Rachel was hesitant at first; she had given a few blowjobs before, but not having the use of her hands made it trickier, and the knowledge that she was naked and handcuffed in a public place was ever-present. The two girls licked the ever-growing cock from either side, and they soon picked up the pace. Rachel knew that Ray likely did not matter in the grand scheme of things, but she did not want to disappoint Mistress Skye.

I could get used to this, Rachel thought. She looked up at Ray as she took the tip in her mouth, gently caressing it with her tongue while Teri continued licking the lower part of his shaft as well as his balls. The eyes of the two women were sparkling with lust and affection.

A muted moan escaped Ray’s lips, but he retained full control as his cock hardened.

Rachel took as much of the cock in her mouth as she could before gagging. Her tongue danced up and down the underside of Ray’s dick while she moved her head back and forth, and she wondered how long he would last. Her knees were beginning to hurt from resting on the rough concrete, and yet, it seemed that Ray would not stop growing in her mouth. Fuck, he’s huge.

Mistress Skye circled the two girls, watching their performance. “Not too bad. More tongue, Slave Rachel. I think Ray is getting close.”

Then what? Rachel started panicking. She had never swallowed before, but Ray kept pushing in deeper. He pushed Teri aside and grabbed hold of Rachel’s hair, holding her in place.

Fuck, he’s coming! She could barely breathe when he pushed his cock deep down her throat and shot his impressive load. She gargled and sputtered, but he kept holding on to her hair, and when he finally let go, she gasped and coughed, drooling wildly onto the concrete. The taste of Ray’s cum was strange to her, but she swallowed every last drop as well as she could.

She looked up at Mistress Skye.

“A decent start,” the tall woman said with a smirk. She pressed a large ballgag into Rachel’s mouth and tightened the leather strap. “But this was just a small taste of what awaits. Time to take you to your new home!”

Ray grabbed hold of Rachel’s hair and pulled her to her feet. He dragged her toward the van. Amber was sitting in a normal car seat inside, staring nervously at Ray’s rough treatment of Rachel, but Rachel was not allowed the luxury of a seat. Instead, Ray opened a small cage in the back and pushed her inside. There was not much room, and she had to press her knees against her large breasts to fit. A sense of dread and claustrophobia gripped her when the cage was slammed shut and locked. The ballgag filled her mouth and caused a steady stream of drool to land on her chest and legs, completing her humiliation.

The moment before the doors to the back of the van were closed, leaving her in darkness, Rachel locked eyes with Teri, who was sitting in a cage next to her. Rachel saw the same question that filled her mind reflected in Teri’s large, expressive eyes.

Do we have any idea what we signed up for?

The van seemed to drive for hours. It was cramped and hot in the tiny cage, and the position was starting to cause Rachel’s entire body to hurt. She knew that it was just the beginning, the gentle introduction, but she had already sucked the cock of a stranger and was now handcuffed and gagged inside a small cage. A few hours ago, it would have been a dream come true, but discomfort, pain, and soreness had never been a part of Rachel’s naughty fantasies.

I didn’t know that handcuffs got this uncomfortable after a while, she thought to herself and groaned, sending even more drool flowing from her gag. Knowing that she had signed up to be restrained for her entire enslavement made her mind spin, and she hoped that not all of the time would be spent handcuffed like this. When the van finally came to a halt, she was exhausted, and she winced when the doors opened and the bright sunlight washed over her. She barely had time to orient herself before she heard the loud noise of a forklift. Before Rachel knew it, the cage started to move.

“Alright, let’s get the new meat to processing,” a gruff voice sounded.

“Mmmh!” Rachel cried as the cage jerked around. Her handcuffs scraped against the steel bars and dug into her tender flesh, but she was soon distracted by everything going on around her.

What … the fuck …

The farm was enormous. The van had parked in the middle of a large courtyard in front of a giant building surrounded by countless stables of different sizes. Rolling hills surrounded the estate as far as the eye could see. It was a place of beauty. Dozens of expensive cars were lined up in front of the large house, and several well-dressed men watched Rachel’s cage being loaded onto a pickup truck. They seemed amused by the sight, and Rachel became very aware of the drool hanging from her gag. Teri looked just as confused and embarrassed as Rachel when her cage was dumped onto the back of the truck, and it soon sped off with the two slaves.

It’s a beautiful place, Rachel thought, but she had no delusions about the nature of her stay. The pickup truck drove past several naked women working the field; they wore heavy steel shackles on their wrists and ankles, and thick chains connected their collars with the rest of their restraints. A woman dressed like Mistress Skye swung a mean-looking whip over the whimpering slaves as they worked, and the sight made Rachel shiver. Why does the sight of their misery turn me on? Part of her hoped that she would soon be the one chained in the field. Forced labor under the whip was an old fantasy of hers.

The truck stopped outside a cluster of buildings at the other end of the estate. The buildings were well maintained, but they did not have the grand exteriors as the ones surrounding the courtyard. I guess they don’t bring the clients here. The cage was opened, and two men pulled Rachel down onto the gravel. She winced as the small rocks dug into her bare feet.

“This way, slave,” one of the men said and grabbed hold of Rachel’s arm, dragging her toward one of the buildings. The treatment was rough, and Rachel wondered for a second why she was treated as if she had not volunteered. I’m here of my own free will. Why are they treating me as if I’m being held prisoner?

Not that she minded.

The inside of the building reminded Rachel of a clinic. Everything came off somewhat sterile, nothing like the images and videos she had seen of the farm. She noticed a large motivational poster featuring a kneeling, naked woman with a large steel collar smiling. “You chose to be here,” the poster said.

The man pushed Rachel into a small office and slammed the door shut behind her.

“Welcome to the RRF,” a pleasant voice sounded. A woman sat behind a desk wearing a doctor’s uniform. She looked at Rachel over the edge of her dark-rimmed glasses. The woman was graceful, with long, black hair and an air of authority over her. “I’m Doctor Traynor.” The woman got up and approached Rachel. The sound of the woman’s heels echoed in the small room. Without hesitating, the woman grabbed Rachel’s breast and squeezed it, causing Rachel to flinch. “Those are some nice udders you have. Can’t wait to see what’ll happen to them once the milk starts flowing.”

The milk? Rachel had been so focused on being restrained and the blowjob in the garage that she had completely forgotten about the other aspect of her slavery. Being a hucow. The woman removed Rachel’s gag and unlocked her handcuffs.

“Th… thank you,” Rachel said and massaged her jaw.

The doctor smirked. “Cute.” She leaned down and removed Rachel’s legcuffs. “Don’t forget what you signed up for.” She gestured at something behind Rachel. “Get in the chair.”

Rachel turned and looked at the chair in question. It looked a lot like a dentist's chair, except for the wide leather cuffs attached to the armrests and the footrest. She swallowed a lump and sat down. The doctor locked her wrists and ankles to the chair with a smile. At least it’s more comfortable than the cage, Rachel thought and noticed a pleasant warmth emanating from her loins. She liked it. The restraints were comfortable but restrictive, and she was completely helpless.

Doctor Traynor put on a pair of latex gloves and leaned in over Rachel’s helpless body. “You look healthy enough.” She smiled. “Let’s see if the same goes for the inside.”

Rachel gasped when the doctor slid two fingers inside her pussy. She almost protested out of reflex, but the doctor’s touch was surprisingly pleasant, enhanced by the restraints.

“You’re wet, girl. You might do alright here. Pussy is reasonably tight, reactions normal.” The doctor started massaging Rachel’s clit with her palm while the fingers stayed inside. “Do you like this?”

Rachel nodded and bit her lower lip. “I do, Mistress.”

“Mistress?” Doctor Traynor laughed. “I’m not your mistress. I’m just the doctor. Enjoy this, I doubt you’ll find that anyone else cares about your pleasure around here.”

The leather holding Rachel creaked as her body jerked from the pleasant experience. Fuck, that feels good.

Then she heard a scream.

“Ah, sounds like my colleague is just about done with the girl you arrived with,” Traynor said with a grin. “I guess we better get on with it.”

“What … what do you mean?” Rachel groaned when the fingers left her pussy. A tingling fear tickled the back of her neck as she watched the doctor pick up a large syringe.

The doctor smiled. “You signed up to be a hucow, remember? This injection will turn your breasts into proper, milk-producing udders within a week. The stab will hurt, but it’s nothing compared to the pain you’ll have to endure while your breasts grow to twice their size.”

“TWICE?” Rachel whimpered. Her breasts were already big. She struggled against her restraints, but she could do nothing to prevent the doctor from jabbing the syringe into her breast. “FUCK!”

“The hormones will increase your fertility as well,” the doctor said in a casual tone and put the syringe away. She looked at her watch. “Someone will be here to get you shortly. Enjoy your stay at the farm.”

Rachel was still recovering from the painful injection and could not muster a response. The door slammed shut, leaving her alone in the small office, strapped to a chair.

Now what?

A while later, one of the burly men came to get her. Once again, she was handcuffed behind her back and dragged away. Her breasts were already hurting badly; it felt like her skin was going to crack open. The man pulled her into an adjacent building that looked similar to the other one from the outside, but the inside was quite different. The walls were bare concrete, and a long row of heavy steel doors was all that Rachel could see. Prison cells. The thought both enticed and scared her.

“We meet again,” Mistress Skye said. She stood in front of one of the cells and looked at Rachel with a sadistic smile. “You’ve had your injection, I assume?”

Rachel nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good, you remembered. But you’re not a proper slave yet.”

I’m not?

“It’ll take a week before the hormones have taken hold. You’re no use to us until then.” She opened the steel door. There was nothing in there except darkness. “You’ll be staying here until then. A little isolation will ensure that you’re properly submissive and meek when we put you to work.”

To her surprise, Rachel did not feel scared. Her heart started racing, and she could feel her juices run down the inside of her leg. A week in a dark dungeon cell. That is the dream. The weak, rational voice in the back of her mind told her that she would regret it, that it would be horrible, but she was not listening.

Mistress Skye cocked her head and grinned. “You’re looking forward to this, aren’t you?”

“I … I don’t know, Mistress. Maybe.”

Mistress Skye laughed. It was a cold, menacing laughter that chilled Rachel to the bone. “Oh, sweet, innocent child. I can’t wait to see if you feel the same in a week.” She grabbed Rachel’s hair and pulled her in close. “Maybe you’re a true slave. A real painslut, a masochist. I guess we’ll find out.” She nodded at the man who had handcuffed Rachel. “Find the heaviest restraints we have. I want to see just how much this girl loves to be chained.”

Oh, it keeps getting better.

Rachel’s entire body quivered when she saw the restraints the man brought. Heavy, dark steel shackles for her wrists and ankles, as well as a collar. When it closed shut around her slender neck, she wondered if she could even breathe in it; it was a tight fit, and the weight was immense. The man removed her handcuffs and locked the shackles on in front. They were connected by a short chain, and she could not stop staring at them. Even in her wildest dreams, she had never imagined she would try something like this, and she could not help but smile when the ankle restraints were finally put on.

It was brutal.

Humiliating.

Painful.

I can’t wait for them to close the door so I can touch myself.

But Mistress Skye was one step ahead of her. She pushed Rachel inside the tiny cell. Next, she grabbed a long, thick chain connected to the wall and locked it to Rachel’s collar.

Then she locked the shackles to the collar as well, ensuring that Rachel could not lower her hands.

She stared at the mistress in disbelief.

“No touching,” Mistress Skye said and waggled a finger in front of Rachel’s face. “We’ll see if you love this quite as much in a week. There’s a small hole in the corner for your … needs, and food will be pushed through the slot in the bottom of the door twice a day. Enjoy your stay … slave.”

The steel door closed with a loud, metallic noise, and the sound of the lock echoed in the tiny cell. It was pitch black. Every movement made the chains rattle, and Rachel suddenly felt cold.

Cold and horny.

Panic started to seep into her mind, but it was not enough to overpower the overwhelming flood of arousal. Every second the restraints reminded her of her predicament, but the frustration of not being able to touch herself was excruciating.

Well, you got what you wished for, Rachel, she thought to herself and sat down on the cold floor.

The enjoyment did not last. Only the irregular meals gave her any indication of how long she had been in there, and the darkness soon began to play tricks with her mind. The heavy steel restraints turned from exciting to painful before the first day had passed, and sleeping on the cold floor was uncomfortable.

But the worst part was the pain in her breasts. She did not have her hands free to properly touch them, but she could tell that they were growing. A lot. They pushed her elbows more and more out to the side, and whenever she grazed her nipples, she grunted in pain. Their weight was increasing daily, and she struggled to find a position that did not hurt.

If only I could touch myself. Even through the pain and discomfort, she could not help but be massively aroused, but after a while, it only added to her frustration.

Rachel woke up on the hard floor and struggled to get into a seating position. She was aching all over, her breasts felt heavier than ever, and by her estimate, the week was almost over. A week without being able to move, without a shower, and she was beginning to feel it. But there was something else, something new.

“What …”

Something was trickling down her body from her strained, massive breasts.

Milk. She was lactating. It was an odd, unfamiliar sensation. She knew that milking herself would relieve some of the massive discomfort, but her restraints prevented it. Rachel struggled to figure out how she felt about it all, that her body no longer felt like her own, but her mind was too exhausted to truly grasp the implications.

Rachel Preston. Hucow slave. A tired smile appeared on her face, and it was still there when the door opened not long after.

The light blinded her when one of the men pulled her out of the tiny cell. Her legs trembled beneath her, barely able to keep her standing with the steel shackles weighing her down, but despite not knowing what was next for her, Rachel felt relieved that her isolation was over.

“Looks like the hormones worked,” Mistress Skye said with a smile. She was sitting on a bench outside the cell. “I’ve rarely seen udders so big, you’ll be a popular pick, I’m sure. So …” She got up and walked closer. “Did you enjoy it as much as you thought you would?”

Rachel considered the question for a moment. “No … maybe … it was rough, Mistress. But I’m ready to serve my purpose.” She was not lying; after being horny for a full week, Rachel was willing to do almost anything to get a cock inside her.

“I like that attitude, but we can’t put you in front of a client smelling like sweat and piss,” Skye said and crinkled her nose. She signaled one of the men nearby who retrieved a hose and sprayed down Rachel with cold water. She screamed as the jet hit her body, especially when it was focused on her pussy.

“One of the other girls is going to make sure you look your best,” Skye said. “She’ll also fill you in on the rules around here.” The mistress looked at her watch. “We have a group of clients arriving in a few hours, you’ll be part of the selection. BRIENNE!”

Rachel jumped when her mistress yelled, and the call was soon answered by the sound of rattling chains. A young girl, roughly Rachel’s age, came out of one of the other cells carrying a bucket and a mop. She smiled when she saw Rachel and put the cleaning tools aside before approaching.

She’s … pregnant. Rachel knew that it was a possibility, but it still felt odd to witness. The girl was tall, with long, brown hair and bangs. Her infectious smile and youthful demeanor stood in stark contrast to the heavy steel restraints, similar to those Rachel was wearing. They were crude, almost medieval, and the wide collar was connected to her wrist and ankle shackles. Rachel could see deep red grooves on the slender ankles, but it did not seem to bother the girl, nor did the large belly and giant breasts. Damn, she’s beautiful.

“Yes, Mistress?” The girl lowered her head as a sign of submission.

“Slave Brienne, this is Rachel, a new arrival,” Mistress Skye said. She unlocked Rachel’s shackles from her collar, and Rachel breathed a sigh of relief when she was finally able to straighten her arms for the first time in a week. Next, her collar, shackles, and ankle manacles were connected by a heavy chain, just like Brienne’s were.

Skye continued: “She’s going to be on offer later today. Use the prep room at the main estate to get her ready. You’ll have to walk there, but you could both use some exercise. Fill her in on what she needs to know as well.”

“Yes, Mistress, of course.” Brienne looked at Rachel and smiled. “Follow me.” Her large, brown eyes glanced at Rachel’s crotch for a moment. “Uhm … Mistress. Terribly sorry to ask, but isn’t she … missing something?”

Rachel could tell that Skye was about to get mad, but her face soon softened. “Of course, what was I thinking?” She walked over to a shelf near the cells and picked up a metal device that looked like a belt, but with a wide steel part to go between the legs.

Is that a fucking chastity belt?

“The clients pay for access,” Skye said and locked the cold steel onto Rachel’s waist before gently pushing the last part in between her legs. The hinge gave off a rusty squeak as it closed; the device was just as crude as Rachel’s restraints. She loved the look, but the edges were already scraping against her inner thigh before she had even taken a step.

Brienne smiled emphatically at her, even though she did not wear a belt. “Shall we?”

The two hucow slaves walked out of the building housing the cells and into the bright sunlight. Rachel instinctually tried to shield her eyes from the sharp rays, but the chain connecting her wrist restraints to her ankles prevented it.

“You’ll get used to them,” Brienne said with a smile and started walking down a nearby path. Rachel could see the main estate in the distance, but it was a long walk, and the thought of covering that distance while shackled made her dizzy. She tried copying Brienne’s odd gait, where she used the chain connecting her restraints to lift her ankle shackles, preventing them from resting on her ankle tendon. It helped, but it was still rough, and Rachel felt weak after a week on a cold, concrete floor.

And yet, part of her was relishing the experience. Her wrists, necks, and ankles were sore and raw after a week in chains, but she still loved the weight, the feel, and the sound of them. With every step, Rachel could feel the juices trickle from her pussy, and the thought of standing in front of a group of horny men did sound enticing.

“So … you saw the videos and pictures before signing up?” Brienne asked.

“Yeah.”

She smiled. “So did I. I hadn’t expected to get pregnant this fast, though.” She let her shackled hands run across the belly. “It’s alright, though. I still get fucked from time to time, but mostly by the staff or if a client has a kink for pregnant women.”

“What happens to the babies?” It felt odd to talk casually about something like this.

“Mine has already been adopted by a well-off family.” Brienne shrugged. “That’s how it is here. Some are just here to be surrogates, some are here to be milked as hucows, but most are like you and me.” She looked at Rachel with a knowing wink. “We’re here for the whole package. We’re here to get fucked.”

“And make money,” Rachel added.

“That too.” Brienne smiled. “Most of the girls just do their time, usually two years, then cash out. But a few … make it a lifestyle.”

“A lifestyle?”

“A lot of rich men and women come here. I mean filthy rich. A few of them want their own slave, buying one to keep. Forever.”

Rachel swallowed a lump. “Forever? That’s fucked up.”

“Is it? A life without worries, your every need catered for, all you need to do is to be fucked, milked, and chained? I’m considering it …” Brienne stopped and looked back at the part of the farm they had left. “How are your breasts feeling? I can see that you’re leaking a bit.”

Rachel stared at the wet trails running down her enormous breasts. “They hurt. A lot.” Every step made them bounce and caused a stab of pain.

“Come here.” Brienne pulled Rachel under the shade of a nearby tree. “They want you to be brimming with milk when you’re on display, but I can help you get a little relief now.” She gently took Rachel’s hand in hers and guided it to Rachel’s engorged breast. “Here, like this. Run the thumb over the skin, just like … yes, like that!”

Rachel sighed as the milk began squirting from her nipple and onto the ground. It felt good. “Thank you.”

“My pleasure. Just don’t do it unless you really have to, they milk you a few times a day and sell it.”

“What? To whom?”

“Rich people, of course,” Brienne said and laughed. “The company has spent a lot of money on viral campaigns to convince people that breastmilk aids in reproduction and health.” She licked her lips as she watched Rachel’s hands relieve her of the precious drops. “It does look delicious. Do you mind?”

Rachel was taken aback by the question and only managed a confused nod. “Eh … sure?”

Brienne knelt in front of Rachel and closed her lips around Rachel’s other breasts. The soft lips felt good against Rachel’s skin, the first real affection she had experienced in a while, and when Brienne created a vacuum and began drinking from her, Rachel let out a pleased, surprised moan. Fuck, that feels good. A voice in the back of her mind told her that it should feel awkward, but she experienced no such trepidation as she breastfed the pregnant hucow. I could get used to this.

A few hours later, Rachel found herself in very different, new surroundings. She was still shackled in crude metal restraints, but Brienne had brushed her hair and applied makeup to Rachel’s attractive face, and a subtle perfume permeated the air around her. She felt attractive and desirable, but the five other girls standing next to her were no less attractive. Teri was one of them, and she looked just as nervous as Rachel. She wore narrower, shinier steel shackles as well as a chastity belt, and Rachel could tell that the last week had been rough on her as well. Her breasts had grown to twice their original size, yet they were not as big and unwieldy as Rachel’s.

What is this place? Rachel stared in awe at the expensive hardwood floors and elegant furniture. Everything in the room looked to cost more than all of Rachel’s earthly belongings put together, and the air of class and purpose made her feel misplaced and awkward.

“Some of you are new here,” Mistress Skye said. She looked imposing as she stood there in her tall heels and leather outfit, smiling confidently at her shackled slaves. “It is very simple; clients are going to walk in and pick one or more of you. You’ll indulge in their every whim; you have been chosen based on the selections made in your contract, and the clients know what is on offer. If you are not chosen, you’ll be locked away or given a task until the next client arrives.”

Rachel adjusted one of her shackles and took a deep, quivering breath. A knot had formed in her stomach, but she could not help but smile a little. She wanted the chastity belt off, she wanted someone inside her, and she wanted it now.

The girls all sent each other nervous glances when they heard the sound of laughter, followed by multiple voices. Five men in tailor-made suits entered the room. They were all ruggedly handsome, most of them with gray streaks in their hair, and they looked like they were having a great time.

“Whoa!” one of them exclaimed when he saw the six chained slavegirls with giant udders and gorgeous bodies. “Damn, you weren’t lying, Kyle!”

One of the men stepped forward and smiled. “I told you this was heaven on earth.” He looked at Skye. “Seems like you have a few new arrivals?”

Skye nodded and walked up behind Rachel. “I do. A pair of college girls, fresh off the initiation.” She squeezed a few drops of milk out of Rachel’s breast. “She’s fertile. Filled to the brim. And you’ll be the first to have a go with her.”

The man called Kyle walked closer. Rachel could smell his expensive cologne, and she could not help but get slightly aroused from just being near the rugged, yet elegant man. He carried himself with confidence; this was a man used to getting what he wanted.

And Rachel hoped he wanted her.

“She’s … fucking hot,” he said with a grin. His strong hand traveled up her body and caressed her breasts. “That body … those giant knockers. A beautiful face, too.”

Rachel blushed. I guess Alice wasn’t lying about my looks. She smiled at the man.

He turned toward the other four. “What do you guys think? Should we pull this young hottie into the next room and pound her into the ground?”

Wait … all five?

She could hear the five men chat and laugh behind her as Mistress Skye dragged her into an adjacent room. It was lavishly decorated with thick drapes, comfortable chairs, and a rolling tray with refreshments. In the middle was a thick, dark, wooden pole with a long, thick chain attached to it. Skye placed Rachel in front of the pole. It was roughly her height, and though the light in the room was dimmed, she swore she could see scratch marks on the old wood.

She kept staring at the pole while Mistress Skye removed the chain that connected her collar to her wrist and ankle restraints. When the chain from the pole was locked to her collar, the weight seemed to snap her back to the present.

“Enjoy, hucow,” Mistress Skye said with a sinister smile. There was no hint of sympathy. She nodded toward the wall. “You checked every box, remember?”

Rachel only now noticed the rows of whips, paddles, and countless other tools of torture and pleasure. Some of them looked horrifying, and she suddenly became very aware of what she had signed up for.

Those five men can do whatever they want. They can beat me, whip me, fuck me … I consented to all of it. She smiled. No turning back now.

Four of the men walked closer, circling her like predators waiting for the moment to strike. Their eyes were sharp and hungry, and they licked their lips in anticipation of the feast to come. Behind them, the man called Kyle stood next to Skye, typing something on a tablet. He handed it back to her with a smile and received the keys to Rachel’s restraints in return.

“Thank you, Mr. Jones,” Mistress Skye said with a warm smile. “She’s all yours. Enjoy your evening. Just leave her here when you’re done.” With those words, she rotated her gorgeous, corseted body on one of her towering heels and left the room.

“She looks a little intimidated,” one of the men said and laughed. He walked up to Rachel and let his warm hand run across her trembling, naked body. “I like that. Are you scared of me, slave?”

Rachel pondered the question for a bit. She was not sure of the answer. “I … maybe a little, Master.” Her voice was meek and submissive.

He smiled. “Good. I want to hurt you.” He turned toward the others. “Do you mind?”

Kyle shrugged and poured a glass of champagne for himself. “Not at all. We’ve got all night.” He came up to Rachel and placed the glass beneath her nipple. She let out a moaning gasp when he squeezed her breast, milking her into the champagne. “Just a little taste to get me started. Put your hands over your head, you little slut.”

Rachel obeyed. A chain was lowered from the ceiling and locked to her shackles, keeping her hands fixed above her, leaving her exposed and helpless. Fuck, this is intense, she thought, not sure if she was excited or scared. Maybe it’s a bit of both.

The man who had declared his intent to hurt Rachel began perusing the vast selection of torturous tools. She was not used to pain, she had never sought it out before, and at that moment, part of her regretted going overboard when she filled out the contract. Oh my God … I consented to be whipped until I bleed. What the fuck was I thinking? Her heart started pounding when the muscular man picked a nine-tailed leather flogger. Each of the strands had a mean-looking knot at the end.

“Do you want her gagged, Adrian?” Kyle asked and took a sip of his milk-laced champagne.

The man in front of Rachel shook his head. “No. I want to hear her scream. I lost a lot of money at the casino earlier today, I want to take some frustrations out on this young piece of meat.”

Rachel whimpered and closed her eyes. A week ago, she would have protested, despite her desire to be dominated and punished, but the week spent in a dark cell had subdued that part of her. She just waited.

The first strike hit her upper back. It felt like several lines of fire had been lit on her skin. “FUCK!” she screamed and tore at her shackles, but she had no way of escaping the flurry of hits that followed. Adrian hit her harder and harder, laughing with sadistic delight as the naked slavegirl in front of him danced and trembled to avoid the strikes. The pain was excruciating, like nothing she had ever tried or imagined. It was aided by a profound sense of helplessness as if it was remodeling her very core with every lash of the whip.

It was agony. Pure, unfiltered, intoxicating, liberating agony.

Rachel cried and screamed. She begged for the man to stop, but a voice in the back of her mind grew in strength with every strike. A voice crying out for more.

“Do her tits, Adrian!” one of the others shouted while laughing. “I bet a thousand bucks that you can’t hit hard enough for her to squirt milk!”

“You’re on!”

“NO! AAAAAH!” Rachel’s breasts were already hurting, sore from being too full, too stretched, and the hits made it even worse. Adrian did not hold back, and soon, milk started spraying from her swollen breasts. The others cheered him on while he turned Rachel into a sobbing mess. She soon hung from her wrists when her legs gave up, but through it all, through the massive pain and panic, she felt the lust grow within her.

I’m … I’m a real painslut. The realization was intense, and it brought a subtle smile to her lips as she hung there.

“I think the bitch likes it,” Kyle said. He put his champagne aside and walked over to a large steel table near Rachel where more tools, including some massive dildos, awaited. “Let’s give her a little reward for her endurance.” He grabbed a gigantic, ribbed dildo. It was twice the size of the largest one in Rachel’s own embarrassingly substantial collection, but her pussy was dripping wet from the whipping, and she ached to have something, anything inside her. She looked him in the eye as he unlocked her chastity belt and slid the massive dildo inside her pussy. It filled her, stretched her, and she arched her back and moaned loudly in response.

“Damn, that is hot,” one of the others said. Out of the corner of her eye, Rachel saw the men undress, revealing bodies that had been sculpted by personal trainers, massive egos, and endless wealth. But the impressive appendages between their legs – those were all nature’s doing.

Hands started groping her all over. Her shackles were released from the chain in the ceiling, and soft lips closed around her nipples; soon, she was breastfeeding two of the men while Kyle fucked her with the dildo.

“She’s a gorgeous slut,” one of them said. He grabbed hold of Rachel’s collar chain and pulled it, choking her. The sensation of cold steel pressed against her throat was intense and welcome, adding to the helplessness that seemed to deepen her arousal. She could feel the heat from their naked bodies near her, and when they pushed her to her knees and the first cock neared her mouth, it felt natural. Obvious.

This is humiliating, she thought as the semi-erect cock entered her mouth, but no part of her brain found the humiliation to be negative. It fueled the fire within her as the soft, sensitive skin of the man’s massive member touched her tongue, and chains soon clattered loudly as she used her hands to service two others. Hands squeezed her nipples, sending jets of warm milk onto the floor, and her body was soon drenched in saliva and milk.

“She’s hot, nice pick, Kyle!” one of them said, groaning as his cock grew in Rachel’s hand.

The compliments kept coming. Rachel had never felt this attractive before, and the boost caused her to give even more of herself as the gangbang continued. They pulled her to her feet and bent her over the large steel table. Rachel struggled to breathe as they pulled her collar chain, but it only served to make every touch more intense. The large cock that was inserted into her mouth did not help her breathing.

Rachel looked up at the man in front of her. He had a confident, pleased smile, a man used to being powerful, and she felt insignificant in his presence. He grew inside her mouth, hanging onto her hair as he pushed his cock deep down her throat.

Then she felt something near her pussy. Whoever was standing behind her was teasing her, rubbing the tip of his cock against the outside of her wet pussy, taking his time. She wriggled her ass to get closer in a pitiful display of horniness, and she could hear them laugh as they watched.

Then he entered her. He was rock-hard, massive, wide – and impressive. It felt like she was going to split open, and he kept pushing deeper inside her. She screamed with lust, a scream that soon turned to pain when the whip once again began flogging her back. Her udders were pressed against the steel table, hurting as they scraped across the cold surface due to the man’s violent thrusts.

This is what you wanted, Rachel, she thought as the pain and pleasure overwhelmed her. They took turns fucking her, prolonging the session by stopping just before ejaculating, but Rachel never went more than a few seconds without a cock in her pussy and mouth.

“Shit, I think she’s going to come!” one of them shouted.

He was right. Rachel could not hold it back much longer. The experience was too intense, too brutal, and though her orgasmic scream was muted by the cock in her mouth, it echoed violently in the room. They cheered and laughed, but they gave her no respite. Quite the contrary.

I … I can’t take this! The pleasure turned into intense discomfort as the pounding continued, but Rachel’s shackles kept her firmly in place. She screamed, but when the first of the men pushed deep inside her and deposited his massive, sticky load, something clicked inside her. It was as if the submissive part of her grew with every painful thrust, and the feeling of his cum filling her pushed it all over the edge.

You’re a fertile hucow slave, Rachel. The voice in her head was her own, but it sounded off. Different. She embraced the experience, the humiliation, the helplessness, and her screams took on a new meaning as the men kept fucking her, filling her body with their seed over and over. They came inside her pussy again and again, laughing as they did, but to Rachel, it felt like a fitting finale to the incredible experience. She had no idea if this would make her pregnant, but in the moment, it did not matter.

She was done. Spent. They had pulled her off the table, and she was now lying chained and naked on the floor in a pool of milk, saliva, and cum. Her body was shaking all over, and she could feel their semen trickle out of her ravaged pussy. Kyle towered above her, rubbing out one last orgasm, shooting his load on her face.

He squatted next to her and smiled. “You did well, slave. I’ll be telling my friends about you, encouraging them to come torture and fuck you.”

Rachel managed a tired smile. “I hope you will, Master.”

She was still lying there a few minutes later when Mistress Skye entered the room. The men had left, leaving a weird, awkward silence behind.

“Not a bad start,” Skye said. For the first time, Rachel noticed a hint of warmth in the intimidating woman’s voice. “You might actually have a bright future here.” She unlocked Rachel’s collar from the chain. “Go get washed up. The next client will be here in a few hours.”
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Rachel opened her eyes and yawned. Sunlight flooded the large room from the massive skylights, and the dust particles shimmered and danced in the air, sparkling in the light. The tiny stall she now called home smelled earthy and stale, and the hay pricked her naked skin. Every movement caused a part of her body to hurt; even after six months on the farm, her body struggled to cope with the brutal punishments levied on her body by the horny men and women who paid for her company. Her back was bruised, and her pussy and asshole were both sore after a marathon session with a well-endowed rich man and his sadistic wife.

Damn, that woman loved oversized strapons, Rachel thought to herself and gently massaged her swollen breast to offer a little distraction from the discomfort. She adjusted her collar and stared for a bit at the heavy chain connecting it to the wall. The surroundings were far from comfortable, but it was home now, and she hoped that they would let her take a day off and just leave her there to recover. Rachel scraped at the chastity belt for a bit; even though she was beyond sore, she would have loved to rub her clit for a bit.

That was the hardest part. It was not being fucked multiple times a day, the heavy shackles, or the whippings. It was not being in control of her own pleasure. The constant feel of heavy steel around her neck, wrists, and ankles turned her on, and knowing that the only hope of releasing the pent-up arousal and frustration was to satisfy the farm’s picky clientele had turned Rachel into a true submissive in no time. By now, she was conditioned to get wet whenever she saw a cock, and she saw a lot of them.

I must have fucked hundreds of men since I got here. She smiled to herself and got up from the floor. And a fair few women as well. The chain to her collar was long enough that she could walk in tiny circles on the hay-strewn floor of her stall, but her breasts were hurting badly. She glanced out of the steel bars, but she could not see the cart anywhere. At first, the sound of its squeaky wheels had scared her, but now she welcomed the relief it offered. She stared at the toilet bucket in the corner and considered milking herself into it, just to take the edge off, but she knew that they checked the buckets. She was in no mood to be punished and spend another day in one of the cages dangling from the stable rafters or in the pillory outside.

“Finally,” she mumbled when she heard the cart outside the stall. A sour-faced guard gestured for her to approach the stall door. A wide slit was opened at chest height, and Rachel pushed her strained udders through them.

“Still not pregnant, cow?” the guard asked while he attached the large vacuum tubes to Rachel’s breasts.

She shook her head and winced when the machine started milking her. “No, Sir.”

He grunted. “Not for lack of trying. It’s not uncommon for new cows, even the fertile ones, to take a while.” He smiled at her, a smile that was not without warmth. “Enjoying your stay?”

Rachel nodded. “Oh, I am, Sir. Very much so.”

“I hope you get pregnant,” he said.

Rachel raised an eyebrow. “You do?”

His smile took on a slightly more sinister edge. “I do. Then us guards get to fuck you as well.”

I guess that’s a compliment? The lack of a pregnancy did not worry her. She enjoyed being the recipient of both compliments and cock from wealthy men. Rachel had never felt this confident in her body and her looks before, and it was addicting. Even Mistress Skye did not seem to mind that Rachel had not yet become pregnant – she was bringing in too much money.

Spending a day in her dusty stall would have been wonderful, but spending a day working the fields was still a welcome change of pace. Rachel was rarely picked for manual labor, she was mainly used to entertain the clients, but it was refreshing to feel the sun’s rays on her naked skin and feel the breeze in her long hair. The restraints made working the soil a brutal chore, and the chastity belt gnawed and scraped against her skin with every movement.

“Keep at it, cunt.” Mistress Avalon swung her whip and landed a perfect hit on Rachel’s back. “You could use a tan and some muscle definition. Skye is treating you too well.”

Rachel winced in pain and did not answer. Her body was dirty and sweaty, and removing the heavy rocks that littered the field was exhausting.

Fuck, I love being a slave. Rachel quelled a smile, unwilling to let Avalon know how much she loved it. The humiliation, the discomfort – it fueled the constant trickle of desire within her.

After a few hours of work, the hucow slaves were all called toward the mobile milking wagon nearby, where they were allowed a short rest to eat and be milked. Rachel was sore all over, but she was enjoying the experience. The machine whirred away, and the tired slaves exchanged quiet smiles.

We all chose to be here, Rachel thought to herself. She rarely had a chance to interact with the other slaves, they were mostly kept separate, and she was surprised to see the others chatting without Mistress Avalon intervening.

“You look confused, sweetie?” Brienne sat down next to Rachel and hooked her breasts up to the machine. The brown-haired girl fiddled with her shackles and closed her eyes with a smile as the milk began to flow from her.

Rachel shrugged. “I’m … I’m just not used to working the field.” She glanced at Brienne’s flat belly. “How was it?”

“Giving birth?” Brienne adjusted her collar. “It was fine. Weird. They gave me a month to recover, which was nice.” She smiled. “I was still shackled, of course.”

Rachel wanted to use the opportunity to learn more about her fellow hucow, but they were soon interrupted when Mistress Skye came walking across the field. A disapproving furrow was nestled on her brow, and the other slaves averted their gaze at the sight of the visibly annoyed mistress.

“Skye, welcome!” Mistress Avalon said with a grin. “It’s been a while since you’ve visited us in the field.”

“With good reason.” Skye groaned and looked down at her shiny, high-heeled boots. Her blue eyes glanced at the heavy boots on Avalon’s feet. “You’re more suited for this.”

Avalon laughed and brushed a strand of her blonde hair away from her eyes. “No disagreement there. I’d much rather whip some discipline into these cunts than suck up to the rich bastards that come to visit the farm.”

“They pay the bills.” Skye looked at Rachel. “I came for her. Can you spare her for the rest of the day?”

Avalon shrugged. “She’s not much use out here. If she can moisten the cock of a few billionaires instead, you can have her.”

Skye smirked and gestured for Rachel to follow her. The long-legged mistress did not slow down, however, and Rachel stumbled a few times as she tried to keep up. Not once had the restraints come off, but even though they felt like a part of her now, she was limited in how fast she could walk. She had expected Skye to take her to the main building, the place where Rachel usually met the wealthy clients who wanted to live out their darkest fantasies with her as the recipient, but Skye was heading in the opposite direction.

Toward the cells.

Haven’t I done well? Rachel felt a knot form in her throat. She had not visited the building with the holding cells since her initiation. It was no secret that disobedient hucows or those that messed up during a session with a client was made to spend days, weeks, or even months in the dark, cold cells as punishment, but the few punishments Rachel had received had usually meant spending time in the courtyard pillory or one of the many cages dotted around the property.

Skye looked back at her with a grin. “Stop trembling, cunt,” she said. Her voice was cold, it always was, but Rachel knew she was one of Skye’s favorites by now. “I’m not about to lock one of my price cows away when there are money to be made.”

The knot dissolved and Rachel took a deep breath to calm herself. “Then what am I doing here, mistress?” She fiddled with the chain connecting her shackles as they entered the building. Rachel swore that she could hear sobbing from behind a few of the thick metal doors. She exchanged a brief glance and a smile with Teri, the girl she had arrived with. Teri was sweeping the floors, unable to hide her pregnancy.

“One of the new arrivals is being taken from her cell in a few minutes,” Skye said and checked her watch. “She has a session with a client in a few hours, so you need to get her up to speed on everything and get her cleaned up.”

“A session? Already?”

Skye nodded. “Call it a preorder. The new girl is booked three times a day for the next month.”

Rachel was in awe. She had several returning customers at this point, but she had never heard of a new hucow being this popular before having had her first session. It has to be someone famous, but why would they come here? Her heart pounded in her chest as they stopped in front of one of the cells. A dozen men and women from the staff were gathered to see the new arrival, and even Teri dared to stop sweeping for a moment to catch a glimpse of what was happening.

Skye nodded at one of the guards, and the cell door soon opened with a loud, metallic bang. Rachel could see a hunched, female figure in the darkness, but the sparse light from the hallway was not enough to tell her who it was. She could hear the staff members murmur, and they all stared at the figure as one of the guards entered the cell and unlocked the chain connecting the woman’s restraints to the wall before dragging her outside. The sound of rattling chains was the only sound as everyone fell silent. The woman was fairly short, and long, black hair hid her face. Her ankles were weighed down by the same types of restraints as Rachel’s, but instead of shackles, the woman had been restrained using a heavy steel yoke that forced her hands out on either side of her head. It looked like a strenuous, uncomfortable position, and Rachel felt both jealousy and sympathy as she wondered how it could have felt to be restrained like that for a full week. The woman’s large, round breasts were dripping milk onto the floor, and her steps were tired and hesitant at first.

Who is that woman? Rachel received her answer a moment later when the woman threw her head back to clear the hair away from her face. It was as if her back straightened and her posture changed the moment the gorgeous, familiar face of a woman in her late twenties revealed itself to the entranced onlookers.

“Holy shit …” Rachel mumbled to herself. That’s … Tessa Zan!

The dirt that had accumulated on Tessa’s face after a week in the cell did nothing to hide her beauty, and it did not seem like the ordeal had muted the confidence that most people associated with the woman that Rachel had seen on TV and the cover of business magazines. Tessa Zan was the youngest CEO of a Fortune 500 company in history, an entrepreneur of near legendary status.

What the hell is she doing here? Rachel suddenly felt uncomfortable. Had they kidnapped her? Why would one of the richest women in the world sign up for any of this? But the muted smile that was nestled on Zan’s full lips eased Rachel’s mind, at least for now.

Mistress Skye walked up to the new slave, towering above her in her long heels. “Welcome to the farm, slave.” She cupped one of Tessa Zan’s breasts and squeezed a few drops of milk out of it. “It seems the mighty CEO is ready to serve as a humble hucow.”

Tessa winced when Skye twisted her nipple. “I … I am, Mistress.”

Skye looked around her at the gathered staff members. “Don’t you all have jobs to do?”

The small group dissolved, and Rachel was soon left in the company of her intimidating mistress and the famous billionaire.

“You’ll get no special treatment here, cow,” Skye said in her cold voice, staring at Tessa who met her gaze with a smile.

“I’m not here for special treatment, mistress.”

Skye smiled. “Good. Men and women are lining up to torture and fuck you. You have your first session in a few hours. Rachel here will take you to the main building and get you cleaned up.” Skye pulled Rachel aside and leaned in to whisper something in her ear. “Be nice to her, Rachel. I know I said no special treatment, but Tessa is going to be put through hell.” Skye handed Rachel a chastity belt from a nearby shelf. “Put this on her after you’ve cleaned her. I’m sure you can find a way to make her feel welcome and comfortable before you put it on.”

Rachel nodded. “I understand, mistress.” She knew that the trace of empathy from Skye was motivated by pure greed; she did not care about Tessa Zan, she cared about the loads of cash that the CEO was going to make her. But Rachel was not going to call Skye out on it, that would only spell trouble for her, and she was not about to let a chance for a one-on-one with Tessa Zan pass her by. Rachel walked over to the tired, but smiling CEO and gestured for her to follow. Dozens of eyes followed them as they left the building and headed down the path toward the main building, but Tessa did not seem to mind them. It was a gray day, and a light drizzle cooled their naked bodies as they walked.

“How are you feeling?” Rachel asked when they were out of earshot.

“Tired. Horny. Afraid.” Tessa groaned. “A bit of everything. And my breasts are fucking sore.”

Rachel smiled to herself, remembering when she had walked the same path with Brienne half a year earlier. “I’d show you how to milk yourself a bit to relieve the pressure, but I suspect that yoke is going to prevent you from doing so.”

Tessa nodded. “My arms are numb from being in this position for so long. This is all so crazy …” She rotated her wrists as if to ensure herself that she had no chance of escaping her restraints. “I’ve never been tied up before, and now I’ve signed up to be chained for two years.”

“Why did you? You can’t be doing it for the money.”

Tessa did not respond right away. She seemed to focus on finding a way to walk in the heavy ankle shackles, and the massive udders upset her balance. Rachel had gotten used to using the chain connecting her ankle restraints to her shackles and collar to raise the ankle restraints off the tendon, but Tessa had no such luxury. The yoke meant that she was unable to use her hands for anything.

“I … just had to do it,” Tessa said after a while. “Everything was going great, truly – I was making more money than I could spend in a lifetime, I got showered in praise, but when I stumbled across the farm’s website, something just … clicked.” She smiled. “I wanted a break from the responsibility. The pressure. I just wanted to have someone tell me what to do, and being chained and fucked was a nice bonus.”

Rachel nodded. She understood the reasoning. “I actually applied for an internship at your company,” she said with a grin. “I’m a big fan. My name is Rachel, by the way.”

“Are you?” Tessa smirked. “I think we’re equals here, Rachel. If anything, you’re more experienced.” She paused for a moment. “But if I ever get out of here and back to the corporate world, I’ll be looking at that application.”

The two naked women soon arrived at the main estate, and Rachel was impressed that Tessa did not seem embarrassed or intimidated when every hucow slave working the field, as well as every guard in the vicinity, turned to stare at her. The secretive, confident smile she had worn ever since Rachel had seen her leave the dark cell never vanished from the thick, red lips. Rachel led the famous businesswoman to the basement entrance behind the huge mansion and into the dark corridors. The basements were used to prepare slaves for the clients, and there were quite a few cells and dark torture chambers for the clients who wanted a more medieval experience.

“Good afternoon, Master Bradley,” Rachel said and bowed her head when she neared the guard in charge of the basement. She knew the first name of most of the guards by now; they knew she was one of Mistress Skye’s favored slaves and treated Rachel well, but she knew that it would likely change if she ever succeeded in getting pregnant.

A pregnant slave was free to use for the guards for the first few months, after all.

“Room 12, Rachel,” Bradley said, unable to keep his eyes off of Tessa. “I received Skye’s message. You’ve got thirty minutes until I open the door.”

Tessa sent Rachel a questioning glance before the two entered room 12, led by Bradley. He locked the chain dangling from Tessa’s steel yoke to an anchor point in the ceiling and left the room, locking the steel door behind him.

“I’m supposed to get you ready for your first client,” Rachel said and took the bucket with warm, soapy water nearby and a sponge. “We usually have to line up with other slaves and wait until we’re chosen by the clients, but I guess you’re a special case.”

Tessa sighed. “I guess so. God, I’m nervous. I know I chose to be here, but still … I’ve only ever had sex with two different men.”

“What … just two?”

“I’m not saying I haven’t had offers.” Tessa let out a pleased moan when Rachel started washing her pussy. “I just … so much pressure, you know? Fuck, that feels nice. Can’t remember ever needing a bath this badly.”

“Then wait until you’ve been with some of the nastier clients,” Rachel said with a smile. “You’ll want to bathe in bleach. Can be fun, though. The clients, I mean.”

Tessa looked at Rachel. “What … what is the worst thing they’ve done to you?”

Rachel shrugged. “The whippings are always painful, but I kind of like them by now.” She looked at the terrified CEO. “Honestly … I think you might be in for even worse than anything I’ve experienced. I hear that people are lining up to pay for your company.”

Tessa nodded. “I bet they are. And it’s alright. I know what I signed up for … I think. And I do have some old … enemies that might want to seek me out.” She let out a yelp when Rachel rinsed her naked body with cold water from the nearby hose. “My breasts hurt so bad …”

“I can help you with that.”

“How? Wait … what are … ohhhhh …”

Tessa was soon silenced when Rachel’s soft lips closed around one of her nipples. Rachel had never breastfed before, but she had nourished enough horny men and women to know the technique. The sweet, fatty milk soon filled her mouth, and she had to stop herself from drinking too much; there had to be enough left for the client, after all. But at least she could relieve the worst discomfort from the inexperienced slave.

“That feels nice, thank you,” Tessa mumbled and bit her lower lip.

“Mmmm …” Rachel stopped drinking, but her mouth was still closed around the breast. Her tongue began caressing Tessa’s nipple while her shackled hands moved up Tessa’s thigh. I doubt any of the clients who want to have her will care about her pleasure, Rachel thought as her fingers slid effortlessly inside Tessa’s wet pussy. This was the reason Tessa was not belted yet, after all. There were no protests from Tessa, only the whimpering moans of a woman finally getting relief after a week of building lust. She did not seem to mind the rough edges of Rachel’s shackles scraping against the soft skin on her inner thighs, and when Rachel moved her mouth away from the nourishing udders and started using her tongue on Tessa’s clit, the moans got even louder.

I’ve gotten good at this, Rachel thought to herself and smiled. The farm mostly attracted men, but quite a few of them brought their wives or girlfriends as well – apparently, abusing and fucking a helpless hucow was some people’s idea of a hot date. On a few occasions, Rachel had had female clients on their own, usually women who wanted to experiment with lesbianism while being in complete control. Mistress Skye had, in her own sadistic teaching style, spent some time teaching Rachel how to satisfy another woman, and it had worked wonders.

“Fuck!” Tessa cried out when she got close. “I’ll give you the apprenticeship! Just don’t stop … FUUUCK!” Her tired body flinched and spasmed, pushing against Rachel’s magic tongue and fingers for a bit before erupting in an orgasmic scream that almost made the bare concrete walls shake. Tears streamed from her eyes, and for a moment, her legs buckled beneath her, causing Tessa to momentarily hang from the chain connecting her steel yoke to the ceiling. She soon recovered, though, and sent Rachel a grateful smile. “Thank you, Rachel … I needed that.”

“You’re welcome.” Rachel licked Tessa’s juices from her lips and got up from the floor. She wiped her knees clean and sighed. “But now I have to put this on you.” She picked up the chastity belt that Mistress Skye had given her.

Tessa frowned. “Yeah, I figured as much.”

The steel locked in place around Tessa’s slender wrist, hiding away her dripping pussy for now. A shame, Rachel thought to herself, but she did not doubt that the pristine genitals would see the light of day again soon enough.

The following weeks on the farm were visibly affected by Tessa’s arrival. The clientele had always been wealthy, but Rachel spotted even more lavish cars in the courtyard, and she heard rumors of countless celebrities visiting the farm to have a go at the famous slave. Rachel still had plenty of clients to attend to, but she was no longer the most popular slave. It suited her just fine, even if it was obvious to her that a few of the men who spent a few hours with her only chose Rachel because they could not afford the prize hucow.

Tessa must be a wreck by now, Rachel thought to herself. She was standing at the steel-barred door to her hay-covered stall and watched Tessa being escorted to her own stall elsewhere in the stables. The tanned body was covered in bruises, she winced with every step, and even though she managed to smile at Rachel, she looked beyond exhausted. But Rachel still recognized that odd, self-assured confidence that Rachel had felt after her first weeks.

Tessa felt lusted after. Attractive. Fulfilled.

A week later, Rachel was once again working the farmland around the main estate. There was still plenty of work for Rachel – if anything, Tessa’s arrival had brought her even more to do. A lot of people wanted to dominate and fuck Tessa Zan, but the waiting list was long, and the attention had brought more clients to the farm.

Rachel wiped the sweat off of her forehead and stretched her body. The chastity belt chafed, and she winced as the chain connecting her collar to the rest of her restraints kept her from arching her back as much as she would have liked. There were no whip-swinging mistresses around, and Rachel allowed herself a few seconds to catch her breath. Her gaze lingered on the massive bruises on her breasts, left there by a brutal man the day before. Every time she touched them, it caused her immense pain, and the day’s milking had been filled with screaming due to a tear in her nipple from the caning. Her mind wandered for a moment, replaying the brutally beautiful session in her mind, but a now familiar thought encroached, ruining the moment. Still not pregnant. She had been there for a long time now, and there was still no pregnancy. She knew that Skye liked her, that she made the farm money, but she wondered if it would last if something did not happen soon.

“Rachel …” a slave next to her whispered. “Mistress Skye is coming, get back to work!”

Rachel almost dropped her shovel and nodded sheepishly at the girl. “Oh, thanks.”

The tall mistress walked up to Rachel a few moments later. “Rachel, there you are. How are the breasts?”

“Healing, Mistress. But they hurt.”

Skye muttered something that Rachel could not hear, but she was fairly sure it was a curse. “Fine. You might not get time to recover fully, I need you in the main building in an hour. Washed and ready to go.”

Rachel’s brow furrowed. “Today? I thought …”

“You’re a slave, Rachel, you’re not supposed to think,” Skye said, making no attempt to hide her frustration, though Rachel did not get the impression that it was directed at her. “Just be there and look your best, okay? The guards know you’re coming, they’ll help you get ready.”

Rachel could tell that there was something different about the whole situation as the guard Bradley removed her chastity belt and allowed her to wash up. There was a sense of anxiousness in the air, and it was reflected in Bradley’s face as well.

“What’s going on?” Rachel finally dared to ask when she was done washing herself and applying makeup.

Bradley clicked Rachel’s chastity belt into place and sighed. “Big client. Skye didn’t tell you?”

Rachel shook her head. She had dealt with big clients before, they all had. Why was everyone so affected by this one?

“Who is it?”

Bradley grinned. “If Skye didn’t tell you, I’m sure as hell not going to. I guess she wants it to be a surprise.”

That can’t be good.

Skye was waiting in the main lobby. The tall woman looked sharp in red leather pants and a matching corset, but there were cracks in the cold, confident exterior. The sight of a nervous Skye made Rachel’s stomach churn, and it was not made any better when Skye flashed a rare smile at the hucow slave.

“There you are. Good. Right on time. I need you to be here with me when he arrives.”

“Who, Mistress?”

“Aaron Tusk.” Skye clenched her jaw.

Rachel felt like a cold hand had grabbed hold of her intestines. “The tech billionaire?” She tried to swallow the lump in her throat, but it stayed there, and her collar suddenly felt tighter. Tusk was a controversial figure, known for his cruelty – a cruelty that had brought him far.

Skye nodded. “He’s here for Tessa.”

“Then what do you need me for?”

Skye’s smile faded. “Her safety.”

Before Rachel could ask what she meant, the doors flew open. A broad-shouldered man with thick, black hair strode into the lobby. His eyes seemed to map every inch of the place before landing on Skye, and a sinister, chilling smile spread across his thin lips.

“Where is she?” he asked.

“You’ll see her soon enough,” Skye said, coating her words in honey. “We just need to discuss some … details first.”

Tusk’s eyes narrowed. “I want Tessa Zan. She snubbed me on a big merger last year, and now it’s time for her to pay.”

Skye took a deep breath and continued to smile at the intense man. “I know, but I want to make sure that you do not harm our most prized asset more than the terms of her contract allow for.”

“Terms of her …?” Tusk laughed. “She signed up to be a fucking slave! And I’m paying a fortune for her to be my slave, at least for today. I want to hurt her! I want to fuck her! I want to put my fucking seed inside that womb as the ultimate insult!”

“And you’ll get to do all that.” Skye crossed her arms. “But I have a suggestion. You said you wanted another of our girls there as well, someone with … experience.”

Oh … shit.

Skye grabbed the chains connecting Rachel’s restraints and pulled her forward. “This is Rachel. Next to Tessa, she is our most popular hucow.” Skye squeezed a few drops of milk from Rachel’s strained udders, causing her to wince in pain. “She knows how to please a client. And there are no limits with her.”

There aren’t? Rachel looked at her mistress, but Skye did not look back at her.

“Whenever you want to take things … too far, I suggest you turn your rage to this girl instead,” Skye continued. “She can take it.”

Tusk stepped closer and eyed Rachel up and down. “Is this true? You’ll take any punishment I can think of?”

Rachel took a deep breath. “Yes, Master Tusk. Anything.” She was not too keen on seeing what the man had in store for her, but a part of Rachel was curious. She had endured much already, could this be any worse?

“Interesting.” He let his hands run across Rachel’s naked body. “She is hot, I’ll grant you that, Skye.” He paused for a moment. “Fine. I accept your terms.” He stared at Skye. “I want your darkest dungeon decked out with every tool of torture I could ever want, do you understand?”

“Of course, Mr. Tusk,” Skye said with a smile.

The two women watched the mean-spirited man as he walked into one of the adjacent lounges where clients were served drinks and catered to by shackled slavegirls while their chosen cows were prepped for the upcoming session.

Skye turned toward Rachel. “This’ll be a rough one.”

“I can endure pain,” Rachel said, not managing to sound as confident as she wanted to. “Does Tessa know he’s here?”

Skye chuckled. “Tessa knew from day one that Tusk would turn up eventually. She’s been looking forward to it. The price I’ve negotiated for him will keep this farm in business for years to come.” Skye checked her watch and gestured for one of the guards to approach. “Take this slave to dungeon number 13 and put her in one of the cages until the client arrives.”

Dungeon number 13 was nothing like the luxurious accommodations on the upper floors of the giant mansion. There were no heavy drapes or thick carpets here, no large beds with silk sheets, no trays with caviar and champagne.

No, dungeon 13 was a place of horror and nightmares. A large, square room with a stone floor. There were no windows, no decoration. In the middle of the room was a cage, similar to the ones Rachel had been put in countless times. On the floor of the cage was a thick steel ring. The walls of the dungeon were lined with various tools of the trade, most of which were familiar to Rachel by now, but many of the looked meaner than she was used to, and a few were new to her.

A shiver ran down her spine when the guard led her to the cage, chained her to the ring on the floor, and locked the cage behind her before leaving.

The waiting is the worst part, Rachel thought to herself and took a deep breath to calm herself. The cage was tall enough for her to stand upright, but it was cramped - the steel bars pressed against her from all sides, and there was no room for her massive breasts. They were squeezed out between the bars and ensured that Rachel could barely move. They had not been milked for hours, but there was no room for her to lift her shackled hands to reach them.

Then she heard the familiar sound of rattling chains outside the dungeon. The thick wooden door opened, and two guards entered, dragging Tessa between them. She smiled at Rachel, and Rachel was surprised to see no sign of fear or anxiety on the billionaire's pretty face. The guards raised Tessa's shackled hands above her head and locked them to a chain dangling from the ceiling in the middle of the room. They used a winch to raise it until Tessa was forced to stand on the tip of her toes to reach the floor. Her naked body had picked up a few new scars and welts since Rachel had last seen Tessa, but none of them managed to mar the timeless beauty of a body sculpted by personal trainers.

“The client will be here shortly,” one of the guards grunted before leaving. The door slammed shut behind the two men, leaving the slaves in each other's company.

Tessa groaned as she struggled to turn herself toward Rachel. "Hi Rachel," she said with a smile. “So glad you could join me.”

“I am not,” Rachel answered with a grimace. “You don’t know what he’s going to do, Tessa.”

“Of course I do. I’ve heard the rumors.” Tessa bit her lip. “It’s one of the reasons why I chose to come here. I know it makes no sense, but I ... I haven’t been able to stop thinking about him since I dealt with him professionally. He’s a monster, a real piece of work, but I want to go all-in, Rachel. I love serving the other clients, but even though they whip and fuck me, they are too aware of who I am. Tusk hates me. He wants to break and dominate me.”

“And you want that?”

Tessa smiled. “I do. I don’t want to worry about shareholders and sales reports. I just want to be a piece of meat, and Tusk sees me as nothing more. I realized a while ago that I’m a masochist. Tusk being a sadistic asshole is a huge turn-on for me.”

The door swung open before Rachel could answer. Tusk entered, naked and ready. He grinned as he stared at Tessa’s suspended body.

“There she is,” Tusk said, his voice full of spite. “Tessa fucking Zan. CEO, entrepreneur, and slut. How are you enjoying life as a lowly hucow?”

Tessa’s confident smile never faded. “Oh, I love it, Master Tusk.”

“Master?” Tusk seemed taken aback - he had obviously expected something else. “So, the great CEO of the Zan Corporation likes being chained and abused, does she?”

Tessa nodded. ”I do now.”

Rachel felt her mouth go dry. She knew that Tessa was antagonizing Tusk, a last powerplay, a last defiance. Somehow, she was the one in control, at least for now. But Rachel feared that Tessa would not be the only one Tusk would take his frustration out on.

“I’m going to whip that smugness right out of you,” Tusk hissed between clenched teeth as he stroked his impressive cock. He grabbed a mean-looking, nine-tailed whip from the wall, one Rachel knew from experience could draw blood if the user wanted to. “You should have sold your company to me, Zan.”

“You could never have afforded it, Tusk,” Tessa said with a chuckle. Rachel noticed that Tessa clenched her hands into fists in anticipation.

“Maybe not,” Tusk agreed and swung the whip. It cracked loudly and made Rachel jump a bit. “But if you had given in to me, I would not have been forced to destroy you like this.”

“Do your worst,” Tessa said with a smile.

He’s going to kill her, Rachel thought and shuddered. The first lashes hit Tessa’s stomach, causing her body to sway, but she did not cry out. Then the whip connected with Tessa’s nipples, making her scream and squirm. Milk started dripping onto the floor.

“That’s more like it,” Tusk said and struck again and again. Each lash was aimed at the large, round udders, and soon, red marks and welt started to appear. Tessa’s screams grew louder and louder, and Rachel had a feeling that it would only be a matter of time before Tessa begged him to stop.

But that never happened. Tessa was sobbing, crying, but she still begged him for more, and her smile never faded. Tusk had moved on from using the whip on her breasts and had turned his attention to her thighs, buttocks, and pussy. Every inch of skin was marked with a welt or a bruise, and Tessa’s smile was beginning to look more strained.

“You’re resilient, I’ll grant you that,” Tusk said and massaged his whipping arm. “But we’re just getting started. And this is not just about hurting you. This is about humiliating you.” He walked over to Tessa and grabbed hold of her steel collar, pulling her closer. She whimpered as her feet lost contact with the ground. “See, I bought a medical company a few years ago, trying to branch out. They’ve been working on a new drug to increase male fertility and sexual recovery, and I volunteered as a test subject. I’m going to come inside you so many times that you’ll be leaking my seed for months. I’m going to put my spawn inside you as the ultimate insult.”

Tessa groaned and flailed her shackled feet. She did not respond; she had to know that this was part of Tusk’s plan, but Rachel could not tell if it was something Tessa wanted.

“Let’s see what you and your little friend can do,” Tusk said and lowered the chain holding Tessa’s shackles. She cried out and fell to her knees as the blood rushed back into her arms. Tusk then released Rachel from the cage and gestured for her to kneel next to Tessa.

“Let’s get this party started,” Tusk said and stood before the two kneeling, shackled slavegirls with his hands on his hips. “Suck my cock and balls. Both of you.”

Tessa and Rachel moved closer, and their mouths were soon busy with Tusk’s impressive genitals. Rachel knew the drill, she had performed oral service for men countless times, but this was her first time doing it in a situation where the man had no interest in her skill. This was only to humiliate her and Tessa.

“Oh yeah, lick my nuts,” Tusk groaned. “Now, I want you, Zan, to swallow my cock. Take it all, I dare you. If you bite me, you will not like the consequences.”

Rachel did not doubt that. She moved away from Tusk and watched Tessa take the long, thick cock inside her mouth. It was an impressive sight, and Tessa struggled to take it all, gagging several times.

“You’re a good little cocksucker,” Tusk said. “I bet you’ve sucked plenty of cock at the office.”

Tessa removed the cock from her mouth and glared up at him. “You’re just jealous that I’m better at sucking cock than you are.” She cried out when Tusk’s palm landed on her cheek with a loud snap, and he used her collar to pull her in to once again suck his cock.

“Uhhmm ... that’s good,” he groaned, only to pull out a few moments later. ”But I’m not going to waste my seed on your face.” He grabbed Tessa by the hair and dragged her toward a nearby wooden table. He bent her over the table and rammed his cock inside her pussy. Tessa yelped and dug her nails into the wood.

“This is the best pussy I’ve had in years,” Tusk said, fucking her like an animal. “Maybe you’re not a total failure after all.”

Tessa’s answer was a pained moan.

“Oh, here we go,” Tusk said and pushed his cock in deep as he clenched his jaw. “Take it, you fucking cow! Take every drop!”

Tessa’s moans grew louder and more ecstatic, and Rachel got a sense of the billionaire’s true nature. Tessa loved this, being degraded and humiliated, being fucked by a man she hated. When Tusk finally pulled out, Rachel could see his cum trickling out of Tessa’s gaping pussy.

“A decent start,” Tusk said, catching his breath. He unlocked Tessa’s shackles from the ceiling chain. “I’ll be ready again soon. Until then ... I want to see you hurt your little friend, Tessa.”

Tessa looked back at him with a concerned frown. “What?”

“You heard me. She’s going to get it instead of you, but you will be the one administering the pain.”

Rachel could feel the panic set in, and her shackled hands were trembling. This was a cruel twist that Tessa had not seen coming.

“Do it. Now,” Tusk growled and slapped Tessa’s ass.

Tessa hesitated. She sent Rachel an apologetic glance and sighed.  She got up from the table and looked around her for a suitable tool. Her hand grabbed the handle of a cane and grimaced.

Rachel was breathing fast and shallow. She had no problem with pain, but Tessa seemed to have a problem with being the one delivering it. Rachel sent Tessa an encouraging smile and turned her back to the billionaire slave, leaning slightly forward.

“Come on, Zan,” Tusk said and smacked her ass.

“Alright, alright,” Tessa mumbled. She raised the cane and took a deep breath. Then she brought it down across Rachel’s naked buttocks as hard as the shackles would allow. Rachel gritted her teeth but did not scream. It was painful, and her skin felt like it was on fire, but she had experienced worse. She heard Tessa take another deep breath, and then the cane came down again, and this time, Rachel had a harder time keeping her composure.

“Again, Zan. Harder.”

Tessa did as instructed, and this time, Rachel had to let out a cry. The pain was intense, but when Rachel looked back at Tessa, Tessa seemed like she was having a much harder time enduring it. The billionaire was shaking, her lower lip trembled, and tears streamed from her eyes.

“No more,” Tessa said.

“Keep going, Zan,” Tusk insisted.

Tessa shook her head and tossed the cane away. “No.”

Tusk laughed, pleased that his plan seemed to be working. “Remember who’s on top now, Zan.” He walked toward the door. ”I need to ask the guards to fetch something for me. I’ll be back in a moment. When I return, I expect you to obey my orders.”

Tessa turned toward Rachel the moment the door closed. “I’m so sorry, Rachel! I should’ve known he’d take it out on you!” She gently caressed the bruises on Rachel’s ass.

“It’s alright, I can take a lot,” Rachel said. ”When he returns, do whatever he tells you. Don’t worry about me.” Her asscheeks were burning, and she could not help the tears from streaming silently down her cheeks. “It’s fine.”

Tusk returned a moment later. With a large strap-on. And a bottle of red sauce.

Oh. Fuck.

“Since I won’t be fucking your friend, Tessa, you should have the pleasure. Put this on.” He handed a frowning Tessa the strap-on. The moment the device was strapped to her body, Tusk drenched the dildo in the hot sauce. “Lube is for pussies.”

Rachel swallowed hard. This was a punishment, pure and simple. She knew the hot sauce would burn and sting. Tusk bent Rachel over the table and locked her shackles to an anchor point at the end of the table, ensuring that she could not move.

“Fuck her, Tessa,” Tusk said.

Tessa sighed. “Yes ... Master.”

Rachel could not help but feel relieved that Tessa was playing along, even though she was about to be in a world of pain. The moment the tip of the gigantic strap-on’s dildo touched her slit, Rachel had to clench her teeth as the intense, burning pain spread throughout her body. Tessa entered her slowly, but every movement caused a stinging sensation.

“I’m sorry, Rachel,” Tessa whispered. “Just think about the money you’ll be earning when this is over.”

Rachel chuckled and whimpered. “It’s not ... oh fuck ... that easy. But keep going, I’ll be alright.”

Tessa was gentle and caring, and for a while, it was not as bad as Rachel had expected. But the pain was persistent, and when Tessa started moving faster, Rachel had to cry out in agony.

“Don’t stop,” Tusk said. “Fuck her until she cries.”

Tessa groaned. “Yes, Master.” Tessa picked up the pace, and Rachel could feel how the dildo was burning her. Her screams got louder and louder, but Tessa kept going, and soon, Rachel was reduced to a whimpering mess, sobbing and begging Tusk for mercy.

“Stop,” Tusk finally said. “I think I’ve made my point.”

“Thank you, Master,” Tessa gasped, her face red and her body drenched in sweat. She had not held back in fucking Rachel.

Tusk removed the strap-on from Tessa and tossed it aside. “I’m almost ready to go again. But first, I want to watch the two of you drink from each other while I cane you.” He unlocked Rachel from the table and pushed the two slaves together. Tessa seemed to hesitate, but Rachel did not. She leaned in and closed her lips around Tessa’s nipple. The familiar, sweet taste of hucow milk was a welcome sensation, and she sucked hard to drain Tessa of as much milk as possible. Tessa whimpered but did not protest. Rachel felt the sting of the cane on her back.

“Keep going,” Tusk said. “Drink that milk.”

It was intimate, even pleasant. Soon, the two girls’ hands started exploring their bodies as they took turns drinking from each other. Tusk constantly made them aware of his presence with the cane, but it did not prevent Rachel from relishing the opportunity for a little tenderness in the middle of the pain and brutality.

“Enough,” Tusk finally said, his voice hoarse. He was breathing heavily, his face red and his cock hard as a rock from watching the two girls. Tusk walked over to Rachel and pulled her in to kiss her. His tongue explored her mouth, and he moaned into the kiss. It was forceful and a little clumsy, but it did manage to add to the arousal building within Rachel.

“Fuck, this is hot,” he grunted and slapped her breasts. He then moved on to Tessa, and his hungry lips pressed against hers. Rachel noticed a subtle smile on Tessa’s full lips, and her shackled hand disappeared between her thighs. “But enough of the soft stuff.” Tusk unlocked the chain connecting Rachel’s wrist shackles before locking her shackles together again behind her back. He connected the shackles to her collar, pulling her hands upward until it hurt her shoulders. The weight of her arms pulled at her collar, causing her to choke.

It felt amazing.

The powerful man then pulled the two girls toward a large bed in the back of the dungeon. The bed had a sturdy, dark wooden frame and several anchor points for restraints. A pulley was hung above the bed, and Tusk pulled a chain through it, attaching one end to Tessa’s collar while letting the other end hang loose. He then removed the chain connecting Tessa’s ankle restraints and gagged her using a large ballgag.

“Ah, this will be fun,” he said and laid down on his back. He pulled the end of the chain to force Tessa onto the bed. “You’re going to ride my cock, Tessa Zan. You’re going to ride me until I come inside you, and I’ll use this chain to choke you until you’re barely conscious.” He yanked at the chain to make his point. He then looked at Rachel. “You’re going to kiss me with those lovely lips. Kiss me and feed me from your breasts.”

Rachel nodded. She knew that the client could change his mind at any time and force her into an even worse position, so she had to appreciate the relatively harmless situation. She leaned in and kissed Tusk, allowing his ravenous tongue to once again explore her mouth. She winced when he grabbed her breasts and started squeezing and twisting her sore nipples.

“Oh yes,” Tusk groaned when Tessa lowered herself onto him. He bucked his hips to make the suspended Tessa bounce on his cock. Rachel did her best to kiss him, but it was not easy with the constant movement. She tried her best to ignore the uncomfortable angle at which her arms were being forced back.

“You’re a hot bitch,” Tusk groaned and twisted Rachel’s nipples hard. “I didn’t come here for you, but you’re a pleasant surprise.”

Rachel moaned, the pain from her breasts mixing with the pain in her shoulders when Tusk grabbed hold of her breast, forcing it into his mouth. Her torn nipple exploded in pain as he bit down on it, and Rachel had to bite her lips to keep from screaming. Her eyes lingered on Tessa, though, and she could tell that the suspended billionaire was not just putting on a show with her loud moans. Tessa was genuinely enjoying herself. She rode Tusk hard and fast, taking the thick cock as deep as her body would allow her. Even the gag seemed to spur her on, and she let out muffled moans while she drooled onto Tusk’s naked body.

Tusk seemed equally pleased. He kept one hand on Rachel’s breast and the other on the chain. He would often pull the chain, choking Tessa until she was close to passing out. Tessa responded by fucking him harder, her cries and moans muffled by the gag. Rachel could see the veins on Tessa’s neck against her skin as her body struggled to remain conscious.

“Here it comes, Zan,” Tusk grunted. He was yanking the chain hard, and Tessa’s face was turning blue. He grabbed the back of Rachel’s head and shoved his tongue down her throat just before he let out a long, satisfied moan. He then released the chain, and Tessa inhaled deeply as she fell backward, the thick cock leaving her pussy. She coughed into her gag while she tried to catch her breath.

“Now, it’s time for your friend,” Tusk said and looked at Rachel. “You’re going to suck me clean and lick my balls, and you’ll make it good. If I feel your teeth, you’ll be in serious trouble. Do you understand?”

Rachel nodded. Her pussy still burned from the hot sauce, and she never protested her clients’ orders, even if they had no intention of making her enjoy the experience. She did not have much room, but she managed to lie down on her side, and the cruel man’s hand immediately moved toward her buttock, squeezing and kneading her sore flesh.

“That’s a good slave,” he groaned and closed his eyes as Rachel’s lips and tongue set to work. She sucked hard, eager to get the ordeal over with.

“I don’t know how you got into this line of work, but I’m glad you did,” he muttered. ”I’ve been wanting to dominate that bitch for a long time.” He moaned again, and Rachel felt his cock respond. He was still horny, and his fingers slid inside her pussy. “She will break. But even that is not enough to sate me.” His voice darkened. “See, your mistress has rules regarding what I can do to Tessa. They don’t apply to you.”

Rachel felt the blood freeze in her veins.

The following hours were a dizzying display of pain, torture, and pleasure. Again and again, Tusk fucked Tessa in every conceivable position while choking or whipping her, often pausing to drink from her bruised udders. The short breaks he needed to recover were used to take out his most sadistic desires on Rachel.

Rachel was barely conscious when Tusk finally yawned and proclaimed that he was done. Spent. Exhausted. Without any further comments, he left the dungeon and the two broken women. Rachel was hanging from her wrists, the shackles cutting into her flesh. Her body was battered, filled with cuts and bruises. Her pussy and her asshole were both on fire from Tusk’s treatments, yet a hint of a smile still rested on her lips.

I did sign up for this, she thought to herself, though she hoped Skye would wait a few weeks before handing Rachel over to a client like this.

Tessa was lying on the floor in a fetal position, drenched in sweat and cum. She managed to raise her head to look up at Rachel with a tired smile, but neither of them had the energy to speak.

A few weeks later, Tessa Zan disappeared from the farm. Rachel knew better than to ask what happened to the slaves that left, but four months after her grueling session with Tusk, Rachel was being fucked in the ass and mouth by two investment bankers who were having a wonderful time.

”D... did you hear about Tessa Zan?” one of the men groaned while his cock pounded Rachel’s asshole.

”That CEO that just vanished half a year ago?” the other man grunted and came in Rachel’s mouth. She gagged on the overwhelming amount of cum and struggled to swallow it while still paying attention to the conversation.

”I heard a rumor that she was seen at some exclusive resort recently, being led around on a leash by Tusk. Pregnant. He claimed that she was his personal sex slave now.”

The other man laughed. ”Seriously? Her life must be a living hell now.”

Rachel smiled as she wiped her mouth. I guess you’re living your dream, Tess, she thought and groaned as the other man shot his seed inside her ass.
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Rachel was used to being dragged down dark hallways by the guards at the farm. It had been a year now, after all, and not once had the shackles been removed from her wrists and ankles, nor had the collar around her neck been unlocked. No clothes had covered her body, and though she occasionally had to endure boring days chained in her cell, Rachel had never regretted her choice to sign away years of her life.

But she knew that this hallway led to a place she had not visited since her first day at the hucow farm. The doctor’s office.

She knew the reason. She was still not pregnant. She was a profitable hucow, she knew that much, but being milked and fucked by the farm’s guests was not her only purpose. Her contract, signed without hesitation a year earlier, included a clause about being bred.

“Put her in the chair,” Doctor Traynor said sternly and nodded toward the gynecologist chair in the corner. There were leather straps on the armrests, but the guards did not bother to remove Rachel’s shackles and instead pulled them above her head, fastening them to the headrest.

The doctor watched the guards leave before she turned toward Rachel. “It’s been a year, Rachel,” she said with a frown, looking at her tablet. “You’re a young woman. Going by these numbers, more than 300 men have come inside you since you arrived.”

300? Fuck … “I … I don’t know why …” Rachel muttered. She had trouble finding the words.

“Look, I’ll be blunt.” Traynor took off her glasses and massaged the bridge of her nose. “You make the farm a lot of money. But the men pay because they believe you’ll get pregnant. It turns them on.”

Rachel swallowed the lump in her throat. This was not a new development. She had expected this moment for weeks, and it did not come as a surprise, but it was still an unsettling realization.

Traynor sighed and turned off the tablet. She sat down next to the bound hucow and gently caressed her naked stomach. Rachel closed her eyes and shivered. It felt good, intimate.

“I have a lot of theories, and I don’t want to bore you with the details. There is something we can try. It has worked on others in your situation.”

“What is it?”

Traynor smiled. “It’s a new drug. Just one large vaginal pill inserted a few times a year. But there are … side effects.” The doctor’s soft hands moved downward and lightly caressed Rachel’s inner thigh. “Your breasts will grow even more. You’ll be … hornier. And you’ll be more sensitive to touch. This means that whippings will hurt more - and having sex will be far more intense.”

Rachel shuddered.

Traynor continued. Her gentle touch moved further inward, her fingertips slowly approaching Rachel’s chastity belt.

“You’re aroused right now, aren’t you, Rachel? It’s perfectly natural.”

Rachel nodded and bit her lip. She was. It was almost constant, brought on by the hormones in her body, the sound and feel of her restraints, and the daily sexual encounters that rarely ended in Rachel achieving orgasm before the belt was locked on again.

Traynor smiled. “That is why this could work. If I insert the pill right now, it might give you the kickstart your body needs. But there’s a risk. If it fails, you’ll have to undergo more invasive procedures.”

“Such as?”

Traynor’s fingers traced the steel belt, and she smiled. “Such as surgery. The pill has worked for many, and it will not harm you in the short term, but you might want to think long and hard about the alternatives.”

Rachel had a feeling she would have little say in the matter, but the pill sounded manageable for now.

“I’ll do it,” Rachel said after a brief moment of consideration. “Insert the pill.”

Traynor did not seem surprised. “I thought you’d say that.” She leaned closer and planted a gentle kiss on Rachel’s lips. “You’re a very brave girl, Rachel. I’m sure this will work.” She got up and walked over to a counter where a variety of devices and pills were lined up. She returned with a long steel device that had a thick, round pill at the end. It was bigger than any sex toy Rachel had ever taken.

Traynor unlocked Rachel’s chastity belt and placed the massive device between Rachel’s legs. “Take a deep breath.”

Rachel did, and she clenched her fists as the cold steel slowly spread her labia. Traynor was careful, and the sensation was not entirely unpleasant, but it was intense. The pill moved further in, and Rachel started moaning, not caring if the doctor was listening. She was used to feeling the cold steel of the chastity belt against her most sensitive parts, but not like this.

“The pill will dissolve quickly, but your body will accept it faster if it orgasms.” The tone of the doctor’s voice was professional, but a smile rested on her lips. “I do enjoy this part of the job.”

The doctor crawled onto the chair and leaned in over the shackled and helpless Rachel. One hand held the metal device and used it to slowly fuck Rachel while the other hand rubbed her clit.

“I rarely get a taste myself,” Traynor said and closed her lips around Rachel’s nipple.

Rachel was still getting used to the large device, but the stimulation from the doctor made the discomfort disappear, and soon, she was panting, squirming, and struggling in her restraints.

”Oh, God,” Rachel whimpered. The doctor was skilled, and the pill had found its target. She had not been this aroused in a while, and the thought of climaxing made her heart beat faster.

“Are you close?” Traynor asked and kissed her.

Rachel nodded. “So close.”

The doctor’s fingers moved faster, the device went in deeper, and the combined sensations sent Rachel over the edge. The orgasm was intense and unexpected, and she was not prepared for the powerful waves that washed over her, making her moan, her body twitch and spasm, and her toes curl.

“Well done,” the doctor whispered.

Rachel’s mind was still a haze from the powerful orgasm, but she nodded. “Thank you, Mistress.”

The doctor got off the chair and put the chastity belt back on Rachel. “I’m no mistress. The guards will return you to your stall for now. You should begin to feel the side effects tonight.”

Rachel did not get much rest that night as she lay on the hay in her cramped stall. She had always been horny, even before the change, and her body had reacted to the lightest touch. Now, it was more like an inferno. A raging desire that could not be quenched.

She was dripping wet, her clit and nipples were throbbing, and the slightest movements caused her to gasp and moan. She tried to focus on her breathing and clear her mind, but it was no use. She clawed at her chastity belt even though she knew it was impossible to remove it. But the arousal was nothing compared to the pain in her breasts.

When the milking cart finally arrived in the morning, Rachel was a whimpering mess. She squeezed her now gigantic udders through the steel bars in the stall door and begged the guard to attach the milking collectors quickly.

By the end of the third day, Rachel was exhausted, but her breasts were larger than ever, and her nipples were a bright red. The arousal was constant, worse than before, and even the slightest breeze across her skin felt like a lover’s caress.

Mistress Skye was waiting for Rachel in the lobby when she was led in by a guard. The tall woman was wearing a red latex catsuit and had her long hair tied back in a tight ponytail.

“I heard the pill didn’t take,” she said with a stern expression. “The doctor informed me. You’ll have to be surgically altered.”

Rachel gasped, struggling to stand upright due to the weight of her breasts. “What?”

Skye chuckled and crossed her arms. “I’m just messing with you. The doctor said it went well. She also told me you’d be more ... sensitive.”

“I didn’t know you made jokes,” Rachel said with a frown.

“It’s a rare occurrence. Let’s have a look.”

Skye had the guard lift Rachel’s arms and pull them up behind her head, causing the hucow’s enormous tits to stick out. The tall woman smiled and ran her gloved hands across the smooth skin.

“Quite a bit bigger, aren’t they?”

Rachel nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

“We should have done this ages ago. The clients are going to love it.” Skye smacked Rachel’s breast, causing her to cry out. “I think you’ve rested enough. I have a special client for you. Well … two, actually.”

Rachel raised an eyebrow and massaged her sore breast when the guard let go of her shackles. “I don’t have to do the line-up with the other girls?”

Skye shook her head and gestured for Rachel to follow. “Not this time. They described the kind of girl they wanted and you fit perfectly.”

Rachel stopped. “They?”

“The Bridgertons.” Skye grabbed hold of the chain locked to Rachel’s collar and pulled it to get the confused hucow to move. “They are aching to have a child. I wouldn’t normally pick you for breeding due to your history, but with the new treatment, I thought why not.”

Rachel shuffled awkwardly behind Skye. Even after a year in chains, she struggled to keep up with her long-legged mistress. She had always known the breeding was part of her contract, but having a couple pin their hopes on her felt way more serious than the daily fucking sessions with horny investment bankers.

“The woman … will be there too?” Rachel had done couples before, but this seemed different.

“Oh, they’re seeing this as a bonding opportunity. Expect her to be very invested.” Skye checked her watch. “They’ll be here shortly. They’ve booked a suite in the guest wing and will be using you whenever they want for the foreseeable future.”

It felt like an eternity before the door opened. Skye has told Rachel that the couple was young and successful, known to be kind and well-liked. Rachel felt awkward in her heavy shackles, and she had not gotten used to her breasts which were now almost comically big.

And swollen. I do hope they like milk.

The door opened. A handsome man entered, and his face lit up with a warm smile when he saw Rachel. Holding his hand was a woman in her late twenties with long blonde hair and the kindest, most expressive blue eyes Rachel had ever seen.

She was immediately drawn to them both.

“Hello,” the man said and approached Rachel. “I’m Alan. We are so you could … you know.” He reached out and gently squeezed her hand, a gesture she was not used to. “She seems … perfect, doesn’t she, Christine?”

The woman nodded and smiled at Rachel. She did not approach and seemed a little shy. “She is.” Her eyes lingered on Rachel’s naked form, focusing on her breasts for a while. “Perfect.”

Skye clapped her hands. “Very good. Introductions made.” She smiled at Rachel before turning toward Alan. “Your suite is down the hall to the right. There’s a … playroom through the red door in the back. You can keep the slave there if you want or call for a guard to take her away. It’s your choice.” She handed the chain to Rachel’s collar to Alan, who became flustered for a moment.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” Skye chuckled. “I’m sure Christine would prefer to hold the leash.”

Christine blushed as well but took the chain from Skye. Rachel was struggling to get a read on Christine. She was very pretty, but there was something about her that made the hair on Rachel’s arms stand up. Something about the way she looked at her.

“Thank you,” Alan said to Skye. “We’ll take good care of her.”

“I know you will,” Skye said and turned to leave. “Have fun!”

Rachel’s legs were trembling as she followed the couple. She had never been given to a client for an extended period like this, she was used to shorter sessions.

“Thank you for doing this,” Christine said in a distant, cold tone. She stopped and pulled Rachel closer. “We’re very serious about becoming parents. If you do get pregnant, we’ll have to discuss how that will be handled, but for now …” She leaned in with a smile and whispered: “… you should know that we’re a little messed up.”

Her warm breath on Rachel’s ear and the unpleasant tone in Christine’s voice made the experienced hucow shiver. Alan laughed, though, and squeezed Rachel’s buttock. “Christine is a bit of a psycho, isn’t she? She just can’t help herself. She’s a kind person, except when it comes to … all that stuff. You understand, I’m sure.”

Rachel swallowed the lump in her throat and nodded. “Yes, Master. Mistress.”

The suite was enormous, the furniture luxurious and expensive-looking, but Rachel did not get to enjoy the opulence for long before they dragged her into the adjacent playroom.

Playroom? This is a torture room. Rachel knew she should have expected it, but Christine’s chilling words and Alan’s eerily kind demeanor made Rachel terrified of what the couple was capable of.

Terrified and curious.

They were gentle, though. At first. They led Rachel into the center of the room, and Alan kissed her softly. He was a handsome man, and his touch made her body tremble. His wife watched with a strange, fascinated look on her face.

He took off his clothes and pulled Rachel closer, and she could feel his cock harden as it pressed against her belly. His hands were all over her, caressing, touching, exploring. This was not what she was used to. This was almost loving, and Rachel was not sure she was comfortable with receiving this kind of affection in front of Alan’s wife. She glanced at Christine. She was biting her lip and rubbing the inside of her thigh, obviously aching to join, but at the moment, there was no hint of jealousy on the young woman’s face.

Alan grabbed Rachel by her shoulders and forced her down on her knees. This was more like the sessions she was used to, and she obediently opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue to invite his hard cock inside. Rachel could already taste his precum when the tip of his cock touched her tongue, and she smiled as she closed her lips around his shaft and let him use her mouth. He was not rough and forceful like most men, but Rachel could tell that he was aching to finish, and she did her best to pleasure him with her tongue and throat.

He groaned and grabbed hold of Rachel’s ponytail to pull her closer. “Not so eager,” he said. “My cum does not go in your mouth.” He pulled out and slapped Rachel hard, but the kind smile never left his lips. Rachel yelped and fell backward in surprise, but Alan managed to grab her by both arms and dragged her over to a leather-padded table. He bent her backward over the table, locking Rachel’s shackles and collar to the other end while leaving her feet on the ground.

“We have been wanting to have a child for a long time, but it has not worked,” Alan said as he pulled a pair of nipple clamps from a nearby shelf and clipped them to Rachel’d nipples. She had not been exposed to clamps since she visited the doctor, and the flash of intense pain caused her to scream, which amused Catherine. The beautiful woman giggled and approached to watch her husband work the clamps. Rachel squirmed on the table, but Alan kept her steady.

“You’re an artist in a dungeon,” Christine said. She looked at her husband with loving, lusting eyes. The shyness that Rachel had noticed when they first met was gone. “It’s such a turn-on to watch you torture a worthless slave like this one.”

Rachel let out a muffled moan. She had not been allowed to climax in ages, and the torment on her nipples triggered the masochist inside her.

“Let me do the honors,” Christine said and gently pushed her husband aside. She was holding a large dildo, one of the largest Rachel had seen. And she had experienced a lot of dildos at this point. “I’ll use this to warm up her pussy for you, my love. Then we can ram it in her ass.”

Alan unlocked Rachel’s chastity belt with the key given to him by Skye and smiled at Christine. “Of course.” He sat down in a chair and started jerking off while watching his wife push the tip of the large toy inside Rachel. It felt like she was going to split in half, but her pussy was dripping wet, making it easier to take.

Christine was not interested in taking it slow, though, and the thick toy entered Rachel faster than she could handle. She screamed and tried to twist away, but Christine did not let up and slammed the toy inside the helpless slave again and again.

Alan was breathing fast and heavy. “Don’t make her come, my love. We’ll make her suffer for a bit longer.”

Christine removed the dildo and left Rachel’s pussy gaping, the cool air causing an odd sensation of emptiness. With a smile that sent shivers down Rachel’s spine, Christine pressed the dildo into Rachel’s asshole while her husband got up from his chair. His cock was hard and ready, and Rachel whimpered in anticipation as he moved closer and positioned himself between her legs.

Rachel cried out when a flash of intense pleasure shot out from her labia as Alan’s hard cock entered her. It felt beyond amazing; he was big, but not uncomfortably large like the dildo had been, and the feeling of his soft-skinned cock inside her was overwhelming. The giant dildo remained stuck in Rachel’s ass, and it moved along with Alan’s increasingly violent thrusts.

Meanwhile, Christine undressed, revealing a gorgeous, athletic body with visible abs and a tan that had undoubtedly been built on a yacht in the Caribbean. Christine grabbed a knotted flogger from a table nearby and crawled onto the table, and she soon lowered her clean-shaven pussy onto Rachel’s face. Rachel knew what was expected and started licking Christine’s labia, her tongue moving in circles while the beautiful woman started whipping her thighs and belly.

Christine moaned, her voice hoarse with lust and desire, and Rachel was careful not to go too fast, not to bring the young woman over the edge. The flogger stung as it struck Rachel’s skin; under normal circumstances, the flogger would simply be a tease, a tool for arousal, but Rachel was more sensitive now. It hurt, but she had long since learned to draw great pleasure from pain.

This is intense!

Rachel could not contain herself. The doctor’s treatment had made her too sensitive, too horny, and she could not hold back the tide that soon broke the dam and sent her spiraling into an intense, violent orgasm. She screamed into Christine’s pussy as she squirted wildly onto Alan’s cock. He laughed as she showered him in her fluids, and it only served to spur him on.

He’s still going, Rachel thought and whimpered as the intense pleasure turned to grueling discomfort. Every time the hard cock slid across her clit, she squirmed, but Christine was not holding back either. The flogger was striking harder and harder, and the cruel woman seemed to be getting a thrill out of having Rachel scream into her pussy while she kept licking her.

Alan groaned and pushed himself deep inside Rachel. He cried out as he started filling the whimpering hucow with his seed. Rachel could feel her pussy being flooded with his cum. She wanted to cry, she was exhausted, and all she could do was lick Christine’s pussy like a good slave, but her tongue was getting tired. Christine did not seem to care, and the young woman began pulling at the nipple clamps, eager to finish now that her husband had pulled his drained cock out of Rachel’s pussy.

“Oh yes,” Christine groaned. “Fuck, that feels good!”

Rachel could barely keep her eyes open. She tried not to focus on the burning sensation from the flogger and the clamps. She kept on licking, kissing, and sucking Christine’s clit. The woman’s body was glistening with sweat, her muscles tense and her moans louder and louder.

Christine was on the edge, and when she finally came, she almost fell forward. Rachel licked up the juices as Christine rubbed herself against Rachel’s face, and the young woman’s body trembled with each orgasmic wave. Rachel could tell that Christine was trying to make her orgasm last, and her hands were shaking when she finally crawled off the table.

“Fuck, that was hot,” Alan said. He was still naked and was stroking his soft cock. “Can’t wait to fill her again. And again.”

Christine smiled and wiped the sweat off her brow. “I agree. It’ll be fun to torture this cow until she becomes pregnant.”

Pregnant. Rachel was still shackled to the table and struggled to catch her breath. Maybe she was already pregnant. She did not get much time to reflect on the possibility before Alan unlocked her restraints from the table and pushed her inside a small cage in the corner of the room. It was cramped, and the metal bars pushed against her naked body from all sides. She had to sit and pull her legs up against her chest to fit in there, and Alan made sure to lock her shackles to the top of the cage to ensure that she could not touch herself.

“Get some rest,” he said. “We’ll need you later today.”

“And again tonight,” Christine added and kissed her husband. “And every day until we’re sure you’re knocked up.”

Rachel sighed. She closed her eyes and tried to ignore the soreness from the clamps. She had not been given much time to process the prospect of being pregnant, and she wondered what would happen to her if she was. She had grown to love her life on the farm, and she had no idea if the couple would let her stay if she carried their child.

I’ll have to deal with that when the time comes, she thought to herself and winced as the clamped, engorged breasts sent waves of intense discomfort through her body. She sighed and rested her head against the cold steel bars while she felt Alan’s seed trickle out of her pussy.

The couple was relentless. At least three times a day, they would engage in drawn-out, grueling BDSM sessions with the poor hucow, and even though Rachel had built up a lot of stamina during her time on the farm, she was constantly exhausted. The sessions usually ended when Alan deposited his seed inside her, but Christine was not above extending the experience with gruesome whippings and inventive torture. Rachel spent her nights in cramped cages or a tiny, dark cell at the back of the room. She never saw the outside, never met any of the other hucows, and it was beginning to toy with her mind.

But it had worked. She knew it the moment she woke up that day. Something about her body had changed.

Fuck ... now what? Part of her had hoped that the treatment had not worked and that the couple would eventually give up and move on to a different hucow slave, but she also felt a certain sense of pride and satisfaction at finally fulfilling her purpose.

“Are you awake, my slave?” Christine’s voice sounded outside the cell. “I’m going shopping today, and I feel like caning your udders until they bleed before I go.”

Rachel did not respond. She was too focused on the odd sensation in her body.

“Come on, you stupid cow,” Christine said and unlocked the cell door. “You know I don’t need your permission.” She entered, grabbed Rachel by the hair, and dragged her out of the cell. “Alan is busy with work, so it’s just me and you for a while.”

“Mistress ...” Rachel’s throat felt dry. She stared at the floor, fiddling with her shackles. “I’m ... I believe I’m pregnant.”

Christine took a step back. “Excuse me?”

Rachel cleared her throat. “I’m pretty sure I’m pregnant, Mistress.”

Christine stared at Rachel while both joy and skepticism played in her eyes. “You’re not just trying to escape the caning, are you?”

Rachel shook her head, though Christine’s canings were brutal, especially now that her breasts were larger and more sensitive.

Christine’s face lit up in a smile that made her seem more approachable than the sadistic woman Rachel was used to seeing. Tears formed in the corner of her eyes, and she dropped the cane to the floor. “Oh ... God. We ... we need to get you to the doctor. I want to be sure!”

Rachel felt a knot form in her stomach as the excited woman grabbed hold of her chains and dragged her through the mansion.

She knew the farm. She knew life here. What life awaited her now?

Rachel was pregnant. Doctor Traynor had confirmed it, and it had set off a series of events that the hucow had no control over. Now, she was going away. Away from the farm. Christine and Alan were taking her with them until she gave birth to their child, but no one had told Rachel what would happen after. Could she return to the farm? Did she want to? She was conflicted and frustrated; she had been sitting in a cold, dark cell for days now, waiting for everything to be sorted out, and she just wanted to get moving, even if she dreaded to see what the young couple had in store for her.

When the cell door finally opened, she was surprised to see Mistress Skye standing in the doorway alone. The tall, imposing woman smiled and unlocked Rachel’s restraints from the wall. “Get up. We don’t have much time. You need to be on the road soon.”

Rachel stood, and Skye pulled her close, kissing her on the lips. “I’m so proud of you. I know I’ve been tough, but it’s been great watching you grow. I know you’re scared of what comes next, but you’ve probably endured worse.”

Rachel nodded. “Thank you, Mistress.” She could not bring herself to say anything else. She had not expected Skye’s words to affect her as much as they did. “I’ll miss this place.”

Skye smiled and squeezed Rachel’s chin, tilting her head up. “Don’t worry. It’s not over.” As she had done so many times before, Skye grabbed the chain to Rachel’s collar and pulled it. “Follow me.”

Rachel had expected to be taken to the lobby or the courtyard, but Skye instead turned toward the back of the stable building they were in. Rachel had only been there a few times in the beginning. No clients came here.

This was where the staff punished unruly hucows. Severely.

“I don’t understand, Mistress,” Rachel said.

Skye smiled. “I’ve decided to take a little bit of extra time with you to show my appreciation. I’ve never seen such a dedicated, obedient slave.”

Rachel’s legs were trembling as she followed her mistress. This was not what she had expected. She had no doubt that Skye was going to give her a good time, but the woman was a sadist at heart, and Rachel knew she would suffer.

“Here we are,” Skye said. They entered a dark room lit by a few muted lightbulbs. Skye’s heels echoed on the stone floor as she led Rachel into a large room, the walls covered in chains, whips, and floggers. There were also hooks hanging from the roof and a rack of bondage gear in the corner. The room was not unlike the ones at the main mansion where Rachel had spent countless hours screaming and moaning while being used by clients, but this dungeon had an air of desperation and fear about it. This was not a place of pleasure, it was a place of punishment.

Skye removed her leather gloves and caressed Rachel’s cheek. “I’m going to hurt you, Rachel. But for the first time since your arrival, the pain will be about your pleasure, not someone else’s.” She led Rachel over to a wooden horse and bent the confused hucow over it. She locked Rachel’s ankle restraints to each leg, leaving her spread and vulnerable, before fixing her collar and shackles to the device as well.

It was not a new sensation. Rachel had been restrained like this dozens of times.

“AAAAAAAAH!”

Rachel had been caned so many times that she could judge the thickness of a cane from the first hit. This was one of the mean ones. Skye knew how to wield a cane better than any client did, and the stinging pain sent tremors through Rachel’s body.

Then ... nothing.

What is ... oh .... oooooooh ...

She felt Skye’s soft hand caress her slit with a feathery touch, but only for a few seconds. Then the hand disappeared again, and another explosion of intense pain followed as the cane once again landed on Rachel’s ass.

“AAAAAAAARGH!” Rachel screamed and clenched her fists. She tried to squirm, to move away, but the sturdy, wooden horse did not budge. Skye was an expert on the subject and kept hitting the same spot. Again and again. Rachel could feel the skin break and the blood trickling out of the wounds.

But Skye was a master at mixing pain and pleasure, and whenever the pain started to get too intense, she would let the cane fall to the floor and once again start caressing Rachel’s pussy. Her touch was soft, almost loving, and she knew exactly where to touch to make the slave squirm and whimper.

Rachel’s nipples were hard and aching. Her breasts were hanging freely beneath her, and Rachel had to struggle not to move around too much for fear of them bouncing around and causing her discomfort.

Skye kept switching between intense pain and overwhelming pleasure for what felt like an eternity. Rachel was crying and moaning at the same time, unable to cope with the emotions and sensations ravaging her body.

She came.

She came when the cane hit her just right.

It had never happened before, and it was not something she was prepared for. It felt like an explosion of raw pleasure, and it made her entire body tremble with delight.

Skye stopped and gently massaged Rachel’s clit while the orgasm tore through the poor slave’s body. But she did not release her. Instead, she walked to the other side of the wooden horse and pulled a small stool over. She sat down and placed a glass beneath Rachel’s hanging udders, milking them effortlessly until the glass was full. Rachel welcomed the relief and even the humiliation.

“So sweet,” Skye said as she drank the milk. She caressed Rachel’s blushing cheek. “You know ... they have inquired about what it would cost to get you as their private slave. Forever.”

“What?” Rachel tried to look up, but the restraints would not allow it.

Skye emptied the glass and put it aside. “I think they want more than one kid. And they think you’re good ... breeding stock.” Skye chuckled. “It’s not for me, or them, to decide though. You may be a slave, but we still adhere to the contract. We can rent you out to them until your term is up, but what happens after that is up to you.”

“I don’t ...” Rachel paused. It had been months since she last thought about what she wanted to do when her contract with the farm was over.

“Something to consider.” Skye patted Rachel on the head and stood up. “I think you’re ready for the next part now.”

“The next ... mmmmh?” Rachel did not have time to finish her question before a large ballgag was stuffed in her mouth. Skye released Rachel from the wooden horse and forced the shackled hucow down onto her back on a rack in the corner. The rack looked like something used by the Inquisition, made to stretch a prisoner until their limbs dislocated, but with a variation - there was an opening between Rachel’s spread legs for a person to stand.

”I rarely get to use this,” Skye said and let her fingers run across the old, splintered wood. She turned the wheel that she had locked Rachel’s shackles to and smiled when the slave gasped.

The rack creaked, and Rachel felt the ropes and chains strain as the wheel turned. The sensation was uncomfortable as the heavy steel restraints were digging into her wrists and ankles. Then, the discomfort became worse. She felt her muscles ache and her joints scream in protest, and just when the pain was about to become unbearable, Skye stopped turning the wheel.

“Helpless. Unable to move.” Skye leaned in and closed her lips around Rachel’s nipple. She sucked on it for a while before letting go and crawling onto the rack. “Feels intense, doesn’t it?”

Rachel had to agree. She could not move even a little, and her already sensitive skin felt like it was on fire. She was convinced that she could come just from Skye breastfeeding, but it was not to be.

Skye disappeared for a moment, only to reappear between Rachel’s legs. Something rubbed against her pussy. And her asshole. A double strapon ...

”Never had this happen to you, have you?” Skye asked with a seductive smirk. Rachel shook her head. She whimpered as Skye rubbed the two dildos against her openings, bracing herself for their inevitable entrance. She was dripping wet and had taken much bigger cocks in the past, but this was still a challenge, and she was not prepared for the sensation of being fucked in both holes at the same time.

It felt amazing.

Rachel cried out, the sound muffled by the ballgag. She squirmed and struggled, but the rack did not leave her enough slack to do anything. All she could do was lie there and take it as Mistress Skye fucked her harder and harder. It was a new sensation and one that sent waves of pleasure through Rachel’s body. She was already exhausted after the session on the wooden horse, but the new sensation kept her awake and aroused.

”Mmmh! Mmh!” Rachel screamed as her body built toward a climax. Skye was not letting up and kept going, and the orgasm came faster than Rachel had expected. Her body was too horny after the treatment, too much on edge, and she screamed in desperation when Skye did not stop.

“Well ... maybe ... it’s not only ... about your pleasure,” Skye grunted with a smile. She kept going, even after Rachel’s body went limp and she started moaning in discomfort. It had been an intense day, and the continuous stimulation was too much. Rachel’s body was shaking and trembling, and her eyes rolled back in her head. Skye did not relent, though, and kept fucking her for what felt like hours.

By the end, Rachel could barely remember who she was. Skye had to support her and help her off the rack, but even the cold floor felt soothing after such an ordeal. Skye removed her leather skirt to reveal her pussy before she unbuckled Rachel’s gag. No words were spoken, none were needed. Even though she was beyond broken and exhausted, Rachel got on her knees and began licking her mistress. The only sound in the room was that of Rachel’s chains and her tongue lashing enthusiastically at Skye’s clit and slit.

Skye let out a hoarse moan when she came and grabbed hold of Rachel’s hair to pull her closer. Her body tensed and shivered, and a warm wave of juices ran down Rachel’s chin.

“Fuck ...” Skye moaned. “You’re good. Too good ...”

Rachel kept licking. Skye’s pussy was dripping wet, and her muscles spasmed and clenched as a second orgasm followed closely behind. Rachel swallowed, eager to taste her mistress. Skye wiped the sweat from her brow and pulled Rachel to her feet.

“And thus concludes our session,” she said and grabbed Rachel’s collar, pulling her in for a forceful, but passionate kiss. “If we don’t see each other again ... then good luck.”

It felt odd to see the farm disappear in the distance. For so long, the outside world had not mattered to Rachel, she rarely thought about it. Her existence had been one of constant sex, milkings, and submission. In a way, it had been a simple life, one where all she had to do was what Skye and the clients ordered her to.

Now, she did not know what to expect. It was not as if she was returning to her old life, quite the contrary. She knew the rough terms of what had been agreed on between the farm and the Bridgertons, that she was to carry the baby to term while in the care of the couple, but she had no idea how her life would be in that time.

Rachel sighed and leaned her head against the car’s window. Her body had adapted to life as a fertile hucow slave, constantly aching for both pain and pleasure. Doctor Traynor’s treatment had only made it worse. Though she did not dislike her temporary owners, despite Christine’s sadism, she wondered if they would just deposit her in a room somewhere until she could deliver their child.

She hoped not. She would rather be tortured daily than be left to rot.

The expensive SUV glided effortlessly along, and they were soon on the highway heading back toward the city. Rachel had never been in a vehicle this luxurious before, and it felt odd to have her naked body rub against leather that was likely sourced from the most exclusive of cows. She was still shackled and wearing her chastity belt, at least that had not changed, and it was weird to sit and watch normal families drive past them from her place in the back seat.

Am I even a part of this world anymore?

“Are you okay back there?” Christine looked back at Rachel from her place in the front. There was a genuine smile on her face, a smile that she had worn every time she had looked at Rachel since the pregnancy was confirmed.

“Eh ... yes, Mistress. Thank you.” Rachel fiddled with her shackles and blushed. She gently massaged her massive breasts. “I’m a little ... full, though. I’d hate to drip on the seats.”

Christine laughed. “Don’t worry about that. We’ll be there soon, then we’ll get you milked.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Rachel did not know if she was relieved or disappointed at Christine’s changed demeanor. Part of her wanted the sadist who had a fondness for whips and oversized dildos, and Rachel was beginning to worry that the pregnancy would cause them to be too careful with her.

Christine seemed to read her mind. “We’re not going to pamper you if that is what you’re hoping for, slave.”

Rachel could not help but smile. “It’s not, Mistress. Quite the contrary, if I’m honest.”

“Good. Because I want a resilient, strong child, and I believe a child like that is born by a mother who has endured great pain and trials. Besides, I have no intention of putting a lid on my urges for the next several months.”

They drove for ten more minutes, and Rachel was surprised to see that they were heading for the city docks. They drove past gigantic freighters and rows of industrial buildings until they reached a secluded part of the docks that Rachel had no idea existed.

Holy shit, is that their ship?

The SUV parked in front of a giant yacht, where a dozen uniformed staff members, both men and women, stood in a neat row next to the gangway. A few of the staff members rushed to open the trunk to receive the many suitcases the couple had brought to the farm while others opened the doors to let the couple and Rachel out.

I travel light, Rachel thought as she watched them carry suitcase after suitcase aboard. She had nothing. She needed nothing.

The Bridgertons exited the car, and Christine helped Rachel out as well. Rachel allowed herself a moment to feel the wind in her hair, and the smell of the ocean and the cries of seagulls in the distance filled her with a sense of calmness. She had spent days in a cold cell, and she welcomed the fresh air.

“This way,” a uniformed man said with a stern expression and grabbed hold of the chain dangling from Rachel’s collar. Alan and Christine were already halfway up the gangway, and Rachel had trouble keeping up with the man as they moved up the narrow walkway that moved slightly up and down.

The ship was massive. There was a pool at the end and even a helicopter on the top deck, and Rachel struggled to fathom how much all of the luxury on display could have cost. The staff members all hurried along to fulfill their roles, except the morose man who had a firm grasp of Rachel’s collar chain.

“Take her downstairs,” Christine said. “Make sure she’s milked.” She smiled and let a finger run across Rachel’s rock-hard nipple. The soft touch was enough to send a jolt of arousal through Rachel. “Don’t make her too comfortable.”

“Of course,” the man said with a smile.

How big is this thing? Rachel was dragged through countless rooms, including what looked like a wellness area, a pool, a few lounges, and the crew quarters. The luxury seemed to fade the deeper they got, and Rachel could not help but smile as they reached the end of a long, narrow corridor at the bottom of the ship. The man pushed her inside a tiny room with walls of bare steel and exposed pipes in the ceiling. There were no windows, and the hum of the ship’s engine could be heard and felt at all times. It was humid and unpleasant - Rachel felt right at home. Part of her would have enjoyed lounging on sunbeds or plush couches, but it just would not have felt right.

“This is where you’ll be staying,” the man said and locked Rachel’s shackles to a ring on the floor. “I’m sure you’ll be taken to other parts of the ship to serve your masters, but this is where you’ll sleep. Do you have any questions?”

“No ... Sir,” Rachel said, unsure of what to call the man. “I just ... will I have a bucket or something? For when I have to pee?”

The man laughed and closed the door. He left Rachel in darkness. She sat on the hard floor for a while, her mind racing. She was used to being alone, but the small space and the sound from the engine made her anxious.

She did not have to wait long before she got company, though. The door soon opened and a young woman entered. She was short, with long dark hair and an expression of disdain on her face.

“I’m here to milk you, cow,” she said in a heavy accent Rachel could not place. She placed a steel bucket and a small stool on the floor in front of the hucow. “Are you ready?”

Rachel nodded. “Thank you.”

“Whatever.” The woman lacked finesse, or maybe she just did not care, and Rachel groaned in pain when the woman started squeezing her nipples, causing the milk to squirt out into the bucket. The woman kept going, and even though Rachel was in pain, she was grateful that her breasts no longer felt as strained.

The milking did not take long, and the woman was about to leave when she paused. “Do you need to pee?”

Rachel nodded. “Yes. Do you have a bucket or something?”

The woman shook her head. She pointed to the floor. “You go on the floor. Christine’s orders. There’s a drain in the corner, we’ll be hosing down the room and you a few times a week. Welcome aboard. We’ve got a long voyage ahead of us.”

Rachel should have been appalled, disgusted, but she just shrugged as the door closed. It was not much different than her stall, except for the lack of hay.

“Well ... I guess this is just a new adventure,” Rachel muttered to herself as she laid herself down on the cold steel floor and closed her eyes.

The girl had not been lying. What Rachel had initially believed to be a fairly short trip to wherever the Bridgertons resided turned out to be a world-spanning voyage over several months. Rachel spent most of her time in the dark room at the bottom of her ship where she was milked by the sour-faced woman a few times a day, and she was always grateful whenever the Bridgertons decided to bring her to the upper decks for intense and arousing BDSM sessions. It had been months now, and Rachel’s belly had grown a fair bit. Her udders were, if anything, bigger now, and she struggled to stand up straight when they were filled.

But she liked it. She felt like she had a purpose. And as time passed, she realized that she did not want this life to stop.

Ever.

She had no idea what she would do if she chose to return to society, despite the huge amounts of money her contract would have made her. And thus, Rachel’s fateful decision was made.

The uniformed man had just finished hosing Rachel off with cold water. It felt invigorating and refreshing, but it did not wash away the thoughts that had kept her awake for days.

“Sir ... I ... I need to speak to the master and mistress. Please.”

The man looked at her with a puzzled expression. “You dare ask for something like that?”

Rachel nodded. “Please. They can punish me for my insolence afterward if it is needed.”

The man shrugged. “Alright. But you’ve barely recovered from your last session.”

You do not need to remind me. Rachel had not been able to lie on her back for two days.

The man led her up through the decks and out onto the back part of the ship. The ship was docked next to a beautiful tropical island. Christine was topless, sunbathing on a sunbed while Alan was on the phone, seemingly doing business. They both looked up when Rachel approached, and she could not help but feel out of place with her clunky shackles in the spotless surroundings.

“What is she doing here? Did you ask for her to be brought up, Alan?” Christine said.

Alan shook his head. “No. Stefan, why did you bring her?”

“She asked to see you, Sir.” The man called Stefan rubbed the back of his neck. “She wouldn’t tell me why.”

“Well ...” Christine got up from the sunbed and sighed. “Speak, slave.”

“Mistress ... I ...” The words felt heavy and fateful. “I want to accept your offer. To become your permanent slave.”

The couple looked at each other. Christine smiled.

“Oh? Are you sure?”

“Yes. I’m pregnant with your child, and I want to make more. I ... I love this life. I love being a slave, a hucow ... your property.”

Christine’s smile grew wider. She turned to Alan. “See? I told you she’d love it. I knew that girl had it in her.” She walked closer to Rachel. “And you realize that we can sell you to whoever we want if we grow bored of you.”

Rachel paused. She knew it was a possibility, but she had decided not to dwell on it. “Yes, Mistress.”

“And that your life will be one of servitude and pain?”

“I’ve never been happier, Mistress. Please ...”

Christine chuckled. She let her hands run up and down Rachel’s naked body. “We’ll have to celebrate. We’re having guests over tonight ... I was going to leave you down below, but now I believe you’ll have to be the main attraction.”

Rachel smiled. “If that is what you wish, Mistress.” It felt like the right decision, and the thought of being the center of attention at a lavish party gave Rachel butterflies as Stefan once again led her below deck.

A few hours later, two female staffers that Rachel had rarely interacted with came to get her and gave her a proper bath. It was the first she had had in ages, and they even removed her chastity belt to clean her properly. Rachel sighed with delight as the soft cloth caressed her aching pussy, and even though she was still shackled, she felt like she was at a five-star resort being pampered. The women then helped her apply makeup before leading her upstairs to a large lounge at the central part of the ship. A long dining table was placed at the center of the room with seating for two dozen guests, and a bartender was busy mixing drinks behind the bar.

“You’ll be over here,” one of the women said and led Rachel to the end of the table where the welcome drinks were being placed. They shackled her hands behind her back and connected the shackles to Rachel’s collar, causing the weight of her arms to choke her. It was not a new sensation to her, in fact, she rather liked it. What she was less enthusiastic about was the metal device set up on a small table. The girls helped her onto the table and made her kneel before pressing Rachel’s breasts into the vice-like device. She winced as they turned the screw on top which caused the device to compress her enormous breasts until a few drops of milk escaped them.

“Perfect,” one girl said with a smile. “Comfortable?”

“No,” Rachel groaned.

The girl shrugged. “You’ll only have to endure it for an hour or so.”

And then what?

Rachel was forced to endure the constant discomfort in her breasts until the first guests arrived to fetch their welcome drink. The women were all young and gorgeous, wearing elegant dresses and jewelry worth more than the house Rachel grew up in. The men varied in age, but they all carried themselves with enviable confidence. This was not the 1% - this was the 0.000001%. Rachel would not know what to say to people like this, and she appreciated the fact that she did not have to - a large ballgag had been inserted into her mouth, and her only function was to deliver breastmilk to the guests who wanted it.

The first was a blonde woman with a Russian accent and piercing blue eyes. She smiled at Rachel, her red lipstick making her face seem almost doll-like. “Oh, she’s adorable. Can I?” she asked Christine and reached for the handle at the top of the vice. She turned it, causing Rachel to wince in pain, and a steady stream of breast milk trickled into the woman’s glass as the vice squeezed the hucow’s brimming breasts. The woman smelled it and laughed. “It even smells good.”

“Of course,” Christine said with a smirk. “She’s been fed a very nutritious diet since she became pregnant.”

“Oh, you are carrying, aren’t you?” The woman cupped Rachel’s stomach, sending a twinge of discomfort through Rachel. “Well, I’m sure you’re happy to serve your mistress.”

Rachel nodded, her words muffled by the large ball. “Mmmh …”

The woman giggled. She finished her drink and left the glass on the table, and it was not long before a man came to fetch his welcome drink. He was old, perhaps in his 70s, and he had a much younger, barely-dressed brunette on his arm. He had a suave, powerful aura about him.

“Ah, the Bridgertons have spared no expense, have they?” the old man said with a smile. “So this is the slave you mentioned. I would like to taste her if you don’t mind?”

“Of course not,” Christine slapped Rachel on the ass with a grin. “That’s why she’s here.”

The old man chuckled, his voice hoarse. “Good.” He grabbed hold of the handle and turned it until the first drops of breast milk started flowing. Rachel whimpered - the vice was squeezing her breasts more and more, and the intense pain made it difficult to think straight. The old man placed his glass under one breast while he drank from the other.

“Mmh!” Rachel moaned.

“She’s in pain,” the brunette said and giggled. “But she seems to enjoy it. Maybe she’s a bit of a slut?”

“Oh, she is,” Christine said. “You’ll see for yourself later.”

The old man laughed. “I can’t wait.”

He kept sucking on Rachel’s nipple, and even though the vice was causing her great discomfort, she felt the familiar warmth spread through her body. She could not contain her arousal, and her pussy started to drip. It felt humiliating and arousing at the same time, but her body had been trained to enjoy pain and discomfort.

“Is she wet?” The brunette placed her hand between Rachel’s legs, and the touch made her moan loudly. “She’s dripping!”

The old man finished his glass and chuckled. “A proper little whore. I can’t wait to have a go with her.”

“If you can get it up, Ronald,” the brunette said and winked.

The old man chuckled. “You know I have ways to remedy that, you cheeky girl.”

Rachel watched the two leave. Christine turned toward her with a smile. “You’re doing well, my slave,” she said. Her fingers ran across Rachel’s tortured breasts. Her touch felt amazing against her strained skin, which was beginning to turn blue. “But the night is just getting started. If I’m satisfied with your performance when the night is over, I might have to involve you in more of our parties.” She leaned in and kissed Rachel on the cheek before returning to her guests.

More parties ... Rachel did not mind. She could not deny that she was turned on by her predicament and the attention. The cell did get boring after a while. Was this the life she had to look forward to now?

And would they still treat her like this when the pregnancy was further along?

No use in thinking about that now, she thought to herself as the next couple of guests lined up to taste her.

People kept returning to sample Rachel until her breasts were almost empty and the vice had turned them into tight, blue balls. She whimpered when the two girls from the staff finally released her from the cruel device.

“Don’t complain, slave,” one girl said and wiped a tear from Rachel’s eye. “I know they have one with spikes on the inside, this was the mild version.”

They led Rachel toward a different table at the other end of the room. The dinner was in full swing, and Rachel felt her stomach growl at the sight of the delicious meal. The smell made her mouth water; she used to be quite the foodie before signing her life away, and she had almost forgotten that food could be more than the bread and porridge she had mostly lived off at the farm.

A table had been set up for Rachel. A metal frame had been welded to the middle, and the two girls helped the already tired hucow onto the table, placing her on all fours. The chains connecting her restraints were removed, and her wrists and ankles were locked to anchor points on the four corners of the table. The collar chain was then locked to the metal frame, forcing Rachel to keep her head up. A metal belt was locked around her waist and connected to the frame as well to ensure that she could not move back and forth, forcing her to stay in the vulnerable position.

Rachel did not need to be told what it was for, especially not when her ballgag was replaced by a ring gag, allowing anyone full access to her mouth. She blushed when the two girls stepped away, leaving her helpless and exposed to whoever wanted to make use of her. She was not even surprised when the first guest approached, the old man from before with his young, brunette girlfriend.

“I can’t wait to get started,” he said and rubbed his crotch before pulling his pants down. His member was erect, and Rachel was surprised at how big it was for an old man. “I’ll go first. You can go when I’m done.”

“Thank you, but I think I’ll just watch today,” the brunette said with a smile.

The man approached Rachel and let his fingers run across her naked skin. He grabbed her chin and turned her head up to inspect her. “Good stock. I’ll have to ask the hosts where they found her.” He grabbed hold of Rachel’s hair and forced his cock into her mouth. She struggled to breathe, coughing and spluttering as the old man started fucking her face with little regard for her comfort. He pressed his crotch against her face and groaned in delight.

The woman sat down in a comfortable chair nearby and gently slid a hand up under the short dress while she sipped champagne.

“Oh fuck ...” the man grunted. He pulled out, stroked his cock a few times, and released his seed all over Rachel’s face. “Fuck! Fuck, yes!”

The man laughed and stepped back, his member still half-erect. “I guess that was a little too good. I was hoping to fuck her from behind as well.”

“The night is still young,” Christine said, appearing from behind Rachel. “Besides, there are other ways you can get some enjoyment from her.” She gestured toward the two staff girls who had brought forth trays filled with canes, floggers, and dildos of all sizes.

“Oh, that looks like fun,” the brunette said and got up from her chair. She distractedly smelled her fingers before grabbing a nine-tailed whip from the tray. ”I’ve never used one of these before, but it looks interesting. What does it do, Christine?”

“It’s a good all-rounder,” Christine said with a smile. “It can be quite painful if used right. Do you want me to show you?”

“Please,” the woman said and gave Christine the whip. She watched as Christine brought the whip down on Rachel’s ass, causing the poor hucow to cry out. “Oh, it’s very loud. Is she hurt?”

“Not much, she’s just being a dramatic little slave. Go on, give it a try.” Christine passed the whip to the brunette and smiled. “Don’t worry. She’s been through a lot. She can take a little more.”

The woman nodded and brought the whip down hard, causing Rachel to cry out once again. “Oh, it is fun! So, you’ll be keeping this slave after she’s delivered the baby?” she asked, addressing Christine.

“Yes. We’re planning to breed her again, and again, and again. As long as she keeps being a good little slave, we won’t have to sell her to someone less considerate.”

The woman smiled. “I’m sure she’ll behave.” She brought the whip down on Rachel’s reddening ass again. “Won’t you? If not, maybe the two of us can talk. Ronald can be quite ... persuasive, and I’m sure we’d find a place for you in our home.”

Rachel moaned and whimpered as the woman kept whipping her, her ass and thighs sore and aching after only a few minutes. She was glad when the woman grew tired of her new plaything and returned to the main dining table with Ronald.

Rachel did not get a moment of respite, however. One after the other, the rich guests came over to use her. Rachel was used and abused in every hole, her skin turning red from all the whips and canes the guests brought down on her. Some of the women chose to press their pussies against her face, smothering Rachel until she thought she would die from lack of oxygen. Her pussy was constantly sore and dripping wet, and her hyper-aroused body managed to come again and again.

This ... this is me, Rachel thought as a large, bulky man fucked her hard in the ass. Her face was covered in cum, but it did not prevent another man from ramming his cock deep down her throat. Agony and arousal blended together in her tired body, and she screamed when two giggling, inebriated women clamped her hanging udders and began caning them.

The night was a blur of pain, sex, and pleasure. Her body was pushed to its limit, but Rachel loved every second of it. It felt surreal to be in the middle of this lavish party, surrounded by rich and famous people. She had done all this to get a break from her studies and avoid debt, but now she was on a private yacht, being used and abused by celebrities, politicians, and billionaires.

“Are you enjoying yourself, slave?”

Rachel looked up. Her eyes were watery, and her face was a mess. Christine stood in front of her, wearing a revealing, red dress. Her makeup was impeccable, and she had a glass of champagne in one hand.

“Mhmmh ...” was all Rachel could say. She was exhausted.

Christine laughed. “I’m so pleased. I had my doubts, but you are the perfect little slave. Obedient, eager, and able to take a lot.” She grabbed her glass and poured the golden liquid on Rachel’s face, causing the hucow to shudder at the sudden cold.

“Thaank yuu, Misssresss,” Rachel slurred.

Christine removed the ring gag and leaned in, kissing Rachel passionately. It was the first sign of affection Rachel had ever received from the woman, and it felt nice after a rough night.

“Come, let’s get you cleaned up,” Christine said with a smile and gestured for a few of the staff members. They helped Rachel off the table and reattached the chains for her shackles. “Tonight, you sleep with me. Alan will be up all night to discuss business, anyway.” She grabbed Rachel’s hair and yanked her head back. “You’ll still spend most of your time in the cell down below, and I’m not going to stop torturing you. But ... I am beginning to like you.” She kissed Rachel again. “Welcome to your new life, cow.”

Rachel smiled. “Thank you, Mistress. There’s nowhere else I’d rather be.”

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/fertile element, please do check out my other pen name, Jessica Ackles.

If you want your own custom erotic short story, you can find me on Fiverr.
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