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Jessica had no idea what day of the week it was. She was not even sure if the month was June or July. She had been a hucow inspector’s slave for over a year now, yet she still had five years left on her sentence. She was growing accustomed to being a submissive, a tool for her master to use, even if her bratty side still surfaced occasionally. Jessica spent less and less time thinking about what awaited her when it was all done. Would she still be part of the Beaumont family and the wealth and connections that came with it? Would she want to?

Jessica fiddled with the chain connected to her collar and sighed. The collar, despite being heavy and wide, had become part of her now. And even though her relationship with her master Josh was better than ever, he still made sure to punish her regularly and keep her restrained most of the time.

Such is the life of a slave, she thought and sighed. At least he fucked her from time to time now. It was the prospect of feeling him inside her that kept her going, especially when the punishments were as severe as this one.

“I hate the cage,” Jessica grunted to no one but herself. The basement was pitch black. Her butt was sore from a severe caning, and every time she moved, parts of her body scraped against the crude steel bars encasing her. She was forced to lie crumpled together, weighed down by thick, heavy chains connecting her collar to the shackles and manacles around her wrists and ankles.

All because she had been unable to keep the heavily lubricated buttplug inside her asshole during the caning.

Jessica could manage the discomfort and the restraints. It was the boredom that got to her. She never knew if Josh would leave her there for hours or days. Every time she started getting too comfortable for his liking, talking back or being snarky, she soon found herself locked in a cage, whipped, or otherwise punished. She still had assignments from time to time, but the last few months had been boring, short stints at standard hucow farms where she was not even restrained.

I hope the next one is a properly corrupt location where the guards can’t stay away from the cows…

“Wake up, slave!” Josh said and turned on the lights in the basement. “We have a visitor.”

Jessica shielded her eyes. She had spent at least half a day in the darkness. She recognized one of the blurry figures as Josh, but she had to blink a few times before the image of the other person became clearer.

Visitor? Apart from Amber, he never …

Jessica groaned to herself when she realized who the other person was. Her first instinct was to tell Josh to go fuck himself, but the cage had served its purpose and muted that part of her for a while. This was no doubt another one of Josh’s cruel punishments, one of his tests to see if Jessica was becoming more submissive.

“We meet again, 899.” The man came into focus.

Still the same oversized suit, Jessica thought as she looked at the hucow inspector she had rejected a year ago. The nose had healed nicely after Jessica had broken it. She suppressed the instinct to comment on it.

She knew that Josh hated men like this. Weak-willed, given more power than they can handle, but Jessica was also well aware that the only reason the man was there was to fuck hre.

Josh was testing her, and she was determined to swallow her pride and pass with flying colors.

“Slave, you have met Gregory before?” Josh said.

“I have, Master.” Jessica gave up trying to find a position in the small cage that did not look awkward.

“Do you have anything to say to him?”

Swallowing her pride was harder than Jessica had thought. “Ehm … I … I’m sorry for breaking your nose, Master Gregory. I did not know my place.”

Gregory snorted. “Sounds like you’ve managed to educate the bitch, Josh.” He put a hand through his thinning hair. “Or she’s good at acting.”

Josh shrugged. “Does it matter?”

“I guess not.”

Gregory started undressing while Josh unlocked Jessica’s cage. She sent him a scowling look as she crawled out and stood up. Josh ignored the reproachful stare and removed the chain connecting Jessica’s collar to her restraints before locking her shackles to a chain hanging from the ceiling.

“She’s all yours, Greg,” he said. His tone was casual and friendly; Jessica rarely got to see her master’s more charming side. “Mind if I watch?”

“Go ahead.” Gregory stared at Jessica with a vindictive smile. The flabby body glistened with sweat, but Jessica had no objections to the girthy member hanging between his pale legs. He approached Jessica, who was standing on her toes, unable to do much about the clammy hands exploring her body. “My slave is currently on assignment. She does a good job, truly, but there isn’t much fight in her.” He squeezed a few drops of milk from Jessica’s breast, causing her to wince in pain. “Whipping her just doesn’t feel right, you know?”

Jessica did not know if Greg was talking to her or to Josh, who had settled down in a chair in the corner, watching the scene with a curious frown.

“I believe whipping you will bring me great satisfaction,” Greg said as his fingers slipped inside Jessica’s pussy. “Are you going to try and break my nose again, cunt?”

Jessica shook her head. “No, Master Gregory.” She wanted to. Badly. But her eyes kept lingering on Josh, sitting in the shadows behind the unappealing Gregory. “I deserve your punishment.”

During her year as a hucow inspector’s slave, Jessica had been in the hands of countless cruel, horny men, as well as a few women, and she had learned to recognize the different types. She knew that her willingness and submissiveness were sucking the fun out of the situation for a man like Gregory. He craved power and was desperate to compensate for his many shortcomings with cruelty; he had likely wanted to get revenge for Jessica’s treatment of him for a year, and Josh had handed him that opportunity. But he had expected a rebellious, snarky brat, not a subdued, meek slave.

She knew this was going to be painful. But she was not going to give him what he wanted.

Gregory looked at Josh with a frown, but Jessica’s master only shrugged and smiled.

“Very well,” the sweaty man said. “Your master has graciously gifted me free rein.”

Fuck.

He perused the impressive collection of whips, paddles, and canes on the walls and shelves, but Jessica was surprised to see him grab the belt from his pants instead.

“I seem to recall that you were sentenced to be an inspector’s slave because of your poor milk flow,” Gregory said with a sickeningly saccharine, fake voice. He sucked a few drops of milk from Jessica’s breast, which caused her to wince in pain. “They must be very sensitive, yes?”

Jessica nodded. “They are, Master.”

A sadistic smile, bereft of any empathy, appeared on the unappealing face. “Good.”

The wide leather belt crackled as it hit Jessica’s right nipple. Stars appeared in front of her eyes as her breast exploded with pain. She had gotten accustomed to canings and floggings to the point that she could find enjoyment in them, but this was nothing like that. This was pure, sadistic torture.

“AAAAAAAH!” Jessica cried when the lashes kept coming, hitting her nipples with remarkable precision. Milk shot from her breasts, showering the grinning Gregory. “Please, Master! It hurts too much!” She was not acting. She would do anything to make him stop.

She looked at Josh with teary eyes, but he did not flinch. He looked like a statue as he sat there, unmoved and emotionless.

“This is fun!” Gregory said after a flurry of lashes. He put the belt aside while he caught his breath. “I think we can make it even more enjoyable!”

He found two lengths of rope and used them to tie Jessica’s huge breasts. With every loop of rope, the skin strained and turned red, until her beautiful breasts were two blueish, rock-hard balls. It hurt, badly, and it stung as the milk poured continuously from the tormented nipples.

“Please, Master …” Jessica begged when Gregory picked up the belt again. “Please …”

This was torment on a new level. Jessica would rather have her pussy and clit caned than endure the sharp, intense pain whenever the belt hit the tight skin on her breasts. Drool and tears mixed with the milk on the floor as her screams echoed between the concrete walls. Her brain was overloaded with agony, yet Josh did nothing to stop his colleague.

Just fuck me already, Jessica thought as her throat went sore from crying and screaming.

When Gregory finally stopped, Jessica had no voice left. Gregory was panting and wheezing, seemingly not used to such exercise. His cock, however, was standing tall and erect. Jessica stared at the bruises on her poor breasts; Josh had never been this cruel, and it scared her that he had not intervened.

Gregory unlocked her shackles from the chain and locked them behind her back. He violently pushed her into the middle of the room and bent her over a tall, padded bench. A chain was locked to Jessica’s collar, and a huge, penis-shaped gag was pushed into her mouth and locked, causing her to gag as the rubber cock hit the back of her throat. Her breasts were still tied and hurting, but as long as the belt was out of sight, Jessica knew she could manage.

She was almost relieved when she felt Gregory’s thick cock enter her pussy. At least that meant he was less likely to torture her further.

“Hnnnghh …” he panted as his crude thrusts impaled her. He pulled the chain to her collar, riding her like a wild horse, but Jessica refused to give him the pleasure of taming a resisting slave. She was passive and muted, but despite her best efforts, the collar choking her and the massive cock inside her did elicit a few reluctant moans.

Jessica made a point of looking Josh in the eye as her hips hit the bench and the gag made her eyes water. She wanted to show him that she was obedient, a good slave. She hated Gregory, but despite Josh’s passivity, she could not bring herself to hate him as well.

What will be left of me in five years? The thought popped into her head amidst the confusing feelings of pain and arousal. She could feel the person she had been wither away a little bit every day, replaced by a subservient slave, eager to please her cruel master. Would there still be a Jessica Beaumont when this was all over?

The unpleasant feeling of Gregory’s load being deposited inside her tore her back to the present. She could feel his ejaculate running down her inner thigh when he pulled out, yet she did not flinch or stop looking at Josh with a confident smile. She could not gauge his reaction, but she knew she had done well.

“Well …” Gregory wiped his cock with a towel and started getting dressed. Awkwardness filled the air. “That was that.”

“Indeed,” Josh said. He got up from the chair, grabbed Jessica’s collar chain, and locked it to an anchor point on the wall.

Then they left.

Jessica was not surprised, but she would have preferred if the mouth-filling cock gag had been removed. And the ropes around her breasts.

Josh returned a while later. A subtle smile appeared on his face as he removed the ropes from Jessica’s breasts as well as the restraints. He handed her a box of wet wipes and a towel.

“You didn’t want to give him the satisfaction, huh?” he asked

“Was I supposed to?” Jessica said as the gag was removed. She massaged her sore jaw. “Did my performance not please you, Master?”

He nodded. “It did. You did not protest, you obeyed every command.” He watched as Jessica used the wipes to remove the semen and inspected her bruised breasts. “Besides, I hate the guy.”

She looked at him with a furrowed brow. “So his presence was another test, Master?”

“It was. You passed. Keep being this obedient, and I might even start to reward you.” He handcuffed her hands and led her upstairs by the chain. “I will of course still punish you from time to time.”

“I understand, Master.”

***

Finally, another inspection. Jessica had never thought she would miss them, but Josh rarely let her go outside the house unless they were going on assignment. He did occasionally chain her to the large tree in the backyard, but Jessica was not too fond of the looks she got from the neighbors. The horrible visit from Gregory had been the only break in the monotony for a long time.

There was something different about this job, though. Josh had given Jessica a dress to wear, as well as a suitcase full of clothes that reminded her of her life before her arrest; expensive designer clothes and shoes had been packed, and for once, Jessica was not handcuffed. It felt weird, and she was not sure she liked it.

“I assume we’re not heading to another one of those organic hippie farms, Master?” Jessica asked. She was relieved to see that her body still looked amazing in a tight dress.

“What, you didn’t like that place?”

“They forced me to eat vegan for two weeks!” Jessica could not help but laugh. “A woman with hay in her hair came and massaged my breasts twice a day. I’d rather be fucked by a prison guard instead of being forced to frolick through a fucking meadow with a bunch of tea-drinking hippies again.” Jessica cleared her throat. “Master.”

“Duly noted, but I don’t decide where we go. Curious about our destination?”

Jessica nodded. “I assume it’s one of the upper-class establishments?”

“Yes. The general public is not aware that they even exist, but I assume your family had the connections to get you special treatment, had you not been incarcerated. Now you get to ‘rejoin your people’, I suppose.”

Jessica snorted. “I’m not sure they’re ‘my people’ anymore.”

“Well, you’ll have to rediscover your roots to pull this off.” Josh sighed and rubbed his neck. “We have never been able to inspect a facility like this; no inspector slave has ever had the background.”

“Until now.” Jessica felt a tingle of unease.

“Exactly. Your family is well-known, and you’ll be slumming it with the daughters of the elite. At least the facilities should be far better than what you’re used to.” Josh smiled. “It’s not a vacation, though.”

“Have you ever been around these types of women, Master?”

Josh shook his head.

“Then you have no idea. It might look like a vacation, but it’s brutal. I’m not looking forward to this.”

“You’re not supposed to. As usual, keep an eye out for any signs of illegal activity, anything that goes against the hucow laws.”

Jessica nodded, but the unease refused to settle. She had been undercover at dozens of hucow farms at this point, but even though she had partied with the wealthiest people in the country countless times in her old life, the assignment filled her with dread.

These were not people that took lightly to being spied upon.

The moment Josh, who pretended to be an employee of Jessica’s father, dropped her off, Jessica could tell that something was off about the ‘Diamond Sky Production Facility’. A staff member quickly came to greet her and take her luggage, and a smiling, well-dressed woman awaited inside. There were no clattering of restraints, and the building looked like a five-star resort.

“Welcome to the Diamond Sky,” the woman said and handed Jessica a refreshing, lime-based drink. “We are honored to have the daughter of Bradford Beaumont serve her two years at our facility.”

Jessica took a sip of the drink and nodded. She had only drunk water for a year at this point. “It’s my pleasure.” She looked around the large, brightly lit lobby. “Where are the others?”

“Most are by the pool out back, some are in their rooms.” The woman snapped her fingers, and a young, uniformed man appeared next to her within seconds. “Peter will show you to your room. Lunch is at twelve, and I believe the chef has prepared a five-course dinner for tonight.”

Jessica had a lot of questions, but she decided to save them for now and followed the quick-footed young man down a long corridor. Most parts of the ceiling were glass, showering the facility in bright sunlight. Josh and Jessica had driven for hours to reach it, placed as it was near the country’s southern-most border.

The room was luxurious and inviting. A queen-sized, soft bed tried to lure Jessica in with its silken sheets, and the bathroom contained a large bathtub.

It certainly looks like a holiday destination.

The sound of light-hearted laughter rode on the pleasant breeze that came in through the open balcony door. Jessica peeked out behind the curtains to see where the laughter originated from. Her balcony had a view of the giant swimming pool, complete with two dozen sun loungers and several bikini-clad, gorgeous women. Some were napping, others were enthusiastically day-drinking or playing in the pool. Jessica recognized a few of the faces from some of the parties, her parents had dragged her to, but there was nothing to indicate that this was a place designed to milk hucows.

Except for the collars.

All women wore the same collar as Jessica, but there were no handcuffs, no shackles, nothing to indicate that the women were not free to leave at any point.

They must be relying on the built-in trackers, she thought and sighed. She knew she had to interact with the women, but she dreaded it. A lot had changed over the last year, and she was out of practice when it came to the vapid politics of upper-class life.

After a lovely bath, Jessica put on a tight-fitting shirt with generous cleavage and a pair of slim jeans. Josh had impeccable taste, she had to admit, as she put on a pair of dark blue pumps to complete the outfit. She used to wear clothes like this every day, but now they felt uncomfortable and restricting.

The dining hall looked more like a Michelin-star restaurant than the depressing surroundings at Jessica’s previous farm visits. All the hucows wore elegant designer clothes and sat at round tables. Jessica had been rich her whole life and never thought much about how privileged she was, but after meeting several women who had to volunteer as imprisoned hucows to make a living, the sight of the carefree women made her nauseous.

“Hey, new girl, over here!” a voice sounded. A blonde-haired woman sitting at a nearby table waved at Jessica with a smile. “Come sit with us.”

Jessica forced a smile and joined the woman and three others at the table. She had barely sat down before her glass was filled with champagne, and a menu had been placed in front of her.

“You’re Jessica Beaumont, right?” the blonde woman said. “I’m Hannah Crump, we met at that gala a few years ago.”

I guess dear daddy managed to keep my arrest and trial out of the tabloids. “I remember.” Jessica smiled and ordered a lobster salad. She glanced at a young girl sitting next to Hannah. “Wait, aren’t you …?”

The girl nodded and rolled her eyes. “I am.” She yawned and fiddled with her collar. “Tiffany, the Prime Minister’s daughter.”

“I don’t think this is the kind of place people had in mind when they saw your dad hand you over to the cops on national television,” Jessica said.

The girl winced. “Yeah, that was a fun publicity stunt. Fuck him. At least I get to be away from him for two years.” Tiffany emptied her glass of champagne and gestured for the busy waiter to bring her more. “It can get boring here, but we make do. Though these fucking collars are a pain.”

A question had been itching in the back of Jessica’s mind since her arrival, and though she had a sneaking suspicion that it would not be well received, she had to ask.

“When … when do the milkings take place?”

The women at the table all looked at Jessica with furrowed brows.

“You’re kidding, right?” Hannah asked. Next to her, Tiffany crossed her arms and cocked her head.

It was only then that Jessica noticed; none of the women looked like they had received hormone injections to induce lactation. Apart from Hannah’s wildly exaggerated, enhanced breasts, they all looked … normal.

“Of course, I am,” Jessica said and laughed. “I’d punch them in the face if they tried injecting me with that shit.”

A few awkward, tense seconds passed; the others all glanced at Hannah, who seemed to be the alpha-bitch of the group.

“Good one, Beaumont,” Hannah finally said and laughed, releasing the tension. “As if our fathers would let that happen.” She raised her glass. “To the poor people whose milk make the country function!”

The others joined in, as did Jessica, but the unease she had felt on the journey to Diamond Sky had turned into a hard, unpleasant knot in her stomach.

***

Life at the resort was easy-going and luxurious. Time seemed to fly by; the world had been closed off to Jessica for a year, and suddenly having access to television helped pass the time. From Josh’s briefing, she knew that the facility fulfilled its milk quotas, but she had seen no signs of how they managed it. Jessica milked herself in secret, flushing the painful drops in the toilet when no one was nearby.

It felt odd to be able to walk around freely, and Jessica was surprised to find that she missed being restrained. She had seen the other women pull some of the attractive men from the hotel staff into their rooms, but even though Jessica’s pussy was thirsting for attention, she had not acted on the urges yet.

One evening at dinner, Jessica noticed that Hannah, Tiffany, and the two other girls that always hung out with them, Kelly and Tammy, were giddy and high-strung, more so than usual, when Jessica came to sit down.

“What’s going on?” Jessica asked.

Hannah leaned in with a girlish grin on her face. “We’re going out tonight. And you’re coming with us.”

Jessica raised an eyebrow. “Out?”

Kelly winked and let a hand run through her thick, red hair. “My dad fixed it. A helicopter is picking us up in an hour on the front lawn. We’re going south of the border, I know a great place there.”

“God, I can’t wait!” Tiffany said and bit her lip. “I wanna drink and fuck, not necessarily in that order.”

“There’ll be plenty of opportunities,” Kelly said. “The place is pretty … kinky.”

Hannah laughed. “Well, we’re already collared, so why not?”

Jessica’s mouth felt dry. There was a gaping hole in the plan, but she had to be careful how she phrased her question. “How … how can you be sure that we won’t get caught?”

Kelly shrugged. “The staff here won’t talk, there’s already so much illegal stuff going on here. And since none of us have functioning trackers in our collars, the authorities will never know.”

My tracker works just fine, Jessica thought as an intense shiver rolled down her spine. Josh was going to find out.

“I’m not sure …” Jessica started, but she was interrupted by Hannah.

“You’re going, Beaumont!” The botoxed face managed a wide smile. “From what I’ve heard, this is what you’re good at!”

The girls laughed, drank, and talked as Jessica felt the knot in her stomach grow. She could not back out.

After a short, uneventful helicopter ride, Jessica found herself at the biggest club she had ever seen. She could feel the heavy rhythm of the music in the marble tiles the moment she stepped out of the helicopter, and the large, mansion-like structure was bathed in colorful lights. Impossibly beautiful men and women laughed and danced near pools and bars, and several of them wore nothing more than G-strings or other provocative underwear. Jessica and her posse of fake hucows all wore short, tight-fitting dresses and uncomfortably tall heels.

Several of the women wore collars, despite it being illegal for any hucows to cross the border. Officially, the neighboring country abhorred the hucow practice, but no attempt was made to hide the visitors at the establishment.

Three men approached the group.

“Welcome to the Sin Resort,” one of them said and smiled. He reminded Jessica of Josh with his rugged handsomeness and chiseled abs, visible through the open shirt. “You girls looking for a good time?”

“Yes!” Hannah wasted no time and had her tongue down the man’s throat within a second. “And we want it to be wild. And kinky.”

The man was not fazed by the loving treatment. “I know just the place. Follow us, ladies.”

The three men led them through a large main room where an enthusiastic DJ was chaperoning a rave of epic proportions. Half-naked, sweating bodies were bouncing and grinding up against each other in a celebration of life, sex, and drugs. A year ago, Jessica would have loved it, but not anymore. It was loud and overwhelming, a stark contrast to her life as Josh’s slave. The men escorted them through a couple of smaller rooms, where the last few pretenses of decency had been thrown aside; people were having sex on the couches, the tables, the floor – there were no inhibitions.

Jessica could tell that her companions were getting increasingly thrilled and aroused at the sight, but she did not share in their excitement.

Until they entered the last room.

Now we’re talking!

The space was bathed in a muted, red glow. Crosses, cages, and other BDSM furniture filled the room; it reminded Jessica of Josh’s basement, but far bigger, better stocked, and much more stylish. In the center of the room was a gigantic, round bed with black rubber sheets. A few people were already taking advantage of it.

“Do you girls like what you see?” one of the men said with a sly grin. He approached Hannah and grabbed hold of her collar.

Hannah’s eyes were fiery with lust. “Oh yes. This looks like fun.”

Hannah, Tiffany, and Kelly wasted no time and started undressing, but Jessica noticed that Tammy was more reluctant. She kept fiddling with her curly brown hair as she watched the others.

“Are you nervous?” Jessica asked.

She nodded. “I’ve never done something like this before. It looks … wild.”

“It can be. You should try it – you can always say no if you’re not comfortable.” Jessica smiled and started removing her dress. “I’m going in.” She knew that she was on assignment, but she was not going to ignore an opportunity to be tied up and fucked.

Jessica crawled onto the large bed. Tiffany had already been strapped to a table and had a couple, a man and a woman, caressing her body, while Hannah was riding one of the men that had greeted them upon their arrival. It was an orgy like nothing Jessica had ever seen before.

A caramel-skinned man with a hairless, ripped body turned towards her on the bed. Their eyes met, and he nodded towards his long cock with a smile.

Don’t mind if I do.

Jessica crawled seductively towards him. He locked a leash to her collar, pulling her in. Her lips kissed the smooth skin on the man’s cock. She did not know his name or who he was. It did not matter. She looked up at his hazel eyes as she took his hardening member in her mouth. It had been a long time since Jessica had given a blowjob without her hands tied, and she took advantage of the opportunity; one hand gently stroked the now erect cock while the other massaged the man’s taint.

It felt good, and he seemed to agree. His hands grabbed her blonde, long hair as he thrust his cock deeper inside her mouth. His pleased groans were barely audible over the music and Tiffany’s elated cries for more. Out of the corner of her eye, Jessica saw that Hannah and Kelly were busy as well; they were both being fucked from behind while they kissed each other.

Then someone else entered the fray.

A firm, strong hand started spanking Jessica from behind. The slight burning sensation on her skin added to her arousal and sent the lust shooting through her veins. After a few hits, the fingers started exploring her pussy in a delightfully teasing manner.

This guy knows what he’s doing!

One of the fingers peeked inside.

Then two.

Jessica did not know if it was the mood of the room, the loud, pounding beat of the music, or the pristine cock in her mouth, but it felt as if every slight touch, every movement of the man’s fingers were electric, magic even. It was amazing.

Tammy, who was still unfucked, snuck up to Jessica and whispered: “The guy behind you is gorgeous!”

Jessica resisted the urge to let go of the cock and turn around. The mystery was tantalizing. At that moment, the man added a third finger to the proceedings and continued to explore Jessica’s pussy. Harder. Deeper.

Then he started pulling her collar leash.

Jessica was about to explode. If anything, she was going to come before the grunting man with his cock in her mouth was.

She was so close.

Then the man pulled his fingers out. Two strong hands grabbed Jessica’s wrists, pulled them behind her back, and locked a pair of handcuffs around them. Her leash was yanked hard, pulling her away from the man who was edging badly.

“Hey, what the fuck?” the man said, aimed at the man pulling Jessica away, towards a dark corner of the room.

“I’ll take over!” Tammy jumped in and attacked the disappointed man’s cock with surprising enthusiasm.

It was dark, and Jessica could not see the face of the man pulling her leash. He wore a dark shirt and jeans, and he seemed determined to separate Jessica from the growing crowd. She wondered if her cover had been blown, if this man was hired by the father of one of the other girls to keep an eye on them, but her worries vanished when the man finally turned around.

“Master!”

In a fit of relief, Jessica threw herself at a surprised Josh. Had she not been cuffed, she would have hugged him.

“I’m so glad to see you,” she said and meant every word.

“Good to hear. I was worried you were making a run for it when your tracker’s alarm went off.”

“I know, I’m sorry. I couldn’t say no, it would have been too suspicious.” She took a step back and looked at her master. “Thank you for not blowing my cover.”

A hint of a smile appeared on Josh’s lips. “I saw an opportunity for a little fun.” The smile vanished. He unlocked the handcuffs, only to lock them again after allowing Jessica to move her hands to the front. “You better give me a handjob while we talk. We don’t want to arouse suspicion.”

“Is that the only reason, Master?” Jessica bit her lip as her hands unzipped his pants and pulled the familiar, fantastic cock out.

Josh ignored the question. “What is going on? Why are you here? I’ve driven like crazy in an attempt to keep up with that helicopter.”

“The trackers in their collars are disabled somehow.” She felt him go hard in her hand. The handcuff chain rattled as she started using both hands to please her master. “And none of the others have received hormone injections. I have to milk myself in secret.”

“Good thinking, Jess.”

A warm, surprising feeling radiated from Jessica’s chest and into the rest of her body. Josh rarely called her by name, preferring to use ‘slave’, and he had certainly never used a nickname before.

“What you’re telling me is deeply troubling.” Josh blinked, apparently trying to focus while Jessica’s hands were doing their magic. “It’s a serious crime to manipulate the trackers in the collars, not to mention dodging the injections. The Diamond Sky has to be in on it. Any idea where they get the milk from?”

Jessica shook her head. “Not yet. I assume they’re running a similar con to the prison facility – using unregistered hucows. I haven’t seen any indication that they are on the premises.”

“Keep looking.” Josh started massaging Jessica’s clit. “And be careful. They can’t pull this off without some serious connections.”

“Mmmm …” Jessica moaned. “I … I will be careful. Are you sure you can get me out if I get caught?”

Josh’s face darkened. “An inspector’s badge might not carry the same weight in this case – it seems they don’t care much for adhering to the law.” His face contorted. “Dammit, I’m close.”

Jessica pushed aside the discomfort at the thought of what could happen if she was found out and knelt to take her master’s cock in her mouth. Shortly after, his warm ejaculate filled her mouth. She swallowed it all while looking up at him affectionately.

“I better go,” Josh said. “And you better get back to your friends.”

As Josh disappeared into the darkness of the club, Jessica returned to the orgy taking place on the large bed in the middle of the room. The sound of cracking whips and paddles, cries, screams, and moans filled the air – it was intense, raw, primal. These were not humans anymore, they were beasts, completely overtaken by lust. Tiffany had been released from the bondage table and was riding a groaning man. Someone had connected Kelly and Tiffany’s collars with a short chain and shackled their hands, but that did not keep them from kissing and fondling each other, and Tammy had seemingly forgotten her trepidation and was being double-teamed by two muscular men.

Jessica took a deep breath and crawled onto the bed. It did not take long before her body was touched and caressed by countless hands. She locked eyes with a blonde, naked man who tore himself away from a large-breasted, dark-haired woman who was also wearing a collar. His long, thick cock was standing tall and erect, and he gestured for Jessica to approach.

She appreciated the fact that Josh had not unlocked her handcuffs. The feel of steel against her skin sent a pleasant shiver down her spine as the man laid down on his back. He pulled her leash as she approached and lowered herself onto his primed cock.

The chaos surrounding her seemed to vanish as she closed her eyes and let her pussy soak every drop of pleasure from the cock filling her. She moved her body up and down, feeling the rhythm of the music and the body below her. Who was he? She did not care. He was a piece of meat, just like she was. A tool for her to reach completion.

Hands started groping her. Jessica was drowning in lust and desire, barely noticing the hands moving up from her legs towards her breasts.

Then it hit her.

Just as her body exploded in a mind-blowing orgasm.

If anyone squeezed her breasts, her cover would be blown.

She forced the hands away from her, made difficult by the handcuffs. The movement made her lose balance and caused her to fall off the man beneath her. He did not mind and soon had his cock buried deep inside someone else, nor did the hands’ owner protest, but the close call left Jessica panting on the rubber sheets. Her body was still being rocked by the orgasm, causing her fingers to tingle, but she could not shake the anxiety, the fear.

She looked up and saw Tiffany staring at her from the other side of the bed. The Prime Minister’s daughter was wiping sperm off her face, her collar still connected to Hannah’s, and the furrowed brow worried  Jessica. To defuse the situation, she sent Tiffany a smile, but it took a few seconds before it was reciprocated.

That was too close, Jessica thought and started the task of finding a key for her handcuffs.

TO BE CONTINUED
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Make sure to read my other series “The Hucow Slaves” as well.

Find the complete series here
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You can also find the series “Hucow Damsels” on Amazon.

Find it here

OEBPS/image_rsrcGY.jpg
A HUCOW BDSM SHORT STORY A HUCOW BDSM SHORT STORY

ULRIKA UDDERSON





OEBPS/image_rsrcGW.jpg
HUCOW SLAVE

ULRIKA UDDERSON






cover.jpeg
CONSPIRACY

ULRIKA UDDERSON






OEBPS/image_rsrcGX.jpg
SLAVES

THE COMPLETE SERI
ULRIKA UDDERS(






