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Part 1

Sentenced to be his Hucow Slave

Another dream ending in a car crash. Jessica opened her eyes with a sigh and tried to calm her quivering body. She never used to dream much before the accident. Her dreams changed every night now; sometimes, she was partying with friends, living her carefree life, other times she was back in school, failing a math test. But somehow, all her dreams ended in a car crash.

Jessica stared into the worn, creaking bunk above her. Previous inmates, bored out of their minds, had written countless messages, some uplifting, some depressing. She had already memorized them all.

How can a girl that small snore so bad? She listened to Vicki’s comically loud wheezing for a few minutes, trying to distract herself from her tense, aching breasts. They had grown significantly over the last month, ever since they started giving her injections, and she had a hard time adjusting to the added weight and discomfort.

You brought this on yourself, she thought and winced. Once again, her thoughts returned to the car crash.

She got out of bed and put on the unflattering, orange prison scrubs. One size fits all. It looked like a tent as it hung from her large breasts, but that was the case for every inmate at Facility 41. The sound of clattering chains made her look out the steel bars of her cell door to see two orange-clad women walking past in handcuffs and leg irons. Their eyes were teary, their bodies slouched. Jessica knew it was only a matter of time before they took her away as well.

She looked at the shiny steel plate serving as a mirror. The long, blonde hair flowed like gentle waves down to her shoulders, and the expressive, brown eyes looked tired. Her life had been good, great even. Her studies had been going well, her father had ensured that she did not have to think of money, and her weekends had been spent partying till morning with her friends.

But she had managed to throw it all away in a moment of recklessness.

She heard footsteps outside her cell. No sound of chains; it had to be one of the guards. Please. Walk past. Just leave me here.

“Prisoner 41-899,” a cold female voice sounded. “Time to see the doctor.”

Jessica groaned and turned towards the guard. “The name is Jessica. I’m not a fucking number.”

The dark eyes became slits in the guard’s face. “Don’t push it, 899. Turn your back towards the door.”

Jessica was not in the mood for a beating and obeyed, but she made sure to send the guard a menacing glare. She hated being handcuffed, and she made sure the guard could not see her face contort as the sharp steel clicked in place around her wrists. A set of leg irons were added as well.

“Move. You know the way.”

Jessica bit her lip to prevent a snarky comeback from sneaking out. She was not used to being ordered around, especially not by people that could have been her maid or gardener a few months ago. Peasants.

The walk was long and unpleasant; the leg irons soon dug into her Achilles tendon, making every step a chore. The guard had overtightened them again, likely because of her attitude. She dreaded the visit to the doctor – if the injections had worked as intended, she would soon be shipped out. The busses were visible through the dirty windows, being filled with prisoners ready to be transported like cattle to the farms.

The doctor’s office seemed oddly inviting and comforting, considering what took place there. Motivational posters reminding prisoners that they ‘served a purpose’ and ‘gave back to the society they had failed’ were accompanied by pictures of women in orange scrubs giving thumbs up to the camera and smiling.

Jessica struggled to get comfortable on the plastic chair with her hands cuffed behind her back. The doctor was still staring at the computer, occasionally mumbling to herself.

“Right, 899, you have had all your injections by now. Have you experienced any discomfort?”

Jessica sighed. “I’m pretty fucking uncomfortable right now.”

The gray-haired woman glanced at Jessica over her reading glasses with a sigh. “We do not need that language here, young lady. I meant your breasts.”

“I know what you meant.” Jessica tried to lean back in the chair, but it only made her wrists hurt. “They hurt like hell.”

“Let me have a look.” The doctor put on a pair of plastic gloves and pulled a chair up in front of Jessica. She rolled up Jessica’s shirt, revealing the bloated breasts.

Jessica winced as the woman started poking, squeezing, and prodding the sensitive boobs. She had to resist the urge to headbutt the awkwardly calm and polite doctor, who seemed out of place in the prison. The doctor took a glass and started milking Jessica.

This is humiliating, she thought, but the guard was standing right behind her – she did not dare step out of line right now.

The doctor sighed. “Still a pitiful flow.” She looked at the milk in the glass before drinking it. “Taste is decent, but I cannot recommend you for farm service.”

Jessica could barely hide her excitement, even if the prospect of staying in prison for years was depressing.

“The sentencing board should be able to pass judgment on you within a few days.”

Jessica raised an eyebrow. “Isn’t it a given? If I’m not suitable for the farms, I just have to stay here, right?” She felt a shiver run down her spine at the sight of the doctor’s overbearing smile. “Right?”

The guard snickered behind her. “There are other uses for cows like you. Time to get you back to your cell.”

Vicki was sitting on the bed, using her hand to pump into a plastic bottle. Jessica was staggered at how much milk her cellmate produced, but despite the guard’s ominous comment, she was not jealous.

“How did it go?” Vicki asked, her eyes still focused on the task.

“Insufficient flow. No farm for me.”

Vicki paused and looked up. “Lucky bitch. Now what?”

Jessica shrugged. “I have no idea. I’ll let you know in a few days.”

Vicki put the bottle aside on the small table and shook her head. “I won’t be here. They’re shipping me out later today. Three years as a human cow on a farm.” Her eyes glazed over before the usual, optimistic smile returned. “Hopefully, they let us get some fresh air.”

“You already did your two mandatory years, right?”

Vicki nodded. “I did, but I hear the prison farms are far worse than the ones used for ‘civilians’. Five years of my life in total, Jess. It’s not fair.” She sent Jessica an apologetic smile. “Sorry, I know you’re in for six.”

Jessica smiled. “At least I won’t have to spend it on a farm. Prison sucks, but I’m probably better off.” If they let me stay, that is. “Maybe I can even avoid my two years of mandatory farm service when I get out since they can’t get the milk to flow.”

Vicki snickered. “An upper-class cunt like you would probably spend them on a farm built like a luxury resort.”

Jessica blushed – Vicki was right. Even though every adult woman had to serve two years on a farm before the age of thirty, there were huge differences in the conditions those terms were served under. Vicki had told Jessica that her own two years had been served under prison-like conditions; even though the women were just doing their duty, they were collared and cuffed for most of the stay to ensure that they did not step out of line. They were also injected with more hormones than recommended to try and up the milk production.

Five years earlier, cows had been outlawed to stem the worsening climate crisis, but the politicians, spurred on by a powerful lobby of companies making a living off dairy products, soon decided to replace the lack of cow milk with human milk. Now, every woman had to do at least two years of service on a farm after receiving hormone injections to stimulate milk production (some did longer terms since they could get paid for volunteering), and every female inmate in the country’s prisons was forced to serve their sentence as hucows. Only inmates older than forty were exempt.

“No matter where you end up, I’m going to miss you,” Jessica said and hugged her cellmate.

“I’ll be fine.” Vicki pointed at Jessica’s shirt. “Now you have milk stains on your scrubs.”

Jessica shrugged. “Most women in this place have that.”

A few days later, Jessica was sitting in the common room watching the news. She did not know any of the other inmates; most prisoners were sent off to the farms as soon as the hormone treatments started showing results and rarely stayed for long. It was a sorry bunch of misfits; Jessica had no previous experiences with prison life, but this was nothing like the raw, brutal hell that she had seen in movies. I guess no one bothers to establish dominance if they know they’ll be shipped out soon. She suspected that everyone having to pump breastmilk several times a day put a damper on things as well.

“Look at that bastard,” a woman said, pointing at the TV screen. She stopped her milking session and stared at the screen with a hateful glare. “It’s all his fault my breasts are keeping me awake.”

The Prime Minister appeared on a small, improvised stage in front of a host of journalists. He smiled at the cameras and waved, taking his time to ensure that everyone got a good picture. It was a glorious summer day. “Thank you all for coming. It has been five years since we enacted Plan 59, and it has been a tremendous success.”

Asshole.

“I know there have been stories of social inequality and harsh conditions on the farms, but I ensure you that our inspectors work tirelessly to ensure that everything is running as planned, both in terms of ethics and efficiency.” His face was stern and serious. “I want to put those stories to rest today, which is why I have invited you here.”

A young girl was brought onto the stage in handcuffs. She looked scared and intimidated by the attention.

“Today, my daughter turns eighteen and will start her two years of service to this country.” He laid a hand on the young girl’s shoulder. “It is a great honor to have my family serve in this manner. I assure you that Chloe will receive no special treatment.” He raised his voice and lifted a finger to mark his final point: “Everyone has to do their part.”

Everyone that isn’t a young woman, you mean.

It was obvious that the girl was not fond of her father’s publicity stunt, and she struggled as the Prime Minister escorted her off the stage and handed her to a couple of uniformed guards, who proceeded to lock a metal collar around the girl’s neck on live television.

The woman next to Jessica laughed. “Either that girl will be home before bedtime, or that man is a cold son of a bitch.”

“I guess he must be behind in the polls,” Jessica said and shrugged. “It’s obviously because of the election – most people wait till their mid-twenties before serving.”

The conversation was halted when two guards walked towards the table. The men and women working at the prison were all sadistic bastards, Jessica thought. She hated the smug look on their face as they approached her, twirling the handcuffs, making sure the chains of the leg irons made as much noise as possible.

“It’s time for your sentencing, 899,” one of them said and gestured for Jessica to get up. It was the same guard that had brought her to the doctor’s office a few days prior. “Get up.”

It was humiliating to be handcuffed in the middle of the crowded room, and Jessica struggled to make it harder on the guards.

“Please keep pushing me,” the female guard whispered. “I’m having a bad day, and I would love to beat up a spoiled brat like you.”

“I guess you need me in handcuffs to stand a chance, huh?” Jessica knew it was a bad move, but ‘spoiled brat’ sounded eerily true in her ears, provoking her.

“Thank you,” the woman said. “This will be fun. You will be a bit late for your appointment.”

She nodded at the other guard, a broad-shouldered, stern-faced man. They grabbed Jessica’s arms and dragged her down a corridor towards a part of the prison that was not currently in use.

Rows of empty cells greeted them as they entered the abandoned wing. The guards pushed Jessica into the first cell. To her surprise, her handcuffs were unlocked, but she suspected they would find their way back on soon enough.

“Take your shirt and bra off,” the female guard commanded, drawing her truncheon.

Jessica spat at the guard. “Fuck you.”

She cried out as the truncheon hit her thigh. The pain radiated up through her body.

“Don’t give me any more excuses. Do it.”

Jessica did as ordered. The shirt and bra had barely touched the floor before the large guardsman had taken her hands and cuffed them to an old water pipe in the ceiling, forcing Jessica to stand on her toes.

“You can’t do this!” she said. The handcuffs started digging into her wrists, and she struggled to take the weight off them with her feet.

“We are allowed to discipline insubordinate inmates,” the woman said with a smile. “The rules on how to do it are delightfully vague.” The woman approached Jessica and cocked her head. “What a wonderfully large set of udders you have, cow. A shame you cannot produce enough milk, given how big those have become.”

She pinched Jessica’s nipple, causing her to once again cry out in pain. She had never been in a situation like this. Her father had used a lot of influence to net her special treatment during her arrest and trial, but the prison was far from home; she had not heard from him since her incarceration.

The woman laughed at the frightened expression on Jessica’s face. “It looks like you’ve realized how fucked you are! Daddy can’t help you here.” She leaned in and whispered: “I’m an expert in beating inmates so the bruises are hidden by the scrubs.”

The man, who had been very quiet so far, cleared his throat. “Let us sample the goods first, Deb. She might not be able to produce much, but maybe it is quality over quantity?”

The female guard, Deb, nodded. “Why not?”

Jessica shook her head. “Please, don’t!” The snarky, sarcastic tone was gone; Jessica was scared like she had rarely been before.

She could do nothing to stop the two guards from closing their lips around her nipples. Boyfriends had playfully licked her nipples and sucked them before, but this was different. Humiliating. She tried to struggle, but every moment only served to cause more pain to her wrists. Tears came to her eyes as the guards started sucking; it was uncomfortable, but not painful, and it did offer a little relief from the strain. Even though her flow was insufficient, there was plenty of milk stored in the large mammaries, and it was a source of constant agony that she had such a hard time pumping it out.

But relief was the furthest thing from her mind. She felt violated and helpless, completely at the mercy of two strangers she had foolishly taunted.

What the…

Something started sneaking through the panicked, anxious haze. It was a feeling she had sought out and embraced with zealous determination in the years leading to her arrest, but it had not shown itself since her accident. Does this … turn me on? She noticed that the male guard had started licking her nipple as he sucked her tit. Every part of her mind screamed at her, shouted that this was wrong, abuse of power, and her first instinct was to try to contact her father and get these people fired, but the ravenous sexual desire that had laid dormant since her arrest was starting to wake up. It was a short, but intense, sensation, and it remained in her mind when the two guards stopped breastfeeding a moment later.

“That was hard work,” Deb said and wiped her mouth.

The man nodded. “Indeed. But quite tasty. I even think she enjoyed it.”

“Fuck you,” Jessica said. She knew it was unwise to antagonize them, but her stubborn pride refused to admit that she was turned on.

“No fucking today.” Deb checked her watch. “We simply do not have the time. Besides, fucking inmates is against the rules.” She smiled.

Then the first punch landed.

“I know this can be an emotional moment, young lady, but do try to compose yourself.” The elderly man looked at Jessica through thick, black-rimmed glasses before returning to the stack of papers in front of him.

Jessica took a deep, painful breath and did her best to hold back the tears. Her body was a mess of bruises; the two guards had pummeled her ass, breasts, and thighs with their truncheons, used tasers on her, even punched her in the stomach. The scrubs covered the marks from the well-dressed panel of gray-haired people in front of her, but the pain remained, and Jessica had a hard time getting comfortable in the chair they had chained her to.

This all feels wrong. She was part of the elite. Of the one percent. She had spent her holidays in private resorts, on yachts, and now she sat broken and beaten, chained to a chair, in front of a group of underpaid public workers who held her future in their hands. None of them seemed to care much.

The bespectacled man cleared his throat. “I think we are ready to begin.” He folded his hands on the papers laid out in front of him and started reading aloud from one of them. “Inmate 41-899, Jessica Beaumont, guilty of reckless driving and manslaughter, sentenced to six years incarceration in a facility chosen by this panel.”

Jessica felt nauseous when the word ‘manslaughter’ was read. She had been drunk. It had not been the first time. Why did that old man have to be on the road that night?

“The doctor has found you unfit for high-volume milk production.”

The doctor, who was sitting at the end of the table, nodded solemnly.

“On top of that, you have managed to add several reports of bad attitude since arriving here and seems to have problems following orders.” The man took off his glasses and sighed.

A woman with the face of a tired bulldog sitting next to him scoffed. “Typical trust fund bitch.”

Jessica glared at the woman, but luckily, her lungs were using all the oxygen to handle the pain in her body, and could not muster a sarcastic comeback. There will be no preferential treatment from this lot, she thought. Her entire life had been a breeze, even her teachers had upped her grades to avoid angering the man who employed half the people in town.

“We have decided to sentence you to six years as a facility inspector’s slave.”

Slave? Jessica was at a loss for words. She had never heard anything about this being an option.

The entire panel nodded, several of them with self-righteous grins on their aging faces.

“Are you aware of what this sentence entails?”

Jessica shook her head.

The man smiled, but unlike the others, there was a hint of sympathy. “The facility inspectors are some of the most important people in our society. They are in charge of inspecting the countless facilities producing milk. To make this easier for them, they are allowed one slave each to assist in this endeavor. When an inspector chooses you, you are required by law to do everything he asks of you without question.”

A thought popped into Jessica’s mind, and the rational part of her brain was not fast enough to stop it from blurting out. “What, is he allowed to fuck me?”

The guard behind her snickered, but most of the elderly people rolled their eyes.

The man took off his glasses and massaged his forehead. “I repeat: You are to comply with anything he asks of you.”

That is a yes.

“I think we are done here,” he said. “You will be returned to your cell and will stay at this facility until an inspector chooses you as his slave.”

Jessica was not sure how to feel as the guards escorted her back to her cell. The beating had made her realize that prison might not be the lesser evil as she had thought it was, but the word ‘slave’ tasted weird in her mouth. She was to submit to a man, a stranger, for six years? She decided to look at the positives; she would not have to stay at Facility 41, and she might even get fucked once in a while. If the insatiable hunger for sex had truly been reawakened, being a slave to a horny man could turn out to be a blessing in disguise.

She did not have to wait long before the first potential owner arrived. Jessica was picked up from her cell by the guards and placed in an unseemly room below the common room. Two other girls were already there; they were both naked, their handcuffs locked behind their backs and chained to the wall. Jessica looked questioningly at the guard.

“Yeah, you have to get naked too.” He unlocked her handcuffs and gestured for her to remove her clothes.

Jessica hesitated, but she had no desire to receive a beating again. There were still marks on her body as she removed her scrubs and was chained to the wall like an animal. She tried to get a feel for the competition; an ebony-skinned goddess with short, black hair was standing to her right, visibly uncomfortable and squirming, constantly touching her handcuffs and trying to get comfortable in the leg irons. The second girl, on the other hand, stood proud and tall, her face made of stone. Her brown curls were well-tended, and Jessica felt like an unkempt piece of trash next to her. This is not her first time trying to get picked.

She had to get picked. The guards that had beaten her a few days earlier were on the warpath, and she had no desire to stay at the prison longer than necessary.

The door opened. A man in a black suit and red tie entered. Jessica felt disappointed; he seemed uncomfortable, hesitant, as he talked to Deb, the female guard who had delivered the thorough beating.

“Yeah, this will be my first slave,” he said. “I’m still new at this.”

Deb yawned, seemingly as unimpressed with the man as Jessica was. “You don’t say. This is the current selection. All have insufficient milk flow for production purposes, but they should do fine for your purposes.” She looked at Jessica before adding: “The blonde can be a handful, though.”

The man’s eyes widened. “Why … why is she bruised?”

Deb shrugged. “She fell down the stairs.”

The man started perusing the wares. He was timid at first, making sure to keep his distance, but he soon started approaching the other two girls. “They are beautiful,” he said and started touching the breasts of the tall, brown-haired woman. “Very nice.”

She smiled at him. “They’re all yours if you want.”

He blushed. “Very nice, indeed.”

This dweeb could own me for six years?

The man stopped in front of her. “This one is a handful, you said?” He tried a confident smile, but it did not manage to reach his eyes. “I guess I can just keep her shackled in the basement when we’re not on the job – she has a great body.”

Jessica did not respond. She could think of nothing worse than being this man’s pleasure toy to command for six years; the suit was two sizes too big, he smelled of cheap deodorant and sweat, and he seemed like the kind of man who would apologize if someone else scratched his car. She had to make sure he did not pick her.

He started running his sweaty hands up her body while he mumbled: “All mine … all mine …”

Then he screamed. Jessica had intended to let him down easy, but his touch had triggered the inner rebel and sent her forehead flying forward.

“Fuck! My nose!” Blood poured down the man’s face. “What the hell?”

The guard Deb suppressed a laugh. “I’ll make sure she is duly punished, but these are convicted felons, remember?”

“Make sure she regrets it!” the man yelled.

He’s hotter now that he’s angry. Jessica could not help but smile, even if she knew she just ensured herself a world of pain.

“I’ll take the tall brunette.” He gestured towards the smiling woman next to Jessica. “Get her collared and prepped while I find a fucking doctor.”

Her punishment had been severe. First, she had been beaten and shocked over and over, then sent to isolation for two weeks. The cell was small, the air stale. There was no window, and she had to feel her way in the dark to find the toilet, which was only made more difficult by the fact that the guards had left her cuffs locked behind her back. She had to eat her food from a bowl on the floor, pushed in through a slot in the bottom of the door, and her only interactions were when a bored guard came to beat her or restrain her in a more uncomfortable position.

I could use a shower, she thought. Her arms hurt; the guard had left her standing with her hands over her head for hours now. How long had she been there? Her feedings were irregular, there was no natural light, and her sleep was often interrupted by guards coming to torment her. She did not know what all this did for her prospects as an inspector slave, but she was fed up with prison. Six years of this was not appealing.

The door opened. The light blinded her.

“What a stench.”

She did not recognize the voice. It was deep, masculine, commanding even. Her eyes slowly adjusted to see a man standing in the doorway. He was tall, the dark suit tailored to his fit, muscular body. She couldn't discern the features of his face, but his posture, his presence, was alluring, and she could feel his eyes on her.

“Who are you?” she asked with a raspy voice; it had not been used for anything but screaming and crying for weeks.

“The name is Josh Hanson, facility inspector. You are 41-899, Jessica Beaumont, an unruly, spoiled brat causing trouble for the prison guards.”

Jessica managed a tired smile. “That is me summed up in one sentence. Do come in, I’ll make a cup of tea.”

The man entered the cell and looked in disgust at the surroundings. The flickering light from the hallway fell on a handsome, square-jawed face. Thick, brown hair crowned his head, but it was the steel gray eyes that caught Jessica’s attention. There was power in them, power and resolve, but they were cold as ice.

“You broke inspector Gulliver’s nose.” He leaned up against the wall opposite Jessica and crossed his arms. His words were devoid of emotion; he was merely stating a fact.

How should I play this? Jessica knew that she wanted this man to take her as his slave. She was drawn to him, to his raw magnetism, but she had a suspicion that being meek and submissive was not the way to go.

“His name is Gulliver? Ironic, considering his height.” She cleared her throat and tried to ignore that she was naked and chained in front of the man she was trying to impress. “He was not the right match for me.”

Josh raised an eyebrow. “You’re not exactly in a position to make such a decision. You might be surprised to hear that insubordination and violent behavior are not sought after traits in a hucow slave.”

“Then why are you here?”

A hint of a smile appeared on Josh’s face. “That is a good question. The selection given to me was abysmal.” He yawned and checked his watch. “I need a new slave. The old one had finished her sentence. The guards told me that you were down here.”

Jessica tried to find a sexy pose, but it was hard when she could barely feel her arms. “Do you like what you see?”

He shrugged. “A filthy, unruly woman shackled to a wall? Is this supposed to turn me on somehow?” His words were delivered in a harsh, demeaning tone. “You seem to have some resilience. The others would break within a week.” He sighed. “I guess you’ll have to do.”

Wow. Flatter me, will you?

“I’ll tell the guards to get you washed and ready while I fill out the stupid paperwork.

“What, as if I’m a new car?”

He smiled, but there was no warmth. “Used car, would be my guess. We’ll have to work on that attitude. I’ll need to take you for a test drive before I take you home, though.”

A test drive?

She did not get a chance to ask what he meant before the cell door slammed shut behind him. Jessica could not decide if being enslaved by Josh was a good thing, but she was willing to do anything to get out of the dark cell at this point.

“So, you managed to get picked by Josh Hanson,” the female guard said.

Jessica looked up at the woman. The guard smiled at her; she was new, not one of the guards that usually tormented Jessica.

“It seems that way.” Jessica finished drying after the much-needed shower and reached for her prison scrubs.

“That won’t be needed,” the guard said. “You are not to be dressed for the next part.”

“The next part? What is it?”

The woman’s smile disappeared. “You’ll see.” Her hand started fiddling with the long, dark braid. “Turn around and put your hands behind your back.”

Jessica obeyed; this was the first kind guard she had met, and she wanted to know more. “Do you know this Josh guy?” She felt the handcuffs snap shut around her wrists; the shower had been a welcome break from the restraints after weeks in isolation.

“I know of him. I hear he’s quite a looker?”

Jessica nodded. “He is. What else have you heard?”

The guard hesitated, then pushed Jessica out the door. “I heard he’s a cold, cruel master. That one his slave ended up in hospital because he …” She paused. “It’s just a rumor.”

Jessica felt a knot form in her stomach. Had she been better off with tiny Gulliver? It was too late to do anything about it now. The guard took her to a small room with several chains hanging from the ceiling. The smell of chemicals, likely from cleaning, hung in the air, and Jessica could not stop thinking of what made the prison staff so eager to clean this room in particular. Do they … torture people here? She had received her share of beatings, but they had never drawn blood.

The guard unlocked the cuffs and locked a set of leather cuffs on Jessica’s wrists before attaching them to two of the chains hanging from the ceiling. Jessica was now standing in the middle of the room with her arms spread. She felt vulnerable, and the relief she had felt since Josh had chosen was all but replaced by pure anxiety.

“You are to be collared before your master comes to test you.” The guard’s voice had changed. It sounded like she was reading aloud from a manual. “The collar is not only a symbol of your submission and debt to society,” she said as she approached Jessica holding a shiny steel collar, about the width of two fingers.

Jessica shook her head. “You are not putting that on me!” Handcuffs were one thing. Collars were for pets.

The guard ignored the comment. “The collar also contains a tracking device to dissuade you from trying to escape.” The woman rotated the collar in her hand. It was seamless, elegant even, with a small O-ring being the only thing to break the smooth surface.

The sight of the collar made Jessica sick to her stomach. She hated having things around her neck, even light necklaces, and she knew this would serve as a constant reminder of her crime. The scrubs, the handcuffs, those were standard, everyone in prison had to endure them, but this was different. “Please,” she said, “don’t put that on me.” All defiance was forgotten as the guard opened the collar and locked it around Jessica’s neck.

“It’s not coming off until you have served your sentence.”

Jessica was ready to cry. It felt like the collar was too tight, that she could not breathe. The cold steel on her neck was intense and frightening. Pull yourself together, she thought. He will be here soon. Don’t show him your weakness. She looked at the leather cuffs holding her, tried to distract herself from the feel of the collar. They were broad and comfortable, at least compared to the handcuffs, and even though her arms were stretched to the side, forcing her chest forward, it was not unpleasant. Anything is an upgrade after my time in that fucking cell.

The guard stood and watched her for a bit before leaving. Jessica knew that Josh wanted to test her, but she had no idea what it meant. Was he going to fuck her? Test the goods? The thought did not disgust her, quite the contrary. She had not been able to get him out of her mind since he stepped into her cell, and though she did not have a submissive bone in her body, she was quite experienced in fucking strangers. Especially handsome ones.

She heard footsteps. Jessica tried once more to strike a seductive pose within the constraints of the cuffs, but it was difficult.

Josh Hanson entered the small room. His presence demanded attention, commanded the room. His posture was flawless, but the eyes were tired. He barely looked at Jessica while he took off his suit jacket, folded it neatly, and placed it on a worn stool near the door.

“Alright, let us get this over with,” he said as he rolled up his sleeves.

Jessica tried to muster a smile, though his cold words stung. “Yes, Master.”

Josh pulled at the chains holding her, ensured that she was properly restrained. “Don’t do that. I’m not your master yet, and I don’t need you to pretend. I’m well aware that it will take some hard work to turn you into a decent submissive.”

He stepped closer and grabbed her breasts in his strong hands. It was not sensual; it felt like an inspection. Despite that, Jessica loved the feel of his hands on her skin and his expensive cologne was intoxicating.

“Your milk glands are all filled to the brink. Does this hurt?”

He squeezed out a bit of milk from both breasts. Jessica groaned as the familiar stinging sensation she felt whenever she was milked made her body tense up. “Yes.”

She shivered as his finger touched her nipple to wipe off a drop of milk. He put the finger in his mouth.

“Not a bad taste.”

His hands started exploring her shackled body. His touch was gentle, his hands soft. Every stroke, every pinch was electric, and Jessica had to bite her lip to prevent her from talking. His face was unmoved, rigid like the expression on a portrait, as he inspected her skin, her muscles, everything. No curve or dent was left unexplored, and as he neared her genitals, Jessica was already fit to burst.

“Spread your legs,” he said.

She obeyed. Part of her wanted to talk back, but her pussy was screaming for attention. She moaned as his fingers started exploring her inner thighs, the outside of her vagina. He pulled gently at her labia before traveling inside.

“Control yourself.” He looked up at her with a sigh, just as three of his fingers entered her. “I’m merely checking you for anything that could hinder me in doing my job.”

Jessica barely listened. The sex addict within her had awakened after lying dormant for so long. She wanted him. Badly.

“Do you want me to suck your cock?” she said, trying to sound like a seductive vixen.

Josh stood up and looked at her with indifference. “No. You’re not worth it.”

Jessica had never been turned down like this before. Normally, rejection angered her, made her lash out, but even though her pride was hurt, he only seemed to grow more attractive in her eyes.

“Apart from the milk issue, you seem to be in good health.”

“I am.”

He rolled his eyes. “Having personal trainers at your disposal does that, I guess. How is your pain tolerance?”

Jessica hesitated. “My … what?”

Josh did not answer. He walked past Jessica and grabbed something from the wall behind her. The air was thick with anticipation as the silence seemed to build. Cold, anxious sweat trickled down her neck; somehow, she knew what was coming. She could feel his eyes on her body, his presence. Her hands grabbed the chains holding her as she gritted her teeth.

The first lash of the whip still managed to catch her by surprise. It was a sharp, stinging pain, unlike anything she had ever felt. Jessica had spent my entire life avoiding pain, avoiding discomfort, and she had succeeded until she had thrown it all away. Now the rich kid was being whipped by a man she hoped to serve. Three hard strikes followed in quick succession, thrashing her upper back.

Jessica grunted, biting her lip to keep from crying out. She had to muster every last drop of energy and willpower to keep from screaming for him to stop.

She felt a soft, warm touch on her burning back. “Not too bad,” he said. “Keep that up.”

It was the first hint of kindness, and it fueled her determination, helped her endure as the lashes started coming faster, harder. Her ass was pummeled until her body started shaking, struggling to cope with the pain, and in the end, she could no longer keep the cries bottled up.

“AAAAAAAH!” she cried out, screaming at the top of her lungs.

Was this it? Had she failed?

Josh appeared in front of her, whip in hand. He had color in his cheeks from swinging the instrument of pain, and though his face remained stern and motionless, a certain spark had appeared in his gray eyes. “A pitiful display. Not used to pain, are we?”

“N… No…” stuttered Jessica, her lungs burning. “I … I can do better. Don’t stop.”

A look of mild surprise appeared for a brief second on Josh’s face. Jessica did not know what had driven her to ask for more pain; every cell in her body wanted it to end, but looking at Josh, she knew she had to convince him to take her home. At any cost.

“You’re standing at a crossroads here, 899,” he said and took a half step back. “Are you certain you want to walk down this path?” His words were heavy; she felt the weight behind them as if she was about to walk through a door she could not re-open. “This is but a taste of the pain you will have to endure if you want the slightest chance of ever pleasing me.”

He had already warned her against lying once. She was not about to make the mistake of underestimating him again. “I hate the pain. I hate this collar. But I want to go with you. Any place is better than here.”

He smiled. “I wouldn’t be so sure of that.”

“At least I won’t have to go serve at a farm.”

Josh laughed. It was cruel, hollow laughter that made Jessica shiver. “Dear girl, you have no idea what being an inspector’s slave entails, do you? But if you are willing to endure more pain, to show me you want to be mine to command, I will humor you. Feel free to scream if you must.”

He looked her in the eye as he swung the whip at her breasts. The pain she had experienced moments earlier faded into the background, a distant memory, as her body convulsed in agony. Milk dripped from her tortured udders as Josh poured his tremendous strength into every hit. Her chains rattled as she gripped them, tore at them, but there was nothing she could do to escape the torrent of stinging hits. It felt like a stream of pain, unstoppable and unending. Red marks were traced across her breasts like a signature. He was marking her.

Then he paused. Jessica wished it was over, that she had proven herself, but his sadistic smile told her otherwise.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

Jessica tried to hold back the tears. “No .... please …”

“Spread. Your. Legs.”

The path had been chosen. The door was locked behind her. It felt as if the collar burned on her neck, symbolizing her loss of control. Her legs trembled as she spread them wide.

A primal, agonizing scream echoed between the cold, concrete walls as the whip’s leather bands struck her exposed vagina. Josh swung the whip with determination and detached professionalism, hitting his target with precision every time.

“Keep them spread,” he shouted, barely audible over Jessica’s guttural screams.

She did. Her body soaked up the flood of pure, intense pain that kept coming like an unstoppable force.

What had she gotten herself into?

Was this her life now?

Jessica was about to give up when the hits stopped. She was a sobbing mess, unable to keep her head up to look at her tormentor.

“There are a few things you need to understand, Jessica.”

She looked up at the sound of her name; it felt odd to hear it from him.

He leaned in and whispered in her ear: “I own you now.” His warm breath on her neck was oddly comforting, even arousing.

“I know,” she said. It was the truth.

“Good.”

To her surprise, she suddenly felt his fingers on her aching labia. It hurt at first, but his gentle massaging soon managed to send a tingle of lust through the haze of pain. It was unexpected but welcome, and she soaked it up like a flower tasting rain after a drought.

“I own you,” he repeated. “Your body belongs to me. Your milk belongs to me. I control your pain …” He pinched her labia between two fingers to prove his point. Jessica whimpered in response. “… and your pleasure.” Two fingers entered her, but unlike earlier, they were not inspecting. They were pleasing. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ma…” She paused. “Yes.”

She could feel his cheek against hers; the stubble was itchy, but all her attention was focused on his magic fingers exploring her pussy.

“You will obey every order, but do not call me ‘Master’ until you mean it. Until you feel it deep inside. Your body is mine from this moment – I will conquer your mind in time.”

The words rung in Jessica’s head; they sounded ominous and threatening, but a part of her wanted him to be right.

“I will train you as I see fit, but the last thing I need you to understand …” He pulled out his fingers, leaving a hollow, unfulfilled sensation behind. “… is that you are nothing to me. A tool. You can be discarded, replaced.” He took a step back and stared into her soul. “I do not need you.”

After months in prison, it felt odd to wear proper clothes again. Jessica did not know what it meant to be a slave, but she had not expected to find herself in the very clothes she had worn when she had been escorted from her court sentencing to prison. The black dress struggled to contain her breasts that had grown at least one cup, if not two, but it felt great to be out of the orange scrubs. Josh observed her as she put on her high heels and tied her long hair in a ponytail. 

She smiled at him.

She received no smile in return.

Her body was sore from the whipping, yet she felt relieved to be leaving the prison. Posters about the ‘straight and narrow’ and half-torn flyers advertising job openings at local fast-food restaurants lined the wall of the small room, meant for prisoners who were about to be released. A full-length mirror, scratched and worn, hung next to them. Jessica stole a glance at herself. The dress was stylish, her shoes as well, but the collar was impossible to ignore. It was not wide or particularly heavy, but she could not take her eyes off it. I suppose most prisoners that go through this room are not released into slavery.

She heard the rattle of chains behind her. A lump formed in her throat; she should have guessed that the collar would not be enough.

“I think you need a bit more jewelry,” Josh said and fastened a chain around her belly. He then locked a set of handcuffs to it and clicked them shut around her wrists, making sure her hands were firmly secured. He then added a pair of leg irons.

“Are you going to keep me restrained for the next six years?” Jessica looked at him with a disappointed frown.

“The thought has crossed my mind,” he said and took a step back. She noticed that his eyes lingered on her ample cleavage for a second longer than he probably intended. “You are still a prisoner; you will spend a lot of time restrained, often far more restrictive than this. If you are a good little slave cow, I might lessen it. Disappoint me, and you will, it will get worse. Far worse.”

Jessica swallowed a lump and nodded. The terms were not surprising, and they were simple enough, but she knew that her temper and sarcastic disposition would get her in trouble at some point.

The guards stared as Josh escorted Jessica out the gates and into the parking lot. It was a beautiful summer day, and Jessica felt invigorated by the sun’s vitalizing rays on her skin. Josh had a firm grip on her arm as they approached a large, black BMW.

“That is your car?” she asked as he opened the door and pushed her into the front passenger seat, closing the seatbelt across her restrained arms.

“Being a facility inspector is a highly trusted and prestigious job.” Josh got into the driver's seat and turned on the ignition. “It comes with a generous paycheck and a lot of perks.”

Jessica tried to get comfortable in the plush leather seats, but the handcuffs made it difficult. “Like owning a slave?” She rattled her cuffs.

He sighed. “It’s necessary to do the job.” He looked at her and frowned. “Dealing with you does not feel like a perk.”

“Not yet.”

For the first time since she had met him, a genuine smile broke through the defenses and lit up Josh’s face for a fraction of a second. “We’ll see.”


Part 2

Enslaved at the Hucow Farm

She did not know what she had expected when Josh Hanson, the handsome, rugged hucow inspector, had chosen her to be his slave for her entire six-year sentence. His expensive, luxurious car had been the first surprise. The second was that they were heading deep into the suburbs. Children's bikes were scattered on the freshly cut lawns, the bushes and trees were immaculately trimmed, and smiling parents exchanged pleasantries across the fences while they grabbed their plump children from the backseat of large SUVs.

“This is where you live?” Jessica asked.

Josh shrugged. “Why not? Buying a house is a sound investment. Plus, it’s relatively peaceful here.”

They parked in the driveway of a large, two-story house. It looked like an upper-middle-class dream; all wooden panels were recently painted and the hedges trimmed to perfection. Josh shut off the ignition and looked at her.

“This will be your new home for the next six years, at least when we’re not on assignment.”

Assignment? Jessica was going to inquire further, but another thought took priority.

“Are … are you going to take the restraints off before we go in?” The thought of being displayed in cuffs and collar in front of an army of soccer moms scared her more than any prison guard ever could.

Josh nodded. “I like rattling the local populace from time to time. They know what I do. They might not approve, but who dares speak up? They still need milk for their cereal.”

He got out and opened the passenger side door, removed the seatbelt, and clicked a dog leash to the ring on her collar. Jessica glared at him; it seemed unnecessarily humiliating to drag her by the collar, and he knew it. Her heartbeat quickened as he pulled her outside, and the high heels touched the pavement, accompanied by the rattling chains of the leg irons.

“Straighten your back, slave,” Josh said, visibly amused by her shame and humiliation.

Jessica had made fun of the suburb dwellers before her imprisonment, ridiculed them for their monotonous lifestyle and lack of ambition. It was easy to be cocky when her father had paid for everything and she was all but guaranteed a lucrative career at his company. Now, Jessica could feel the neighbors judge her with their curious glances, see the spite hidden behind polite nods directed at Josh. She was less than a person now, less than a convict. Society had decided that Josh had every right to drag her as a pet towards the door, to chain and shackle her, to do with her as he pleased. These people all knew it, but it was obvious that they disliked being confronted directly with a hucow inspector’s slave.

A lump formed in Jessica’s stomach as she saw a young mother with her child. The small girl was pointing at her, probably asking why the woman was in handcuffs, and the shame grabbed Jessica’s throat and made it difficult to breathe when she realized that the mother’s likely response would be that the woman was a ‘bad person’, getting her just punishment.

When the door finally closed behind them, Jessica was exhausted. The walk had been short, but intense, and she dreaded the next time she would have to walk to the car.

The house was sparsely furnished but tasteful, though it lacked a personal touch; there were no pictures of friends or family. The interior looked like a model house used to attract potential buyers.

“Are you going to give me a tour?” Jessica knew that it was out of line for her to ask, but she was aching for conversation.

“What do you think?” He hung up his jacket and placed his hands on his hips. “You talk a lot. I don’t like it.”

“I can do other things than talk,” she said and took a step closer, pushing her chest forward.

He rolled his eyes. “I’m sure that is the only ability you have worked on. As I said, I’m not interested. You are a convicted felon. I need a slave to help me do my job. You were the least horrible option.” His eyes narrowed. “I don’t enjoy the thought of training a new slave from scratch.”

Jessica felt the frustration build inside her. His rejections hurt her pride, yet she could not resist his primal, powerful magnetism.

“I’m offering myself to you, willingly, and you turn me down?” Jessica cocked her head. “Are you gay?”

“I’m not, but even if I was, it doesn’t matter.” Josh checked his watch. “I have a few errands to run. I’m going to show you to your room.” He grabbed the chain connected to the collar. “And your relentless pestering has earned you your first punishment.”

A small part of her hoped that the first punishment would be a spanking. A pleasant shiver ran down her spine at the thought of his strong hands against her bare bottom, but Jessica had a feeling she was in for something far more uncomfortable. Josh pulled her upstairs to a large bedroom that seemed to be unused. There were no pillows or sheets, and no furniture apart from a queen-sized bed and a tall, narrow closet.

It’s a bit spartan, but I’ll take it, she thought.

“This will be your home for the next six years,” Josh said and gestured at the corner, where Jessica only now noticed the thick metal bars covering a doorway leading to another room. “Or until I cannot stand you anymore.”

“You … you can return me?” Her voice was hesitant as they walked past the bed.

He did not answer. She stared at the pitiful cell that had been constructed in what seemed to be an old walk-in closet. The walls were exposed brick, several steel anchor points had been bolted to the walls and ceiling, and a thin, bare mattress with a blanket was the only luxuries, apart from a steel toilet bowl in the corner. The door had been replaced with a strong cell door made from steel bars, and the whole setup made the old cell in Facility 41 look like a five-star resort.

“At least I had a sink and a mirror in prison,” she mumbled.

“And yet this might be better than you deserve.” Josh opened the narrow closet and grabbed a pair of scissors. “You seem to be overdressed for your cell.”

“What?” Jessica took a step back and nearly tripped over her leg irons. “This is an expensive dress!” She had been wearing it on the day of my sentencing; it was the only clothes the prison had had of hers when she was released into Josh’s custody.

“It is part of your old life. Do you think luxury is what awaits you after serving six years as a slave for manslaughter? From what I gathered, daddy hasn’t bothered to visit you in prison, has he?”

His words pierced her body like needles, and Jessica could not manage to muster an objection as he cut the designer dress from her shackled body. It truly felt like she was shedding her skin, and she was not sure what laid beneath – part of her was afraid to find out. Jessica started crying. It was not because she was naked in front of the man still a stranger to her, it was because his words had made her feel vulnerable in a way that the time in prison had not.

Josh was not impressed. “Tears? A few poignant words and the defiant brat is reduced to a sobbing girl?” He pulled my collar chain and yanked her closer. “Do better.”

Jessica could feel the heat from his body, and it tore her back to the present. She straightened her back and nodded; she could not show weakness if she wanted to be his. If she wanted him to be hers.

“As I said, you have earned your first punishment. I will usually take off your restraints when you are put in your cell, but not this time.” He locked the chain to an anchor point in the ceiling, making sure the chain was tight.

“How long will you be?” The question had a pleading tone to it that Jessica was not proud of. The collar pressed lightly on her neck, and her hands were still firmly locked in the handcuffs attached to a chain around her slim waist. If she took her heels off, she would have to stand on her toes.

“I don’t know.” He turned around, locked the steel barred door, and left.

Jessica stared at the door for a few minutes in silence, dumbstruck by her situation. She was no longer in prison, but being chained and collared in a tiny cell was hardly an upgrade. The sun shone through the curtains of the bedroom, and she could hear the sound of chatting neighbors and kids playing outside. It was a surreal contrast to her predicament. For a second, she considered shouting, to scream for someone to come help, but Jessica soon realized that no one would. She was not a hostage, not a kidnapped girl – in their eyes, she was paying her debt to society.

She looked down at the chains holding her naked body. This is all fully legal. I brought this on myself, and everyone thinks I deserve it. The cold hand of shame once again grabbed hold of her throat.

Six years. Her mind could not comprehend it. Six years in this tiny room? What had Josh meant by ‘assignments’? Jessica tried not to think about it, but her present situation did not offer her many opportunities for distraction. She tried moving, but the collar was too restrictive. The leg irons were already digging into her ankles, and the handcuffs were locked on tight.

God, my breasts hurt. Despite her poor flow, her breasts did inevitably fill and started aching. She tried to reach them, to see if she could milk a little to relieve the pressure, but it was impossible. For the first time, she wished her huge breasts hung a little further down. Jessica had always prided herself on seeing the positive in every situation, which had been easy while living off her father’s immense wealth, but it had been difficult since her incarceration, but for some reason, she decided to try it again in the claustrophobic cell.

She was a slave for the next six years. Nothing positive about that.

She was a slave to Josh Hanson. That was something, at least; he was gorgeous, rugged, confident. Jessica had been with plenty of men that shared the same characteristics, but none of them had ever rejected her. It made her want him that much more.

The thought of Josh made her hands seek away from her breasts. The handcuffs dug into her wrists as she stretched her hand as far as she could, and she smiled when it reached her clit. The small button woke the moment it was touched as if it had been slumbering for months. Jessica tried to focus on the image of her captor in her mind, but the rattle of chains and the collar’s pressure on her neck kept pulling her back to reality. She soon found, to her surprise, that her restraints only added to her enjoyment. Her ravenous sex life had occasionally involved breath play to spice things up, and she started pushing forward to increase the pressure on her neck. The trickle of lust soon became a downpour.

Could I … actually learn to enjoy being restrained? The thought was both incredibly scary and pleasant. If she had to spend six years as a slave, never getting to take her collar off, it could at least offer her some enjoyment, right? The thought soon vanished in the intoxicating rush of endorphins as her body became a shivering mess of raw, primal emotion. Her predicament no longer mattered, the shame dissipated, and she pulled at her restraints, not to try to escape, but to feel them, to enhance her joy.

Her legs shook beneath her when the orgasm finally arrived and tore through her like an avalanche. For a few glorious seconds, all her troubles were insignificant. She furiously massaged her sensitive clit to milk the moment for every drop it had to offer before an inevitable, cold reality set in.

But the smile remained, even after the throes of ecstasy had eased their grip. Jessica had wrestled back some semblance of control, and it had boosted her confidence. She would find a way to make it through this. She would find enjoyment in her life as a slave.

She would make Josh want her.

***

It felt like they had been driving for eternity. The radio was tuned to a show where a couple of posh-sounding men discussed whether the country needed the farms; one of them insisted that humans could do without milk, while the other, a representative of the government, droned on and on about the standard of living and the benefits of the system. He proclaimed that the mandatory farm work built character and that it had brought the people of the country closer together as every person had to do their share. The other man scoffed, saying that it was the women who had to carry the burden and that rumors of horrible conditions on the farms had to be addressed.

“The women get two years without having to work,” the governmental employee said, “while the men have to keep the rest of society moving.” There was no hint of sarcasm in his voice. “And those rumors are grossly exaggerated. I haven’t seen any women complain in the media, and thousands have returned from their terms. Our inspectors are highly educated, vigilant, and incorruptible, they will –“

Josh turned the radio off with a loud sigh. “Idiot.”

It was the first word he had spoken since they had left the house. It had been a week since he had taken her home from prison, and apart from a few showers, she had not been outside the cell since then. Jessica enjoyed seeing the countryside pass by as they drove; she had never appreciated stuff like that before.

“It doesn’t sound like you believe in the job you’re doing?” she said.

Josh kept his eyes on the road. “Does it matter?”

Jessica looked at the handcuffs on her wrists. Every time Josh had taken her from her cell, he had clicked them back on. She did not mind them as much anymore, not since her orgasmic revelation. “You’re allowed to keep a slave. That must be a bonus.”

“It’s a lot of work,” he said. “I know some instructors use their slaves as personal sex toys, but I don’t see the appeal.” He glanced at Jessica for a second.

“You know, I’m going to start taking your rejections personally soon.” She thought she saw a hint of a smile, but it vanished quickly. “Where are we going?”

Small villages dotted the flat landscape, along with huge farms and rolling farmland.

“I guess it’s time to fill you in on what is expected of you.” Josh pointed towards a farm on the horizon. “I need to perform an inspection of Henry and Danielle’s Homestead Dairy Farm over there.”

“Why do you need me for that?” Jessica had her suspicions, but until now, she had deliberately refused to think about it.

“I need to test the facilities,” Josh said. “I can check the paperwork, the surroundings, interview the owners, but I need someone to be my ‘boots on the ground’, so to speak.”

Jessica felt a knot form in her stomach. “You need me to be a hucow? To live on the farm?”

“For a week, yes. Did you think inspectors were allowed slaves purely for recreational purposes?”

Jessica swallowed a lump. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

“After the week is done, your experiences will help me finish the report.” Josh stole a glance at his visibly uncomfortable passenger. “You thought you had avoided the farms?”

Jessica nodded.

“I’m starting you off easy. When your six-year sentence is over, you will have seen most of what this horrendous system has to offer.” Josh scratched his well-kempt beard. “You will be allowed some time for recovery in between inspections.”

Jessica wanted to cry. It sounded awful; she had struggled to get used to the thought of being a slave, and being with Josh had been one of the only upsides. Now she had to be away from him for weeks at a time, being ferried from one farm to the other?

“Do you still want to get on my good side?” Josh asked.

Jessica thought about it. “Yes … yes, I do.”

“Then you will have to follow my orders. All of them.”

She looked at him with a furrowed brow. “What are you not telling me?”

Josh slowed the car and parked at the side of the road. He seemed to struggle to find the words. “There … there is a lot of corruption in this system. A lot of people out to take advantage of others.” He looked at Jessica. “I need you to let yourself be taken advantage of.”

The words took a while to coalesce in Jessica’s mind. “You mean … someone might want to fuck me?” The thought was not as repulsive as it probably should have been.

Josh noticed the slight spark that lit up Jessica’s eyes. “Yes. But I suggest you try to not be too enthusiastic.”

The farm was nauseatingly idyllic and traditional, reminding Jessica of old movies and commercials preaching ‘farm fresh’ goods and supporting your local farmer. The house and barns were all painted red, with white windows, and huge flowerbeds in a plethora of colors lined the driveway and courtyard. Outside the house stood a middle-aged couple. The man wore a red flannel shirt and blue overalls, but his powerful build and rugged face did not match the stereotypical clothing. He was a good-looking man, and his wife was no less attractive with her long, graying braid and sun-kissed face.

“This place could double as a holiday destination for families with kids,” Jessica mumbled as she stared at the smiling couple.

“Looks can be deceiving,” Josh said and parked the car. “Keep your mouth shut unless spoken to. You might be a new, inexperienced slave, but you might as well start acting like one.”

“Yes, Ma –“ Jessica bit her lip. “I will.”

The couple, Henry and Danielle, were overly friendly and did not seem to care that one of their guests was collared and handcuffed. Jessica appreciated that she had at least been allowed to wear clothes; she was wearing a pair of jeans and a low-cut T-shirt, clothes left from Josh’s former slavegirl.

Josh took notes on a clipboard as the farmer and his wife gave the two guests a tour of the grounds.

“These are the kitchens. We have three people working full time to make sure the hucows are fed.”

Josh nodded. “And staff for milking?”

“Fully automated. It was odd for us to restructure it all after the cows were outlawed, but we embrace technology here. At least some of it.” Henry smiled. “The hucows hook themselves up to the machines, we only have one farmhand supervising. He also maintains the equipment.”

“And no convicts?” Josh’s voice was a monotone drone; he had done this countless times before.

“None. These are all women serving their mandatory terms.”

“I see.” Josh pointed at the door leading outside from the kitchen facilities. “Let us go see the hucows.”

Jessica felt awkward as she walked behind the chatting couple and Josh. It was a hot day, and the collar felt tighter than usual. At least no leg irons or belly chain was restricting her this time.

She had never been to a hucow farm before. They entered a barn where dozens of women were held in large, metal-barred stalls. They wore plain, brown clothes, and though a few of them chatted with each other, most stared with empty eyes at the visitors or sat against the steel bars. All of them wore collars similar to Jessica’s, likely to serve as tracking devices.

“As you can see, they have plenty of room to move around,” Henry said. “There are toilets in each stall, and they have mats to sleep on.”

This is not much better than prison, Jessica thought. These were all innocent women, serving the two years society demanded of them. A few of them were hooked up to a large milking machine that seemed to move between the stalls on rails in the ceiling.

“How about fresh air?” Josh asked. His indifference to the conditions told Jessica that this was perfectly normal.

Danielle smiled and pointed at a large, open gate at the end. “There is a lovely meadow out there. Properly fenced in, of course.”

“Of course.” Josh wrote a few notes before looking up at the couple. “I would like to leave my slave here for a week, as protocol dictates.”

Henry and Danielle looked at Jessica with welcoming smiles.

Josh continued: “How are the –“

He was interrupted when a woman started shouting from a stall nearby. “You have to get me out of here!” Her eyes were desperate and teary. “They treat us like shit! Please, you have to –“

A farmhand was quick to open the gate to the woman’s stall. He handcuffed her behind her back and dragged her, kicking and screaming, down the center corridor and out of the barn. The other women all stared at the ground; none of them dared to look up.

The aging couple looked perplexed for a moment, but the white, toothy smiles soon lit up their faces again.

“Sorry about that,” Henry said. “A few women get a little cabin fever after a few months, you understand, I’m sure.”

Josh looked at the two with an inquisitive stare. “I had heard rumors beforehand of the conditions here.” He crossed his arms. Jessica felt a slight jolt of heat in her loins at the sight of Josh brandishing his power. “It is one of the reasons for this inspection.”

Henry’s smile vanished. “Now, look here, you can’t just accuse us –“

Josh lifted a hand to silence the farmer. A wry smile appeared on his square-jawed face. “Relax. I’m sure we can find a way to help each other out.”

Jessica’s mouth felt dry. He is corrupt? She stared in disbelief as Henry and Josh walked to the side and whispered to each other for a few minutes before shaking hands. She could have sworn that she saw a stack of cash change hands.

“What are you staring at, you miserable cow?” Danielle said. Her calm, pleasant demeanor was gone. “Know your place.”

Jessica was about to berate the woman for her behavior when she remembered Josh’s words. She swallowed her pride and nodded before directing her gaze at the ground.

“That is better.” Danielle walked up to Jessica and grabbed her breast. “Not a bad set of udders on you, girl. I do look forward to your stay, I might want to have a go with you myself.”

Jessica squirmed as the cruel woman squeezed her sensitive breast, but she kept her protests to herself.

The two men returned shortly after, both smiling.

“Everything seems to be in order,” Josh said with a reassuring smile that made Jessica sick to her stomach. “I will still need to leave the cow here in any case. Her collar is monitored, so she is expected to be here for the next week.” He looked at Jessica with no hint of empathy or remorse. “Do with her what you want. Treat her like the rest, I don’t care.”

The words were like nails on a chalkboard to Jessica’s ears.

“Excellent, we’ll treat her well,” Henry said. “We will send a farmhand to get her, he will see to it that she is settled in.”

The two both shook hands with Josh before leaving him with Jessica who could no longer keep quiet.

“What the fuck was that?” she said, pointing awkwardly at the farmer and his wife with her cuffed hands. “You are leaving me with them, knowing what they might do to me? And you are taking bribes?”

The slap came quick and hard, Jessica did not even see it coming.

“Stay out of my business, Jessica. Remember what you are now.” He leaned in and whispered. “You said you’d follow every order to get on my good side. This is an order: Do whatever they ask of you.” He took a step back and crossed his arms. “It’s hopefully not too complicated for you.”

Jessica closed her fists and bit her lip. She was no longer sure that she wanted to do anything to get on Josh’s good side, but six years was a long time – she did not need him to make it all harder than it was already going to be.

She watched Josh drive away in his black BMW as the farmhand escorted her to the barn. He was a young man, roughly the same age as Jessica, and smelled of sweat and dust. They entered a room with concrete walls used to store some of the old equipment that had been used back when the farm was still used for cows; pitchforks, cattle prods, and other assorted tools. The farmhand opened a closet and found a set of plain, brown clothes that reminded Jessica of the scrubs she had worn in prison.

“You need to take ye clothes off, miss,” he said with a thick, rural accent and removed Jessica’s handcuffs.

She hesitated, surprised to be talked to in a polite tone, but soon obliged. The farmhand’s eyes lingered on her voluptuous body as she undressed. Finally, someone who appreciates what I have to work with, she thought and smiled to herself, making sure to remove every piece of clothing slowly and sensually.

“That’s a mighty fine bod’ ye got there,” he said.

Jessica removed her panties and smiled at him. “That is kind of you to say.” He was not bad looking; a friendly face, strong hands. Why not? If Josh doesn’t want to… “Do you want to sample the goods?” She nodded at the handcuffs in his hand. “You can cuff me if it makes you more comfortable.”

The farmhand seemed confused at first, not used to invitations like that, but the perplexed expression on his face was soon replaced by determination and lust, but also hesitation. “Henry and Danielle … they usually are the only ones allowed to … you know …”

Jessica shrugged. “I won’t tell them if you don’t.”

The farmhand nodded after a short pause and cuffed one of Jessica’s hands, then pulled the cuffs through a large ring mounted to the wall behind her before cuffing the other hand, leaving Jessica’s hands firmly fixed above her head. She felt vulnerable, but the excitement soon took over as the man’s strong hands started touching her exposed body. He was not tender or gentle, but she liked it like that. He groped her breasts, squeezing them to squirt jets of milk into his open mouth. Every squeeze stung, but it was intimate and forbidden; despite the pain, she could feel the arousal building. The calloused fingers were rough and intense as they journeyed further down and found their way inside her.

I’ve missed a man’s touch, Jessica thought as she moaned, spurring the young man on. “That feels great,” she said. She was exaggerating, but her needy body took anything it could get. “Please fuck me.” She pulled at her restraints. “I can do nothing to stop you.”

The farmhand’s eyes kept seeking the door. “I … I would lov’ that, miss, but …”

“Steven? Are you in here?” a voice sounded outside.

“Fuck!” The young man pulled his soaking fingers out of Jessica’s pussy and fumbled with the key to get her uncuffed. “This was a bad idea!”

Felt pretty good to me. Jessica sighed as her cuffs came off and she was forced to get dressed in a hurry. Another young farmhand opened the door and stole a glance at Jessica before looking at Steven.

“You still not done with the inspector’s slave?”

“I wasn’t sure if she should be restrained or not,” Steven said apologetically.

The other farmhand, a tanned, tall man with a scar on his cheek, rolled his eyes. “She’s a convict, Steven. Better safe than sorry. Slap a pair of shackles and manacles on her, we can always take them off again if the boss says so. Hurry up and get her settled, we need to get a lot of the others restrained again now that the inspector is gone, and we still have to punish the outspoken cow.”

Steven nodded and found a set of wide steel shackles and matching ankle manacles in a nearby chest. The restraints were heavier than what Jessica was used to, but she could not help but shudder pleasantly as the cold steel was locked around her ankles and wrists. The chain connecting her shackles were longer than the ones on her handcuffs, and she liked how they looked. Yep, I’m definitely into bondage now. Who knew? Maybe her stay at the farm was not going to be so bad.

“Maybe we can continue our little interaction later?” she whispered to Steven as he pushed her down the corridor separating the stalls, but she received no answer. A few women glanced at Jessica as the hobbled past, but none seemed to care much. Jessica noticed that the farmhands were restraining several of the women; some had their collars chained to the bars, others were handcuffed, and some were stripped naked and manacled like Jessica was. Some protested, others cried, but most seemed almost apathetic.

Steven pushed Jessica into one of the stalls and locked the steel-barred gate behind her. The walls were a mix of thick wooden panels and bars, as was the ceiling. Tired eyes stared at the new arrival; there were nine other women in the stall. Most were unrestrained, but a short-haired, timid girl had been stripped naked and her collar connected to an anchor point in the wall at the far end of the stall, while another woman with long, black hair and kind eyes were sitting in the corner with her hands cuffed behind her back. Another girl, not much older than Jessica by the looks of it, was sitting next to the woman. She smiled at Jessica; it was a hesitant, frail smile, but it still felt like a silent invitation.

“Welcome to the fold,” the girl said when Jessica sat down next to them. She reached out a slender, pale hand. She was beautiful in a fragile way, like a blooming flower that could lose its petals at the first gust of a strong wind. Her auburn hair was curly and seemed massive compared to her small face.

Jessica shook her hand. “Thank you. I am –“

“You’re the inspector’s slave,” the girl said. Her eyes darkened. “We had hoped his visit would bring some changes, but it seems we were wrong.”

“I thought so too.” Jessica sighed. “Why are some of you restrained while others are not?”

The dark-haired woman sitting next to the girl scoffed. “Incentive. Whenever one of us steps the slightest out of line, protests the conditions, or delivers less milk, they do stuff like this.” She rattled the cuffs behind her back to make her point. “It’s humiliating. As if it all wasn’t humiliating enough.” She looked up and nodded towards the rafters above; through the bars in the ceiling of their stall, they could see the woman who had cried out for Josh to get her out being hung from her wrists high above the concrete floor. “But some have it worse than others.”

The woman screamed in terror as her body flailed about. The sight sent a chill through Jessica’s body. The thought that Josh could have prevented this and did nothing haunted her.

“Poor girl,” the fragile flower sighed and wrestled her eyes away from the sight. “I am Naomi, by the way. This is Claire.”

Jessica welcomed the distraction from the screaming woman above. “Pleased to meet you. I bet this wasn’t what you expected when you signed up for your term.” She looked at the heavy shackles binding her.

Claire shook her head. There was bitterness and anger in her eyes. “I am a housewife, a loving mother of two. I was forced to sign up because I turned twenty-eight. Naomi here was an up-and-coming businesswoman and wanted to get the term out of the way before her career took off. And here we are, a year later, still with a year to go.”

Jessica noticed that Naomi’s hand was hidden behind Claire’s back. “You two … intimate?”

Naomi blushed at the direct question. “In here, we are. We both needed some warmth and love to counter the cruelty.” She leaned in and whispered: “You are the new arrival. I’m afraid the Kellers, Henry and Danielle, might target you for sex.”

Now it was Jessica’s turn to blush. “To be honest, I kind of hope so.” She shrugged when the two women stared at her in disbelief. “Hey, being a slave is not easy. I need intimacy too.”

An hour later, the poor woman was lowered from the rafters and thrown into the stall next to Jessica’s. Life on the farm seemed to return to its twisted version of normal. Jessica tried talking to a few other women in her stall, but their answers were short; Naomi explained that everyone had already told their life story a few times since arriving, and most did not want to talk about the conditions at the farm for fear of reprisal.

Later that day, Jessica had fallen into a half-slumber on the floor from a mix of tiredness and boredom, when she was woken by a mechanical whirring sound. She looked up to see part of the stall ceiling open and a diabolical contraption being lowered.

“Finally …” Naomi said next to her and helped Claire to her feet. “I was starting to leak.”

The machine had four pairs of see-through suction tubes, one on each side, and a host of rubber tubes heading up the shaft to the ceiling. Jessica’s breasts were sore as well, but she was hesitant as she watched Naomi lift Claire’s shirt and hook her lover up to the milking machine before attaching her own breasts to the vacuum tubes. Even the girl whose collar was chained to the wall made sure to get milked, though the act made her choke hard on the collar.

“You better do it too,” Naomi said as her milk flowed through the tubes. “They’ll get mad if you don’t.”

Jessica looked at the horrid device. “I … I have never been milked by a machine before.”

Naomi smiled. “You get used to it. I’m done now, I’ll help you.”

She removed the tubes and gestured for Jessica to pull up her shirt. Jessica shuddered as the tubes attached to her breasts with a whooshing sound and the machine started pumping. Milking had always been painful but this was a whole new level. Jessica screamed as the milk was forced from her body. She wanted it to stop, to tear the tubes off, but Naomi stopped her.

“Don’t. They will punish you.”

This is already punishment! Jessica bit her lip as tears flowed down her face. It felt like needles were piercing her breasts, and she could not stop crying.

This is going to be a rough week.

***

The first few days were mostly uneventful, but Jessica had enough trouble handling the immense boredom and painful milkings. She started longing for her simple cell in Josh’s house, where she could at least be alone and milk herself at her own pace. One night, one of the farmhands caught Naomi milking herself to relieve the pressure on her giant boobs, and she was placed in a small box outside the barn for two days. Claire had to spend another two days with her hands cuffed behind her back before they uncuffed her.

On the fourth day, Henry Keller, the farmer, came to Jessica’s stall in person. They rarely saw him among the hucows, but Jessica did not need to guess why he was there.

“You there,” he said and pointed at Jessica. “Come with me.”

About time, she thought and tried to look hesitant and sullen as she followed him down the corridor. Her steps were slow, hindered by the heavy manacles still weighing on her ankles, and Henry had to stop several times to let her catch up.

“I see they restrained you properly,” he said as they entered a small side room, not unlike the one where Jessica had been felt up by the farmhand. “Good. One can never be too careful when handling your type.”

“Slaves?”

He smiled. “Women.” He grabbed a short chain from a nearby table and locked it to Jessica’s collar. “Your owner told us to do whatever we wanted with you.”

“He did.”

The man raised an eyebrow. “And you are okay with that?”

Don’t be too enthusiastic. “I … I have seen the way you punish the others. And the inspector is a cruel master. I don’t want to anger any of you.” She looked at the ground and tried her best to look submissive and scared.

“A slave who knows her place. Very good.” He unzipped his pants. “Do you know how to handle a serious piece of farming equipment like this?”

Jessica nodded and kneeled in front of Henry. She had hoped for a good fucking, but sucking a huge cock was a nice consolation prize. Jessica started lifting her hands to assist, but Henry shook his head.

“Mouth only. At least at first.”

Jessica kept her shackled hands in her lap and closed her lips around the semi-erect cock. She loved the feel of the soft skin on her tongue, and she soon realized that she also loved knowing that he was holding the chain to her collar. She could hear it rattle as she moved her head back and forth, a constant reminder of her total lack of control. It was oddly liberating, and she found herself sucking the now rock-hard cock harder than she had ever sucked a cock before.

“Holy hell, you are amazing at this!” Henry groaned.

Jessica tried not to smile. She knew she was good. Despite his treatment of her and his apparent dishonesty, she still hoped to replace the farmer’s cock with Josh’s someday.

“More! Use your hands!”

Her mouth continued to please the tip of his cock while her hands started jerking off the saliva-lubricated shaft. The shackles were cumbersome, but it only added to the intoxicating feeling of being restrained. Jessica had blown many a guy in her time, but this was the first time that she was getting properly turned on by it herself. And though farmer Henry’s cock was fine and clean, it had nothing to do with him.

Her tongue danced like a graceful ballerina while her soft hands handled the cock like a trained musician handles her instrument. She could tell that he was close, that he was doing all he could to prolong the experience, but he was fighting a losing battle. He pulled at her chain, choking her, forcing his cock down the back of her throat, but it only turned her on more.

When his warm seed filled her mouth, she swallowed it with a sense of pride and satisfaction. She looked up at the dumbstruck man with a confident gaze.

“That … that was …” He was struggling to catch his breath. “That was fucking incredible.”

Jessica smiled in response. No words were necessary.

“I’m sure the missus will want a taste of you as well before you leave.” He pulled her to her feet. “A shame that it’s such a short visit. Danielle is visiting family and won’t be back until Friday, so steel yourself – she’ll want to get all she can out of you.”

***

Jessica was surprised that farmer Henry did not return for her in the coming days. It was not that she liked him, though he carried his age in a confident, rugged manner. She had sampled true power; Jessica might have been the one in shackles, unable to resist, but during that blowjob, she had been in control, not unlike how she felt when she masturbated in her cell. The restraints had been a turn-on, and still was, but they had enhanced the feeling that she still wielded power and influence, despite her status as a slave. If only Josh would let her please him the way she had pleased Henry.

Despite her epiphany, Jessica had not forgotten why she was there. She still had doubts about Josh and whether he was the man she had initially thought, but she had every intention of delivering a thorough report. She kept trying to press the girls in her stall for information, but only Naomi and Claire were forthcoming. Jessica looked forward to ending her short visit at the farm, mostly because the milkings continued to be painful; the guards had begun gagging her before the procedure to shut her up.

“I just don’t get it,” Jessica said while massaging her red, aching breasts after another agonizing milking. “If this is how life is on the farms, even if only a few, why hasn’t anyone come forward to tell of their experiences? Thousands of women finish their term every month.”

Claire shrugged. “They don’t dare.” Her eyes were closed, and she was leaned against the wall with a tired look on her face. “We all signed very elaborate non-disclosure-agreements when we arrived, as they often remind us.”

“NDAs?” Jessica groaned. “I should have guessed.”

Naomi sighed. “If you break the NDA, no matter the reason, you are sent back to the same farm to serve another two years. As you can probably guess, I’d rather stay quiet.” She tried to get comfortable, but her body was aching after a few days in the box, and the guards had added insult to injury by handcuffing her behind her back and connecting her cuffs to her collar by a short chain, forcing her hands to rest on her lower back, putting constant pressure on her neck. “Fuck, this is starting to hurt.”

Claire opened her eyes and sent Naomi a comforting smile. “You can do it, sweetie. Hang in there.” Her hand gently caressed Naomi’s large breasts, which appeared even larger since she was forced to push them forward by her restraints. “Do you want me to help take your mind off it for a bit?”

Naomi licked her lips. “I won’t say no to that. But it’s a bit rude to do in the middle of a conversation.” She nodded towards Jessica.

“Why don’t you join us, Jess?” Claire snuck a hand up under Jessica’s shirt. “The more, the merrier.”

The warm, loving touch of Claire’s hand sent a pleasant shiver through Jessica’s body. Through all her sexual escapades, she had never been with another woman. Starting with a threesome where two of the women were heavily restrained seemed daunting, but the disarming, flirty smiles from Naomi and Claire put her worries at ease. Josh would want me to do thorough research, to say yes to anything asked of me.

“I think my evening is wide open,” Jessica said with a smile. She glanced at the other women in the stall, most of whom were sleeping. “But won’t we wake them? Alert the guards?”

Naomi shrugged. “The guards don’t care, it’s not forbidden. The others can watch if they want. You learn to not give a shit after a while in here. Just relax. Come and kiss me, we will take it slow.”

Claire undressed while Jessica slowly crawled towards Naomi. Naomi’s pale, slender body was strained by her chains, but they made her look like a piece of art, a statue shaped by a caring artist. Her beaming, green eyes glowed with anticipation as she moistened her lips. The steel collar glistened in the muted lights, pressing hard on her neck, but at this moment, she did not seem to care.

The kiss was tender, a moment of beauty in a sea of despair. Their tongues explored, intertwined. It was slow and careful at first, but it soon erupted in fiery passion. Jessica lifted her shirt, exposing her breasts, and Claire soon joined in by teasingly caressing both Jessica and Naomi’s breasts with a feathery touch. Chains clattered as Jessica held Naomi’s brimming breast in her shackled hand.

“Drink from me, Jess,” Naomi whispered.

Jessica was hesitant at first, but she wanted to please Naomi, to distract her from her pain and discomfort. She closed her lips around the areola and created a vacuum. Claire did the same, and soon they were both breastfeeding at the bosom of their chained friend. Jessica knew it could get them in trouble, but it only made it more intense. It was a new level of intimacy as she felt the pleasant, sweet milk in her mouth. Naomi moaned with relief and delight, spreading her legs to allow Jessica’s fingers to enter her. The warm, soft pussy invited her in, and Jessica’s gesture was reciprocated by muted moans from Naomi.

“Get on all fours, Jess, but don’t stop what you are doing,” Claire whispered. The dark-haired housewife tied her hair in a ponytail and moved out of sight.

Jessica felt her pants being pulled down and quivered as Claire’s fingers started tracing her outer lips. It was a masterful display of teasing and reward. Claire’s fingers were a herd of lions, circling the wildebeests, occasionally attacking, only to retreat again. Waves of pleasure washed through Jessica’s body with increasing intensity, magnified when she felt Claire’s tongue inside her.

There was no rush, no awkwardness, only sensual pleasure, moaning, and skilled tongue work. Jessica was impressed by how agile Naomi could be with her hands firmly restrained behind her back; at one point, she was licking Claire while somehow managing to get her fingers inside Jessica. Their three bodies kept finding new positions of pleasure as the fog of desire and lust became denser. The worries of the world around them did not matter, and Jessica no longer cared if anyone was watching.

Her tongue was deeply embedded in Naomi’s wet pussy when Claire’s magical fingers and skilled tongue brought Jessica to a sweet, heavenly climax. Part of her wanted to scream, to release all the sexual energy into the night, but she kept it in; it did not feel right to sully the intimacy with loud, primal noise.

As Jessica cuddled up with the two gorgeous women, a satisfied smile appeared on her lips. There was pleasure and comfort to be found in the darkest of places. She would have to remember that.

But she was also aware that Danielle, the cruel farmer’s wife, was waiting for her.


Part 3

Farm Justice

Jessica’s farm holiday was nearing the end, and though she had grown to care for Naomi and Claire, she looked forward to escaping the mundane life as a hucow. The milkings continued to be a source of torture, and she longed for the privacy of her small cell. It had been six days at this point, and the farmhands had still not removed her shackles. She did not mind them, they were reasonably comfortable despite the weight, but it hurt when she walked around outside in the fenced enclosure, trying to get a modicum of exercise.

It was another gorgeous summer day, and Naomi had finally been released from her restraints. She used the opportunity to skip and jump around the small patch of grass, rolling around and giggling like a schoolgirl. Jessica had found it odd at first, but Claire had explained that they all needed to find the small rays of sunshine in their bleak existence.

Jessica sat down on the ground next to Claire. She could not help but smile as she watched Naomi’s uplifting display. The bruises from Naomi’s tight restraints were still visible on the slender wrists, but the young businesswoman did not seem to have a care in the world at this moment.

“Where is she going?” Jessica had wrestled her gaze away from Naomi and noticed a young girl walking away from the farm along the gravel road. She was wearing a pair of jeans and a T-shirt. Her collar had been removed; the deep, red grooves on her neck were visible in the sunlight.

Claire sighed. “I guess she finished her term. Two years.”

“They don’t even bother to pick her up afterward, send a taxi or something?”

Claire shook her head. “Nope. I think you get a bus ticket, that is it. She probably has to walk a few miles to find one.” She absent-mindedly started fiddling with her collar. “I wonder what awaits her. A boyfriend? Kids? A job?”

“I heard that companies are not allowed to fire women while they are serving their terms,” Jessica said. She envied the woman’s freedom.

“I’ll bet you anything that they find ways around that.” Claire nodded towards a woman standing alone at the other end of the fenced-in field. “That is Gemma. She already served her term but signed up again because she lost her job. And her husband. And her house. The bastard had managed to get all their assets transferred to him while she was here the first time.”

Jessica felt a lump in her throat. “That has to be illegal!”

Claire shrugged. “Maybe. But she had no money to take him to court.”

“What will you do when you get out?” Jessica asked. Her eyes still lingered on the sullen-looking woman.

“Hope that my husband and kids are where I left them. I get one phone call every month, and every time the phone rings and he doesn’t pick up, I fear the worst.” Claire pulled her legs up towards her chest and hugged them. “It’s torture.”

“What is that pole she is standing near?” Jessica wanted to change the subject.

“They use that for cows that misbehave. They leave them tied to the pole until they get bored. Or they just whip them.”

Jessica stared at the thick wooden pole. Heavy steel rings were mounted on all four sides, and a chain hung lazily from one of them. Gemma was leaning against it, staring into the distance, but everyone else seemed to walk in a large circle around it.

Jessica returned with Naomi and Claire to their stall just in time to see the dreaded milking machine descend into the small space. Naomi and Claire pulled up their shirts and attached the vacuum tubes without hesitation, but Jessica hated the machine.

“You know the drill,” the farmhand said and pushed a large ballgag into Jessica’s mouth. The farmhands had gotten tired of Jessica’s painful cries whenever she was milked and the gag had become part of the routine.

Jessica did not protest or struggle as the ball filled her mouth; she knew there was no point. The farmhand grabbed the chain connecting her wrist shackles and pulled her towards the infernal machine. It whirred and crackled as it powered the vacuum tubes, sucking the precious drops of breastmilk through the see-through pipes.

“Try not to make a scene today,” the farmhand said with a sigh as he attached the tubes to Jessica’s breasts.

She winced as they latched on. She was never meant for this; the whole reason she had been sentenced to serve as Josh’s slave was due to her pitiful milk flow being insufficient for farm service. Her breasts were big, bigger than several of the other women at the farm, but the milk had trouble flowing from the ducts to the nipples, and it caused her pain, both when the ducts filled up and when she was milked.

The familiar, stinging pain appeared the moment the first trickle of milk was wrestled from her breasts. She clenched her fists and bit down on the rubber ball in her mouth, groaning loudly. Naomi and Claire looked at her with concern as the agony increased with every violent heave of the machine.

Jessica tried to calm herself, but she was tired, and the pain kept chipping away at her resilience. It felt worse than usual, and she tried pleading with the smiling farmhand, but the gag turned her begging into muffled, drooling moans.

I can’t take this anymore, she thought. She started pulling at the cursed vacuum tubes, but they held on to her breasts and refused to let go. The frustration built inside her, and despite Naomi and Claire yelling for her to stop, Jessica tore the vacuum tubes from the machine in a fit of agony and anger.

The farmhand pushed Jessica to the ground. “Breaking the equipment was a bad idea,” he said with a sadistic smile. “You are going to regret this.”

Jessica knew that he was likely right, but at this moment, she was simply relieved that the pain had stopped.

The sun was starting to set and painted the horizon a beautiful hue of orange. Buzzing insects could be heard all around, mixing with the calls of lonely birds. It had been a warm day, but the evening chill was starting to set in, and Jessica felt a shiver down her back.

“It’s getting chilly, huh?” she said.

“Mmhmm…”

At least they took my gag off.

She had been standing outside for a few hours now, shackled with her hands over her head to the pole she had inquired about earlier in the day. The farmhand had forced her to strip naked before locking her shackles to the pole. Jessica had feared worse and had managed to enjoy the extra serving of fresh air, but her arms were starting to go numb. She was not alone, though; Gemma, the girl Claire had told Jessica about, had been marched out and restrained next to Jessica.

I’m probably better off. She turned to look at the poor woman. The farmhand had used handcuffs to shackle Gemma to the pole, and Jessica knew from experience that they were far more uncomfortable than the wide steel shackles she wore herself. Gemma was also a fair bit shorter than Jessica, and she had to stand on her toes to take some of the pressure off her wrists. Gemma moaned from time to time, kept from talking by a mouth-filling ballgag, and Jessica felt sorry for the woman who had been all but forced to return to the farm to make a living.

“This is not where I expected to be at this point in my life,” Jessica said and pulled at her chains, despite knowing they would not budge. “Shackled naked to a pole in the middle of nowhere.”

Gemma did not answer.

Jessica heard the gates to the barn open. She was not able to turn far enough to see what was happening, but she could hear Gemma struggle against her restraints and the girl’s breathing quicken.

“What a beautiful display,” a voice sounded. “Wouldn’t you say, Steven?”

“That it is, Ron.”

Two farmhands appeared in front of Jessica, both carrying whips. One of them was Steven, the man who had awkwardly groped Jessica on her first day, the other was the farmhand with a scar on his cheek, apparently called Ron.

“Seems you two got yo’selves in a heap of trouble,” Steven said with a smile.

“Things were getting boring.” Jessica smiled. “I needed some fresh air.”

Ron laughed. “I like this one. Give her a good thrashing, will you, Steve?”

Steven nodded. “Sure will.”

Ron walked to the other side of the pole, and Jessica soon heard Gemma cry and scream through her gag as the loud whacks of the whip hit her body. Jessica grabbed hold of her chains in anticipation of what was to come. She had been whipped before, and it had been a horrifying experience.

“Turn ‘round, miss.”

Steven was hesitant at first. The lashes felt weak, even playful, and Jessica found a certain pleasure in being whipped, though Gemma’s cries of agony soured the experience. The two women locked eyes as they both faced the pole on opposite sides. Tears were streaming down the young girl’s pristine face.

“You can do this,” Jessica whispered and smiled, but it was obvious that Ron was putting a lot more effort into the whipping than his partner.

“I can’t hear your cow scream, Steve?” Ron took a short break to catch his break.

“Just gettin’ started, that’s all!”

The hits came faster and harder now. They were not elegant and precise like Josh’s had been, but rough and flailing. Some hits barely grazed her, others hit Jessica with stinging, intense pain as consequence. Still, she was enjoying the attention from the farmhand, and she could not help but shake her shapely butt at Steven in between the lashes.

“Let’s move on to their boobs,” Ron said.

Shit.

Steven grabbed Jessica’s shoulder and forced her to turn around. He did not hesitate this time. Jessica started groaning as the hits landed on her breasts, but she was relieved that Steven did not have the inventiveness, or the malice, to start whipping her pussy. She tried to keep eye contact with the farmhand, smiling at him as he whipped her; after nearly a week in chains, she was craving cock and hoped to seduce the simple man in front of her, but he kept looking away.

A short while later, the whipping stopped.

“I’m taking this one inside for milking, then locking her in the isolation box,” Ron said as if he was not talking about a person. “Leave the other bitch out here till morning.”

Jessica was still reeling from the whipping, but she found the energy to protest. “What? You’re leaving me out here? My arms hurt like hell!”

Ron appeared in front of her. He had a firm grasp on Gemma’s arm. “Sorry, is your stay not comfortable enough?” He looked at Steven. “Gag her before you go inside.”

“Her breasts seem pretty strained, Ron,” Steven said and nodded at Jessica’s breasts. “You don’ think she should be milked first?”

“Who cares? She shouldn’t have broken the machine then.” Ron glanced at Gemma. “I guess we can offer her a little relief. Suck her tits, cow.”

He pushed Gemma forward. Jessica felt sorry for the broken woman; her eyes were red from crying, barely visible between the messy strands of blonde curls, and her body was covered in marks and bruises from the whipping. She did not object as her gag was removed and her face was forced towards Jessica’s aching breasts.

The soft lips closed around Jessica’s breast; Gemma used her cuffed hands to support the giant udder and massaged it gently, helping the milk to flow. It still stung, causing Jessica to wince, but she welcomed the relief.

It did not last long though, and the milk continued to trickle down her naked body after Ron pulled Gemma aside shortly after, leaving Steven and Jessica in each other’s company.

“It’s just you and me now, Steven,” she said and winked.

He bit his lip. “Miss, I already said I can’t –“

“I know, I know, the Kellers are the only ones allowed to.” She put on her pouty, little-girl face. It had worked on her father countless times. “But I’m horny, Steven.” She pulled at her shackles. “And I can’t do anything to quell my lust. Please, won’t you help me?”

Jessica leaned forward, pushing her chest out. She could tell that the blood had left Steven’s face by the bulge in his jeans, and he scratched his head as he kept one eye on the gate to the barn.

I guess you learn to control your lust when you’re around big-breasted, chained women all day.

“I beg you, Steven. Please. Just your fingers, pick up where we left off?” If a solid fucking was out of the picture, she would have to appeal to the man’s sympathy and hope for a pity-fingering. “I’ll go mad if I don’t find release.”

He sighed. “Fine! But I’m gagging you, siren. Them words comin’ out of your mouth are messing with my mind.”

Jessica nodded and blinked sensually at the farmhand as he pushed the large ballgag into her mouth. Steven made sure to look away as two of his rough fingers entered her, slowly moving in and out. It did not take long before the aches in her arms and breasts vanished from Jessica’s mind and the lust took over. It was not sensual or erotic, but neither was the situation. She was a prisoner, helpless to resist, being fingered by a coarse, simple man, and yet something about it made her feel alive. His touch was the opposite of delicate, but Jessica soon started moaning loudly into the gag.

“Try to be quiet, I should not be doing this!” Steven said, but she barely listened.

She leaned into his touch, and when he started massaging her clit with his other hand, any feeble attempt at silence went out the window. She wanted more, wanted his cock inside her, and she pulled at her chains in a vain attempt to get closer. Most men would have felt powerful and aroused by the sight of a beautiful, naked woman chained before them, lusting for their touch, but Steven was visibly uncomfortable with the situation.

But Steven’s need for quiet dignity was in direct opposition to Jessica’s desires at this point. When she came, she screamed furiously into the gag, shaking her head from side to side while she pushed herself forward, soaking every last bit of orgasmic delight from the farmhand’s trembling fingers.

“Fuck this!” he said, intimidated by the primal display of lust, and he set off towards the barn, leaving Jessica behind.

Her jaw hurt from the gag. Her body trembled in the aftermath of the wonderful orgasm, and the pain from her arms and breasts thrust their way back through the sedative effect of her climax. But she smiled as she half stood, half hung from the chains. Jessica was having a wonderful time.

Jessica was exhausted and hungry when Steven came to release her the next day. She was cold and wet from the morning dew, but she still managed to blow Steven a provocative kiss when he removed the gag. As he walked her towards the barn, the sound of a loud engine could be heard in the distance.

“Looks like the mistress is home,” Steven said and nodded towards the driveway where a huge SUV came roaring down the gravel road.

Jessica only managed a few hours of sleep and a pitiful meal before a farmhand came to take her to Danielle Keller. The chains connecting her shackles and ankle manacles were removed, and she was told to shower. The water was cold but refreshing, yet she felt hesitant at the thought of what the unpleasant woman had in store for her. Their first interaction had not left a positive impression. The farmhand did not put the chains back on but instead used a padlock to lock her wrist shackles behind her back.

For the first time, Jessica was taken to the main building, but she did not get to see much of the house before she was led downstairs to the basement. Of course, they have a dark, creepy basement. Her heart raced when she saw Danielle standing there, surrounded by cages, whips, chains, with her hands on her hips, waiting with a sadistic grin on her face. She was naked, apart from a brutal, large strapon dildo. As with her husband, time had been kind to the woman; the graying hair gave her an air of elegance, and she had the posture of a graceful dancer. She was beautiful, but the eyes were cold and cruel.

“I have waited all week for this,” she said. “Kneel.”

Jessica obeyed. She suspected that there was pain in her near future, but the sight of the intimidating strapon did not scare her, which had likely been Danielle’s intention. She wanted Danielle to fuck her, but the woman would likely refrain from doing so if she got the impression that it was what Jessica desired.

Danielle started circling Jessica like a predator. “Such a beautiful cow,” she said, her words dripping with disdain. “Yet so worthless.”

Jessica bit her lip. She had to stay silent.

“I love tormenting cows, but I can never be too rough with the cattle here – they have to re-enter society relatively unharmed.” She knelt and pinched Jessica’s nipple. “But a convict, a miserable slave, is perfect. Your master doesn’t seem to care what happens to you, so I get to have a bit of fun.”

As long as you fuck me. Her hunger surprised even herself; a few months earlier, Jessica would have berated the smug woman, told her to fuck off, but now she was willing to endure much to feel a cock, even an artificial one, inside her. She did not feel submissive, not truly, but pride had been overruled by pure, primal lust. Her little encounter with Steven the night before had only made the urge stronger.

Danielle placed a finger under Jessica’s chin and stared into her eyes. “I bet you were a spoiled brat before they made you a slave. You reek of undeserved money. Were you a spoiled brat, cow?”

“Yes.”

Danielle nodded. “I love punishing bitches like you. Henry and I had to work hard for all this, we were not born with a silver spoon stuffed far up our asses like you were.” She stood up. “Suck the dildo like the dirty slave cow you are.”

Jessica groaned as she closed her lips around the rubber cock. This was not intimate or comforting like her experience with Naomi and Claire. Noone derived any direct pleasure from this, it was all about establishing power and control. It was forceful and dirty; the air was electric with animosity, but being forced did not put a damper on Jessica’s arousal.

Quite the contrary.

“Do better, slave,” Danielle said. “You’ll want this thing well lubed before I stuff it inside you.”

Jessica picked up the pace. The dildo was gigantic, and though she dreaded having something of this size inside her, she was also curious. And horny.

“That will do for now.” Danielle grabbed Jessica’s collar and pulled her to her feet. She removed the lock connecting Jessica’s shackles and instead locked them to a pair of chains hanging from the ceiling, leaving Jessica’s arms stretched to each side.

Not an uncomfortable position, she thought, but the addition of a spreader bar to separate her ankle manacles, spreading her legs wide, did increase the discomfort. Danielle then proceeded to lock a chain to Jessica’s collar and pulled it down towards the ground, forcing the slavegirl to bend forward until the chain was locked to an anchor point in the floor. What had started as a harmless position seconds before was now a strenuous tie – Jessica’s ass and pussy were fully exposed, she was unable to close her legs, and her arms were pulled upward and back from her body.

She felt scared. And excited. She tried to see what was going on behind her, but her vision was blocked by her huge, hanging breasts.

“What a sight,” Danielle said. “But we are not finished.”

Jessica groaned as a pair of police leg irons were locked around her breasts – the skin tightened, the milk started flowing painfully, and Danielle’s teasing prods became far more intense and agonizing.

“I’m going to cane you. Hard,” Danielle whispered. The sadistic timbre in her voice made Jessica wet with anticipation. “Then I’m going to put this giant cock in your pussy – I’m going to fuck you hard.”

Jessica wanted it. All of it. But she could not show it. “Please … please don’t.” She mimicked the voice of a scared girl, a role she knew how to play well.

Danielle smiled. “Begging? Really? I don’t want to listen to that shit. Or see your stupid, pitiful face.”

A gag soon filled Jessica’s mouth, forcing her jaw wide open, and a leather hood was strapped on her head, leaving her in darkness. Unable to protest, unable to see. The fear increased along with her lust, and her entire body shook from the strain of the position and the anxious uncertainty.

The first hit of the cane landed on her ass. Jessica screamed into the gag – she had experienced Josh’s purposeful whipping and Steven’s flailing attempt at punishment, but this was a different sensation. It stung, and the pain lingered longer. The hits kept coming, harder and harder. This was not playful or erotic, this was pain for pain’s sake, and Jessica could not find any pleasure in it.

Danielle moved on to cane the strained, aching breasts. Jessica could feel the milk drip from her as the hits landed, feeling like someone was stabbing a knife into her tender breasts with every hit. She pulled at her chains, but it was hopeless, and the sound of Danielle’s chilling laughter went straight to her bones.

This bitch is a psycho! Jessica thought as the punishment continued. She had been foolish to think that this would be pleasurable for her, and she was about to cry when the caning stopped.

Silence. Jessica awaited the next hit, but it did not come.

Then she felt the tip of the giant dildo at the edge of her pussy, teasing her lips. It was like rain in the desert, and she could not help but try to move closer.

“You want this?”

“Mmhmmm …” Jessica mumbled through the gag and hood. She did want it. Badly. Her body was aching all over from the caning, and she desired the distraction.

“You know I won’t make it pleasant for you.”

You don’t know what pleases me.

Danielle rammed the rubber cock deep inside Jessica. The cock filled her to the brim, stretching her pussy so much that it felt like it could burst. The sadistic woman did not bother to start slowly; the thrusts were hard, always going all the way in until Jessica thought she would be able to taste the rubber in her mouth, but despite what Danielle intended, Jessica was loving every second of it. Her pussy had ached for a good fucking for months now, and though this was brutal and unpleasant, she swallowed it up, satiated her hunger in the violence and menace that characterized every thrust.

The aging woman had stamina. Jessica could feel herself getting close, but she did not want to come. Not yet. She knew she would be punished for it, that it would give her away. Her body tensed up, her hands closed into tight fists as she tried to ride off the storm, to keep from falling over the edge.

It was exhausting. And glorious.

When Danielle finally pulled out, both women were panting and sweating from exhaustion. Jessica’s mind was in a completely different place, overloaded by a potent mix of pleasure from the fucking and pain from her uncomfortable position and aching breasts. She was disoriented and felt like she was constantly walking a knife-edge between mind-blowing pleasure and soul-crushing pain and discomfort.

“Not bad, cow.” Danielle was still trying to catch her breath. “I wanted to give you another thrashing, to make you scream, but I’m frankly exhausted. Maybe I should just –“

“Let her go?”

Jessica recognized the voice as Henry, the farmer.

“Darling, so good to see you!”

“I figured you’d say hi before you went to play with the cow,” Henry said. 

Jessica heard no anger in his voice, but she felt awkward and vulnerable being shackled and blind in the couple’s presence.

“You know me, patience is not one of my virtues. I was just about to let the miserable cunt go when you arrived, but maybe we should have a little fun together?”

What the fuck?

“Marvelous idea, sweetie!”

Jessica could hear the sound of furniture being moved and a zipper opening. Part of her wanted it to stop, to return to the quiet, boring stall, but her sore pussy still pined for more.

Her hood was removed, and she stared into Danielle’s deep, brown eyes. Danielle’s cheeks were flushed, but the smile was devious. “It seems we are not done yet, little cow. You better behave, or you could be in for a long night. I’m going to remove your gag. Then I want you to lick my pussy as if your life depended on it.” She kissed Jessica over the gag. “I’ll make it interesting for you. If I finish first, you get to go back to your stall relatively unharmed. If Henry finishes first, I will cane you to within an inch of your life. Do you understand?”

Jessica nodded. She was in no position to negotiate, and she wanted Henry’s cock inside her.

“Oh, and I don’t give a shit whether you orgasm or not.” Danielle removed the gag and placed herself on the padded bench that had been dragged in front of Jessica, spreading her legs. “Have fun, sweetie!”

“You too, honey,” Henry’s voice said behind Jessica.

Having a threesome with a middle-aged farmer couple while she was shackled and collared had not been on Jessica’s bucket list, but the moment Henry’s generous cock entered her, she started licking Danielle’s hairy pussy with zealous determination. The prospect of a brutal beating was motivation enough, but as had been the case when she had sucked Henry’s dick a few days earlier, she felt like she was wrestling back a tiny sliver of control from the cruel woman by licking her.

She was in control of this woman’s pleasure. And she would make her come.

While Jessica’s tongue shifted between deep, explorative journeys inside her tormentor, Henry’s girthy cock brought her immense pleasure from behind. It was not as large as the ludicrous dildo she had been fucked by moments earlier, but it was rock hard, warm, and plenty big to find almost all of Jessica’s favorite spots. She did not try to suppress her moans, there was no point, and her high-pitched screams of lust and pleasure seemed to function as a mild vibration as her face was buried deep between Danielle’s wide open legs.

The first fucking had been about power. This was all about lust. All three of them joined together in a dissonant choir of groans and moans. Henry went deeper, harder, and Jessica was loving it. She had longed for this for so long, and her aching body soaked it all up. She strained against her shackles and collar, trying to lick Danielle even harder, and it was working. The gray-haired woman started shaking, and for a second, Jessica feared that she would just pull away to prevent the slave-girl from succeeding, but Danielle instead reached out her hands, grabbed Jessica by the hair, and pulled her closer. Jessica could barely breathe; not only was her nose and mouth soaked in the wet pussy, but the collar was pressing hard on her neck.

This feels … amazing!

Danielle screamed as she climaxed.

Jessica screamed as the choking helped push her over the edge and into the deep, blissful abyss of pure joy.

Shortly after, Henry pulled out and ejaculated on Jessica’s back.

Jessica was still reeling from the powerful experience when the couple approached each other with huge grins on their faces and kissed. They complimented each other on a job well done, and Jessica feared that they would simply leave her. With the rush of orgasm fading, the pain of her aching joints and power-fucked pussy took over.

Henry heard Jessica whimper. “Let the poor cow go. She did well.”

Jessica breathed a sigh of relief as the chains were unlocked. Her legs were barely able to support her, and she was ready to cuddle up on the floor to get some much-needed rest. Her mind was conflicted; the couple had fucked her brains out, expanded her horizons, but it did not change the fact that they were taking advantage of innocent women. Jessica was not innocent, and in a twisted way, she accepted that she had deserved the punishment Danielle had administered, but it did not quell the sour taste in her mouth. It bothered her that Josh would likely do nothing to remedy this, happy to turn a blind eye in exchange for a handful of cash.

A farmhand brought her back to the stall, and as she cuddled up next to Naomi and Claire for the last time, she wondered if this was the kind of experience she would have to endure over and over again for the next six years.

***

Jessica stared as Steven, the bumbling farmhand, removed her shackles, exposing the deep, red grooves left behind on her skin. It was odd to be free of the large metal bracelets, but she had no time to celebrate; the moment she had put her clothes back on, her hands were once again put in handcuffs, and she was led into what looked like an office at the end of the barn building. She was placed in a chair and told to wait.

She sighed, relieved to be out of the bland clothes and back in something more comfortable, but part of her was reluctant to leave Naomi and Claire behind in the hands of the merciless Danielle.

The door opened, and Josh stepped in, dressed in a pair of skinny, elegant jeans that hugged his muscular legs, as well as a fitted black shirt. It was his version of casual, but he looked like was about to pitch a billion-dollar merger. Jessica was annoyed to discover a warm sensation spreading from her chest at the sight of her owner – all the disappointment and animosity she had felt during her week-long stay evaporated, at least for a few seconds.

“How was your stay?” he asked and sat down behind a desk and opened his laptop. He did not bother to look up at Jessica.

Jessica shifted in her seat, but her movement was restricted; Steven had locked her hands behind the chair’s wide backrest. “I’m pissed at you.”

“I don’t care, Jessica.”

“I figured you wouldn’t. It just needed to be said.”

He nodded. “It’s noted. Your report?”

“Why bother? You’re not going to do anything about it.”

“A formality.” He yawned and checked his watch. “Do you want to stay here?”

Jessica rolled her eyes and told Josh all about her stay. About the restrained women, the harsh punishments, her sexual encounters with the Kellers, everything she had experienced. The only thing she kept to herself was the menage with Naomi and Claire. She wanted that to be all hers.

Josh nodded and typed during Jessica’s report, but his face betrayed no emotions.

“Is that it?” he asked when Jessica had finished detailing her basement experience from the night before. She had made sure to spare no detail in the hope that it could turn Josh on, but it seemed to have been in vain.

“Seriously?” Jessica blew away a hair that had escaped her ponytail and was itching her nose. “The story had abuse of power, forced sex, punishments, and if I may say so myself, a well-told, titillating sex scene at the end. What more do you need?”

Josh shrugged. “Fine. I think we are almost done here.” He picked up his phone and speed-dialed someone. “Yeah, it’s me. You can go ahead.” He hung up, packed away his laptop, and got up. “Ready to go?”

“I haven’t packed yet.”

“We need to work on that sarcasm.”

“You’ll learn to love it.”

He unlocked her cuffs, helped her to stand, then promptly locked them in front. “I doubt it.”

As they exited the building, four police cars came roaring down the driveway with sirens blazing. Josh did not seem to take notice and walked a confused Jessica to his car.

“What’s going on, Josh?” she asked as the officers stormed into the main house.

“It’s all protocol.”

They watched as Henry and Danielle Keller were escorted out of the building in handcuffs, swearing and protesting.

“You!” Henry shouted the moment he noticed Josh. “You motherfucker! We had a deal!”

Jessica could not help but smile. “You played him?”

“I reported the bribe the moment I left.” He helped Jessica into the passenger seat and closed the door.

Jessica noticed Claire and Naomi standing behind the fenced-in area with several of the other women, cheering at the Kellers. They both smiled and waved at Jessica.

“What will happen now?” Jessica asked when Josh entered the car.

“New management will be appointed soon. The women will still have to serve their term, but hopefully under better conditions.” He started the car.

Jessica looked at him. “Why the charade? You couldn’t have just told me?”

“I couldn’t risk you spilling the beans.” Josh nodded at the chief police officer as they drove past. “I have no reason to trust you, Jessica. Not yet.” He took a deep breath. “Look, make no mistake: You are a means to an end. A tool at my disposal. You see now why I need a slave.” Josh glanced at Jessica’s frowning face. “But you did a good job.”

“So I deserve a reward?” Jessica fluttered her eyelashes.

“I guess you do.”

“This was not what I had in mind …” Jessica said with her mouth full.

“You want me to take it back?”

Jessica pulled away, shielding her greasy burger with her arm. “Fuck no! I earned this!”

The look on the underpaid drive-in worker’s face had been priceless as he had handed the burgers to a handcuffed girl, and though Jessica had hoped for a reward of a more sexual nature, she enjoyed the taste of victory represented by the fries and burger she was gorging on.

“Josh …”

“Mmhmm?” Josh took a sip of his soda.

“How many …” Jessica cleared her throat. “How many of these jobs will I have to do before you trust me?” She looked at him. “Before you want me?”

Josh seemed to consider the question a while. “Impossible to say. It might never happen – either of them.” He turned towards her and smiled. A genuine smile. It warmed her entire body, even though it was only there for a brief moment. “But this was a step in the right direction.” He wiped his hands on a paper towel. “That was probably not the answer you were looking for.”

Jessica nodded. “It will do for now.” She looked at the handcuffs restraining her hands. “By the way, would you consider buying some shackles?”


Part 4

Prison Hucows

Afew stray rays of sunlight peeked through the blinds of the bedroom window and found their way into Jessica’s cell, waking her. She rolled onto her back to the familiar sound of rattling chains and stared at the white ceiling; the days blurred together, and she barely noticed the wide steel shackles on her ankles and wrists anymore, nor the collar around her neck, connected to the wall by a thick chain.

At this point, Jessica had helped Josh inspect several hucow facilities, enduring humiliation, punishment, and painful milkings as part of her long sentence, yet she did not feel like she was getting closer to him, despite her efforts. Josh rarely talked to her, and some days, her only interaction with him was when he came to drop off her food and empty the toilet bucket. If she was lucky, he would whip her or leave her in a strenuous position for a while – it was painful and humiliating, but it broke the monotony.

Being a slave to a hucow inspector was a lonely existence, and Jessica found herself longing for the next assignment. Some of her farm stays had been uneventful, even boring, but it was not uncommon for guards to have sex with the hucows – which Jessica loved. She felt starved and perched, ignored by Josh, yet she still wanted him, his attention, his body, his cock. Every time they had finished an inspection, he commended her and dangled the prospect of a more physical relationship in front of her as an incentive, but it never came to be.

Another five and a half years of this, she thought and sighed while milking her breasts into a bowl to relieve the strained mammaries. She was usually not restrained while locked in her cell, but she had managed to annoy Josh the day before. Once in a while, he chained her in the backyard to allow her some fresh air, but this time, Jessica had gotten bored and had started tossing rocks into the neighbors garden, which had angered Josh.

Jessica did not mind. She was used to being restrained at this point and even enjoyed it sometimes. She allowed her fingers to wander; the feel of steel against skin turned her on, but it was also a way to pass the time. Cold steel dug into her flesh as she started massaging her clit while the other hand found its way inside her. The shackles made it cumbersome and uncomfortable, heavy as they were, but the constant reminder of her predicament only served to enhance the flood of arousal that grabbed hold of her body.

“Stop that,” a familiar voice sounded.

Jessica was close and had not heard Josh enter the room. She forced her hands away with a groan, her body still tingling, thirsting for release. It only made Josh look even hotter as she looked up at him as he observed her.

Josh handed her a bowl of oatmeal through the bars of the cell door. “How did you sleep?”

Jessica was surprised; both at the fresh fruit in the oatmeal and the question. Josh never asked about stuff like that, and he certainly never bothered to spice up her meals. “Fine, despite the jewelry.” She grabbed the collar chain and shook it.

“A fitting punishment,” Josh said and left the room.

He returned a while later, but this time – he was naked. Jessica’s eyes widened as she was finally allowed to see her master unburdened by clothes. His chiseled, ripped body looked godlike in the morning light. Jessica’s heart started racing as he unlocked the door to her cell and entered.

“Get on your knees.”

Jessica obeyed, unable to take her eyes off of the huge cock hanging between Josh’s legs.

“You have been my slave for nearly half a year now,” he said in a calm, confident voice. “Despite your inability to keep your mouth shut, you have done well. As a reward, I will allow you to suck my cock.”

“Really?”

“Is this not what you want?” Josh raised an eyebrow.

Jessica nodded. “It is. Thank you.”

In Jessica’s old life, before her incarceration and sentence, a blowjob had been a favor, a gift, but she had never been the recipient, only the giver. Ever since she had been forced into Josh’s service, she had wanted this – she had hoped that it could lead to a physical relationship, something that could ease the burden of her long sentence, maybe more. She could feel the pressure as she closed her shackled hands around his massive member and started stroking it.

The faint smell of Josh’s cologne was intoxicating, and the heat from his body was like a furnace in the tiny, cold cell. Jessica took the cock in her mouth with a mix of reverence and excitement. Josh was already partially erect, and he soon hardened further as her tongue danced up and down his shaft. The chains rattled as she moved her head back and forth, and Jessica could feel herself getting turned on by blowing Josh – for the first time since they had met, she felt truly submissive. She was a slave, pleasing her master, and it brought her great satisfaction.

Jessica enjoyed the feel of Josh’s smooth-skinned cock on her tongue. She looked up at him with submissive eyes and found great joy in seeing the satisfied grin on his face – it made her feel desired, wanted, appreciated. Part of her knew that this did not have to mean anything, that it could just be a one-time thing, and she made sure to soak up every part of the experience.

He started pushing his cock further into her mouth, causing her to gag, but nothing could prevent her from bringing him to climax. Not even when Josh grabbed the chain to her collar and started pulling it, causing her to choke and struggle to breathe.

This feels amazing, she thought, fighting the urge to touch herself.

The heavy shackles strained her arms as she cupped his balls, but she soon felt his body starting to tense up. He was close. Josh pulled the chain, forcing his cock deep inside her mouth. Jessica looked up at him as he came with a groan, releasing his warm ejaculate into her mouth. She swallowed it with a smile and did not remove her mouth from his cock until he pushed her away.

He looked at her for a few seconds before nodding. “Not bad.”

Jessica knew that it was a compliment coming from her. She felt a warm mix of pride and affection in her chest. “Thank you … Master.”

“Are you sure?”

Josh had told her that she was not to call him ‘Master’ until it felt right. And it did.

“Yes, Master. And thank you for this generous gift.”

“Hmm.” Josh scratched the perfectly groomed beard, locked the cell door, and left.

Jessica should have been disappointed, but this was the first sign of true progress in their relationship, and she soon collapsed on the thin mattress with a smile on her face. She wondered what had caused the change, but the thoughts did not prevent her from bringing herself to a loud, powerful climax shortly after, fueled by the experience with Josh.

Josh returned an hour later and escorted Jessica to the bathroom, where she was allowed to shower. As always, he stayed in the room to ensure that she would not try to escape, even though the heavy restraints would make such an attempt an awkward failure.

“We have a new assignment,” Josh said. His voice was dark. “Probably the hardest one yet.”

“What is it, Master?” Jessica tried to stay calm, but she knew that this new assignment likely had something to do with the morning’s pleasant surprise.

“They want us to inspect one of the prison farms.”

The blood froze in Jessica’s veins. The prison farms were rumored to be the worst places imaginable for hucows; only convicts were sent there.

“You are deep undercover for this one,” Josh continued. “Noone at the facility will know that you are an inspector’s slave. Which means that I cannot protect you.”

Jessica let out a snort of derision. “Is that what you have been doing so far?”

“I hear your newfound submission hasn’t put a damper on your snarkiness.” To Jessica’s surprise, she did not hear the expected annoyance in Josh’s voice. “But yes. The farms have kept the worst punishments from you because you belonged to me. You need to be careful inside the prison farm.”

“Are you worried about me, Master?” Jessica exited the shower and started drying herself.

Josh sighed. “I still have a lot of work to do before you can be called a half-decent slave, and I don’t want to start from scratch.” He checked his watch. “Don’t forget that you’re a means to an end, prisoner 899.”

Hearing her number instead of her name stung Jessica, but she was still convinced that she was getting under Josh’s skin whether he liked it or not.

***

“Shouldn’t you take my collar off if I’m supposed to be undercover?” Jessica asked. She was wearing a gray prison uniform, a dress, as well as handcuffs and leg irons, but Josh had left the collar in place.

Josh shook his head and turned off the highway. “Your collar is standard issue for all hucow convicts, it’ll be fine.”

Jessica shrugged and fiddled with her handcuffs. “Alright. Can you tell me more about why this secrecy is needed?”

“The prison is privately run; the owner essentially rents the convicts from the state on the condition that they are treated according to the established rulesets and that none of the milk is exported. The last few inspections have come back with perfect marks.”

“From what I’ve experienced, no facility has perfect marks.” Jessica winced at the thought of the things she had seen. “Especially not when it comes to the treatment of hucows.”

Josh nodded. “Then you see the problem. The facility is owned by one of the most powerful men in the country; my boss suspects that he has paid off inspectors, hence the secrecy. My boss is the only one who knows of this inspection.” Josh pulled up behind a police car parked at the side of the road. “Him and an old friend who will take you the last few miles.”

They both got out of the car and approached the female police officer leaning against the parked car. Her black hair was tied in a tight ponytail, and she looked at Jessica with a concerned frown.

“So this is the unfortunate soul you picked to be your slave, Josh?”

“Nice to see you too, Amber,” Josh said with a forced smile. “It’s part of the job, you know that.”

Amber snorted. “Sure. She does look good in cuffs.”

“So did you.” Josh pushed Jessica towards Amber. “Thanks for doing this.”

“This makes us even, Josh.” Amber opened the back door. “Get in. We’re leaving immediately.”

Jessica could not hear the words being exchanged after the door was slammed, but Amber’s face was dark when she entered the car moments later.

“How do you know Josh?” Jessica asked, curious to find out more about her master who was still a mystery to her.

“Let’s just say that Josh’s job is not the first experience Josh has had that involves tying up women.” She sighed. “No more small-talk. I’m just here to drop you off at the facility and get the hell out.”

Jessica’s heart was ready to jump out of her body and escape as the car drove past the security checkpoint and into the prison. The lifeless, concrete buildings waited ominously to swallow their newest victim. They reminded Jessica of Facility 41, the prison where Josh had found her.

The police car parked next to a row of busses, and Jessica was brutally yanked out of the backseat by Amber, who dragged her towards an innocent-looking door on the side of the gray building. Inside, they were greeted by a female guard in a dark blue shirt and gray pants.

“Whos’ this?” the guard asked with a raised eyebrow as she flipped through the pages on her clipboard.

“Jessica Beaumont,” Amber said and yawned. “She was originally assigned as an inspector’s slave, but he dumped her.”

“Ah, there she is.” The guard put the clipboard aside and cocked her head. “Dumped by an inspector, huh? Not willing to give him his morning blowjob?”

Jessica had to suppress a smile at the irony.

“Can you take her from here?” Amber pushed Jessica forward. “And don’t be too nice to her.”

Jessica looked back at Amber who just stared at her with remarkable indifference.

“Don’t worry, no one enjoys their stay here.” The guard grabbed Jessica by the arm and dragged her inside the dark hucow prison.

Jessica had never imagined that she would see a more dreary place than Facility 41, but this was worse. Far worse. Paint peeled off the walls, half the lights did not work, and the few flickering ones that did illuminated ominous shackles hanging from the walls – some of them occupied. A tattooed, dark-haired woman was kneeling on the floor, her arms shackled to the wall. A mobile milking machine was hooked up to her large breasts. Quiet tears streamed down her cheeks as she looked up at Jessica with an expression of intense sadness.

“That can be you if you do not obey orders,” the guard said as they walked by. “And that is one of the milder punishments.”

Jessica felt a cold shiver down her spine. She had taken a liking to being restrained and dominated, but the sight of the poor woman made her nauseous. Perfect marks, my ass.

“Milkings are every three hours, except for one six-hour stretch at night for sleep.”

7 times a day? Jessica’s nausea increased.

They passed other shackled women, all with the same empty stare. Something felt off about the place, a sense of displacement, of something being terribly wrong.

“You get one hour in the yard every day, the rest of the time you’ll be in your cell.” The guard’s voice was monotone and disinterested, and she barely reacted to the whimpers from the shackled women.

They entered the main part of the prison; tiny jail cells, hundreds of them, lined each side of the giant hallway, going up three stories. Guards armed with tasers and clubs patrolled the premises. Jessica knew she risked being sent here to serve the rest of her sentence if Josh ever grew tired of her, even if her milk flow was insufficient, and the thought lingered as the guard pushed her inside a small, miserable cell. Two narrow bunk beds filled most of the room, and a stainless steel toilet and sink were the only amenities. Two pairs of thick rubber hoses hung from the ceiling, ending in the familiar vacuum tubes that Jessica dreaded.

“Aren’t you going to remove my restraints?” she asked when the guard closed the steel-barred door behind her.

The guard rolled her eyes and left.

“They never come off, Jessica,” a voice sounded from the bottom bunk.

Jessica turned around to see a familiar face. “Vicki?”

The round, pleasant face of her old cellmate appeared from the shadows. She smiled, but the smile did not reach the hazel eyes. She wore the same dress as Jessica and was handcuffed, leg-cuffed, and collared as well. “Hadn’t expected to see you here,” she said with a sigh. “What happened?”

Jessica decided to tell the truth; she figured that Vicki had nothing to gain from ratting her out. She sat down next to the black-haired girl. “I’m here on inspection. Undercover. Some people are wondering how this place keeps getting perfect marks when the production is so low.”

Vicki scoffed. “They pay off the inspector’s, as you have probably guessed. This place is hell, to put it mildly. We are restrained 24/7, the punishments are medieval, and they milk us constantly. Not to mention the guards … they just … take what they want.” She looked at Jessica. “But you might enjoy that, I guess.”

“Maybe. But how can production be so low if all the inmates are constantly milked?”

Vicki shrugged. “I don’t know. And I don’t care, to be honest – every day is a fight for survival in here. I’ve been beaten up in the yard more times than I can count, just because some of the other inmates were bored.” She shook her head. “Enough about this hellhole. How is being a sex slave treating you?”

“A lot less sex involved than I thought, except when I’m on ‘assignment’. He did allow me to give him a blowjob this morning.”

“What, you wanted to do it?”

Jessica fiddled with her handcuffs. “Yeah. I can’t explain it, he just has this … magnetism. I want him, badly, but so far, this is all I’ve gotten.” She smiled. “But my problems seem insignificant compared to life in here.”

At that moment, a siren blared from outside the cell.

“Milking time,” Vicki said with a sigh and got up from the bed. “The right one is yours.”

“Does it matter?”

“There are sensors that register if the machine is attached or not – they also register output.” Vicki lifted her dress and attached the two vacuum tubes to her large breasts. “They’ll notice your low production soon and likely punish you for it.”

Jessica attached the machines and groaned as the familiar, stinging pain appeared as the machined whirred to life. “How … how is punishing me going to increase my production?”

“It won’t. They don’t care.”

It did not take more than a day before Jessica’s insufficient milk flow was noticed. As the prisoners were escorted to the yard for their one hour of fresh air, a male guard pulled Jessica out of the line and inside an open cell. He was tall and broad, with a bald head and beard. The gray eyes were intense and stared at Jessica as he pushed her up against the wall.

“What is a cow with such poor milk doing here?” he said with a dark voice dripping with menace.

Jessica could feel the heat emanating from the muscular man and was surprised to find herself being turned on by the rough treatment. “I was dumped by the inspector I was assigned to.”

“An inspector slave?” The man raised an eyebrow. “So you’re used to being fucked?” He used his truncheon to lift Jessica’s dress as he licked his lips.

“Yes, every day,” she lied. “He said I was too distracting to keep.”

“I see what he meant.” A hand moved up Jessica’s inner thigh. “I may have to sample you myself.”

Why not?

“Please … don’t …” Jessica put on a scared expression and tried pushing the man away, knowing that men like this likely preferred a reluctant victim.

“I can do whatever I want, little cow,” the guard said and grabbed Jessica’s handcuffs, forcing her hands above her head. The other hand lifted her dress and snuck two fingers up her pussy.

“Please! I beg you! Stop!” she cried out. Keep going, you brute.

Jessica had only been in the prison for a day and was already looking at a handsome guard unzipping his pants. At this point, she was well trained in shutting off the part of her brain that thought about the consequences, the punishments, and the horrible conditions; the guard did not know that she had been in this situation countless times already and had grown to love the primal, animalistic sex that often followed.

“Looks like you’re brimming with milk,” the guard said as he placed his lips on her breast and started sucking while his fingers kept fucking her.

“Stop, this is humiliating!” Despite the pain from breastfeeding, Jessica was enjoying herself; the discomfort was not as bad as it had been half a year earlier, when she had been deemed unfit for farm service, and it no longer detracted from her ability to get aroused. “Get off me, you pig!”

The fingers were pulled out. A hard slap landed on Jessica’s cheek. She could smell her vaginal juices on his fingers.

“Shut your mouth, cow! I’ll punish you for that!”

As long as you fuck me, you idiot.

He threw Jessica onto the lower bunk bed in the tiny cell and locked her handcuffs to the frame. She screamed to stay in character as she felt his massive cock ram into her wet pussy from behind. All the tenseness and frustration Jessica had felt since Josh had interrupted her personal time the day before, which had skyrocketed during the blowjob, poured into her genitals as if they grabbed hold of the rigid cock to soak every scrap of pleasure from it as possible. He was brutal and unforgiving; his hands had a firm grip on her hips, pulling and pushing her until the handcuffs dug into her flesh, hurting her, but she ignored it.

In her mind, Josh was standing behind her, fucking her hard.

The guard grabbed her hair and yanked her head back, causing the tight collar to press against her throat. Her lust exploded, causing every part of her body to tingle.

But it was a short-lived pleasure. Shortly after, she felt his seed on her lower back as he let out a satisfied groan.

Pathetic …

“I might have to visit you again. And again,” the guard said with a smirk as he put his trousers back on.

Jessica tried to ignore the lust still gripping her body, to quell the mix of frustration and arousal.

“And now, it’s time for your punishment.”

“What, being fucked by your pitiful, smelly cock wasn’t it?” She bit her lip, regretting the snide remark the moment it had escaped her lips.

The guard’s face darkened. “You have some nerve …” He unlocked her cuffs from the bed frame and pushed her outside the cell. “You’ll regret that.”

He escorted her through a security gate and down into the prison basement until they reached a heavy, wide steel door and opened it to reveal a small, windowless room. Another guard was sitting inside at a table and looked bored, but it was the other people in the room that drew Jessica’s attention and sent a chill down her spine.

Three other inmates were kneeling on the floor. Their leg irons were locked to steel rings in the floor, their hands were cuffed behind their backs, and their collars connected to the ceiling by a tight chain. Large ballgags filled their mouths.

“Move, cow,” the guard behind her said and pushed her towards a vacant spot next to the other women. “You were originally going to just be here for an hour, but I think it’s just turned into three.”

Three hours? Jessica locked eyes with one of the other women; tears streamed down her face and she looked like she was in pain. Her entire body was shaking.

“If you piss on the floor, your time is doubled.”

He forced Jessica to her knees and locked the leg irons to the ring in the floor, shortening the chain so she could not move her feet. The handcuffs were locked behind Jessica’s back, and a chain was used to attach them to the floor-ring as well. Jessica felt tears well up in her eyes as the ballgag was pushed inside her mouth, forcing it wide open.

The guard smiled at her as he locked a heavy chain to the collar and moved it so the collar’s O-ring and chain were behind her head. “We can’t have you get too comfortable.”

The chain was connected to a winch in the ceiling and tightened when the guard pressed a button on the nearby wall. Pure, unfiltered fear and anxiety washed over Jessica as she felt the collar pressing harder and harder on her neck, forcing her body upwards until she could not move a muscle; her body was stretched between the collar holding her neck and the handcuffs connected to the floor. Jessica struggled to breathe, and the sharp edges of the handcuffs dug into her wrists. She had been restrained in numerous creative ways before and often enjoyed it, but this was different. For the first time in ages, she was genuinely afraid, and it was only made worse when a pair of nipple clamps were attached to her nipples and weights were added.

The guard stood in front of her with his hands on his hips. “You just tell me it if is too tight, and I’ll loosen it.”

“Mmmhmmm!” The gag muffled Jessica’s reply.

“It’s fine, you say?” He laughed. “Enjoy your stay.” He nodded at the guard sitting at the table. “This one is a piece of work. Make sure to cane her breasts regularly.”

Oh no!

Minutes felt like hours in the strenuous, unpleasant position. Rattling chains and muffled whimpers echoed between the cold, concrete walls as the women all tried to find any sort of relief for their aching muscles, but it was hopeless. One of the others was released shortly after Jessica had been locked in place, and she could barely walk as the guard pulled her outside.

The thought of being restrained like this would likely have turned her on if she had known about it beforehand, and even though Jessica did manage to squeeze a few drops of arousal from the feel of the ballgag in her mouth, the sound of chains, and the collar pressing on her neck, the position was simply too uncomfortable to sustain it, and the screams of pain from the muscles soon drowned out any pleasure, along with the intense, stinging pain from the clamps and the regular canings that the guard administered. Every twenty minutes or so, he would land a series of sharp, hard strokes on her breasts, leaving red, burning marks. Drool kept pouring from Jessica’s mouth, mixing with dripping milk on the floor; she was helpless to stop it, and she felt exposed and humiliated. For the first time in ages, she longed to be released from her restraints.

Jessica did not know how much time had passed; her body was a wreck, and she struggled to fight the urge to pee. The thought of extending the torment scared her, and it was only made worse when the guard got up and knelt in front of the woman next to her.

“My, my, looks like you could not keep it in.” The guard smiled. “And you only had fifteen minutes left. Three hours more for you.”

The woman screamed into her gag in frustration and struggled against her restraints, but there was no give, no escape, and her screams soon turned to pitiful whimpers as she gave up.

When a guard finally came to release her, Jessica was ready to curl up on the floor in the fetal position and cry. She needed to pee, badly, and every part of her body was either in pain or incredibly sore. The tiny cell, with its toilet and hard bed, was the most beautiful thing she had ever seen.

***

A few days later, Jessica was once again pulled out of the line as she was heading towards the yard, but it was not the same guard. The man wore a black cap and sunglasses, but it was the cologne that gave him away first.

“Josh???” Jessica’s eyes widened as she realized who the guard was.

Josh placed a finger on his lips and shushed her. “Might want to keep your voice down.”

Jessica felt the familiar warmth in her chest at the sight of her master. “The sunglasses are a bit much, don’t you think?”

“Have you made any progress?”

Jessica frowned. “Not the least bit happy to see me?”

He sighed. “Progress report?”

“I think you were worried about me. You never check on me during assignments.”

Josh started massaging his temples. “Do you want to be left in here for the next five years or so?”

Jessica pouted. “Fine! It’s not a five-star resort if that is what you’re asking. Milkings are frequent, much more than any other place I’ve been, so they must be sending some of the milk elsewhere. I have no way of figuring out how.”

“Leave that to me. The conditions?”

“Horrible. Like a bad piece of prison BDSM erotica. I’ve seen prisoners beaten, everyone is cuffed the whole time, and the guards don’t hesitate to have their way with the inmates.”

“You included?” There was a tinge of concern in Josh’s voice, despite his attempt to hide it.

“Yes, I’ve caught the eye of a lovely specimen of a sadistic and horny prison guard. I suspect he’ll only make it worse from here on in.”

Josh rubbed a finger along his lower lip. “I’m going to keep you in here a while longer, maybe that guard will reveal something.”

Jessica did not mind, but she had hoped that Josh would react differently. “So I get a few more rounds with Officer Quick-shot? Gee, talk about an early birthday present.”

Josh gave her a stern look over the rim of the sunglasses. “Sarcasm? Really?”

Jessica looked down. “Sorry, Master. I … I just miss you, that’s all.”

“Remember that you’re serving a sentence; this was never supposed to be six years of fun and mindless sex.”

At least there’s sex.

He paused. “But I guess I can allow you a short respite to keep you going.” He unbuttoned his pants and pulled Jessica closer, leading her cuffed hands down into his underpants.

Jessica could not help but smile as she felt the warm, smooth cock in her hands. Josh’s magnificent cock was a regular visitor in her dreams and had been ever since the blowjob he had allowed her to give him. She wanted to make him miss her too, and she did her best to deliver a stellar handjob despite the handcuffs. He could not prevent a moan from riding along on his breath as he hardened in her hands. If someone had walked by the cell, it would just look like another prisoner satisfying a power-hungry guard, not a slave being given a gracious present by her master.

A strange feeling rushed through her body. It was not the submissiveness she had felt when she had had his cock in her mouth. This was a sensation that she had rarely felt over the last six months, but it was familiar to her.

Jessica felt in control.

At that moment, with Josh’s erection in her hands, she had the power, and she relished it. She knew it was short-lived, but it caused her to take a daring, and risky, decision.

As she felt him tense up, she pushed the erection back into his pants.

He looked at her with a mix of frustration and arousal painted on the rugged face. “What are you doing?”

“Forgive me, Master, but … I want you to think of me while I’m in here.”

“You’re playing a dangerous game,” he said, but he did not sound angry. “You know I’ll punish you for that.”

“I hope you do.” Jessica smiled. “When I’m out of here.”

***

Despite Josh’s surprise visit and being fucked by the guard, Jessica was not enjoying her stay at the milking prison. The food was terrible, the milkings painful, and there were not many smiles to be seen in the yard when she got to see other inmates than Vicki. Almost every day, some poor woman was being whipped or caned as a warning to the rest of the prisoners; Vicki told Jessica that the guards would simply pick an inmate at random if no one had managed to break the rules.

At least she had Vicki. The two had gotten to know each other well during their stay at Facility 41, but the mundane prison life soon stopped feeding them more topics for conversation.

Instead, they found other ways to pass the time.

One night, as Jessica was getting ready to do the awkward climb into the top bunk, made difficult by the handcuffs and leg irons, Vicki pulled her in and placed a warm, affectionate kiss on Jessica’s lips. She pushed her up against the wall, holding Jessica’s hands above her head as she kissed the part of her neck not covered by the steel collar. She smelled of prison soap, but in this situation, it was intoxicating. Any thoughts of the consequences evaporated from Jessica’s mind as she felt Vicki’s tongue inside her mouth. Her heart started pounding.

Vicki lifted Jessica’s dress and grabbed hold of the firm breasts while she licked and sucked Jessica’s nipples, playfully flicking them with her tongue. Jessica could feel the edge of Vicki’s cuffs dig into her delicate skin as she moaned with delight. When Vicki started sucking milk from Jessica’s strained breasts, it was not painful or stinging as she was used to; Vicki was gentle and careful, and for the first time, the feeling of breastfeeding was pleasurable to Jessica.

After a while, Vicki pulled Jessica by the collar, away from the wall, and pushed her onto the bottom bunk-bed. She stood above her, towering like a shackled goddess. Her beaming, hazel eyes glowed with anticipation as she moistened her lips. The steel collar glistened in the sparse light from the corridor outside; it looked big and dominating on her small neck. She knelt between Jessica’s legs and pulled down her panties; Jessica quivered as Vicki’s fingers started tracing the outer lips of her pussy. It was a masterful display of teasing and reward. Her fingers were a herd of lions, circling the wildebeests, occasionally attacking, only to retreat again. Waves of pleasure washed through Jessica’s body with increasing intensity, magnified when she felt Vicki’s tongue inside her.

There was no rush, no awkwardness, only sensual pleasure, moaning, and skilled tongue work. Vicki pulled up her dress, and their hands and mouths started exploring each other, occasionally interrupted when their chains got tangled. Their bodies kept finding new positions of pleasure as the fog of desire and lust became denser.

The worries of the prison and their predicament melted aways as Vicki sat on top of Jessica’s face while Jessica licked Vicki’s clit

“That feels so good!” Vicki whispered as she pulled Jessica’s hair and moaned. She turned around and started fingering Jessica. “Don’t stop!”

Jessica licked her harder and deeper, occasionally leaving the clitoris to send her long tongue inside Vicki. One of Vicki’s hands had three fingers inside Jessica while the other furiously massaged Jessica’s clitoris, and it was not long before Jessica’s body was rocked by a long overdue, mind-blowing orgasm. She screamed into her friend’s pussy, not caring if a guard could hear them or not. All the pent-up arousal and frustration she had felt left her body. Vicki eased the pressure on Jessica’s clitoris, but she did not stop fingering her. It was not uncomfortable; instead of pummeling Jessica’s pussy, her fingers now moved slowly and sensually.

A few minutes later, Vicki’s body tensed up, but at the same moment, they heard footsteps outside. Jessica’s tongue was deeply embedded in Vicki’s pussy when a harsh, commanding voice interrupted them.

“Someone is being naughty, I see.”

They both looked up in horror to see the guard that had cornered Jessica a few days earlier standing outside their cell.

“I think I might have to join in.”




Part 5

Chained and Used

Jessica knew she was supposed to be afraid. Her body was supposed to be a mess of fear and anxiety as the guard entered the cell, having interrupted Jessica’s lesbian love session with Vicki. Her body was still sizzling from the orgasm, filling her with confidence, and there was no trace of trepidation or anxiety to be found; she welcomed the prospect of being fucked by the guard. The lust gleaming from his eyes told her exactly what was on his mind. She glanced at Vicki, who did not seem to share her cellmate’s endorphin-fueled courage. Vicki’s face was pale, and she seemed to shrink under the guard’s menacing stare.

“You girls just couldn’t help yourselves,” the guard said with a grin. He stood with his hands on his hips, emanating control and confidence. “You. Get up against the wall.” He pointed at Vicki, who stumbled out of the bunk bed, nearly tripping over the chain connecting her ankles.

The guard proceeded to lock Vicki’s handcuffs to a water pipe in the ceiling, forcing her to stand on her toes with her arms stretched. She was trembling with fear; her eyes were wide and frightened, and her lips quivered. The guard pulled up Vicki’s dress until her beautiful breasts were exposed to the chill prison air.

“Not a bad pair,” the guard said and squeezed them with both hands. A few drops of milk spilled onto the floor. “I really should hand you two over for punishment. Maybe a trip to the basement?” He glanced at Jessica. “You enjoyed your last trip there, didn’t you?” His lustful gaze turned back towards Vicki. “Or maybe you’ll both be whipped in the courtyard.”

Vicki shook her head. “Please, no! Anything but that!”

“Why don’t you just fuck me?” Jessica got up from the bed. She did not attempt to cover up the breasts that Vicki had been licking moments earlier.

The guard scoffed. “Maybe I will. If you do a good job, I’ll consider letting you off the hook.”

Jessica smiled. “Sounds fair.”

“But you have to put on a little show for me first.” He pointed at Vicki. “Drink from her. Properly.” He took a step back and crossed his arms.

What, that’s it? Does he think I’ll find it humiliating? Jessica shrugged and placed her lips on Vicki’s quivering breast, creating a vacuum. Soon, the life-giving, priceless drops started filling Jessica’s mouth. It was sweet, comforting, intimate, and for a second, she managed to ignore the guard behind her. Jessica had fed from other hucows before, and she liked it more each time. It was a stark contrast to the intent behind the hucow industry, the conveyor belt mentality. For one beautiful moment, Vicki was not just another piece of meat on the production line, she was a person giving sustenance to another.

And it turned Jessica on. Every drop of delicious milk on her tongue sent a pleasurable tingle down her spine that eventually nestled in her loins, igniting the embers of lust left over after the intense orgasm she had experienced at Vicki’s hands. And tongue.

Vicki’s reluctant moans fought their way through Jessica’s haze of desire, accompanied by the familiar, slightly nauseating sensation of the guard’s erect cock rubbing against Jessica’s naked ass.

“I’m going to fuck your friend here,” the guard said, directed at Vicki. “And you get to watch.”

Vicki did not dare speak. Jessica knew that she was supposed to just take it, to let the guard have his way, but she was not up for another disappointing quickfire incident. The knowledge that Josh would get her out of prison soon made her cocky. Vicki had to stay here for years, but Jessica did not.

Jessica removed her lips from Vicki’s breast and turned towards the guard. “Are you sure you can handle me?” she said while her cuffed hands started stroking his cock.

“Wh… what?” His face looked torn between the pleasing touch and the words coming out of Jessica’s mouth.

Jessica smiled as she led the guard to the bunk bed with a firm grasp of his cock. He tripped, falling onto the mattress. Jessica knelt astride him, with the legcuff chain tight across his thigh. She could tell that he wanted to protest, but any semblance of cohesive thought went out the window the moment she lowered herself onto his hard cock.

She was in charge this time.

Jessica was in no hurry. She barely registered the struggling of Vicki behind her, still shackled to the pipes. Instead, she focused on the cock’s smooth skin rubbing slowly against the inside of her pussy. Chains rattled and mixed with her moans and the surprised groans from the guard.

“See? It’s much better like this.” Jessica said and dug her nails into the guard’s chest.

He whimpered but did not attempt to escape. His veins were visible on the neck as he strained to hold back the approaching ejaculation, once again arriving earlier than Jessica would have wanted. She slowed down, tried to prolong the pleasant experience, but she could tell that she was fighting a losing battle.

She frowned. “Come on. Be a man. You can last longer than this, right?”

He did not answer, but a crease formed between his eyebrows as a response to the insult.

A moment later, Jessica felt his unwelcome ejaculate inside her. The guard’s face contorted as he groaned. His body shook, adding a few seconds of pleasure for Jessica, but at the same time, he started going limb inside her.

The guard squirmed, but Jessica did not stop.

“I’m not done,” she said and started fucking him harder.

“The fuck?” the guard said, having regained his ability to speak after climaxing. “Get … get off!” A puny whimper of discomfort escaped him.

Lust had quelled all thoughts of consequences or punishment in Jessica’s mind. In her eyes, the cock was hers to use, its whiny host was of no interest to her. The guard grabbed her arm and tried to pull her off, but years of horseback riding had granted her strong thighs – Jessica knew how to stay on top of a stallion that refused to be ridden.

She smiled at the sight of the panicked expression on the guard’s face. “What are you going to do? Call the other guards? How are you going to explain this?” She could feel him get hard again, but he did not seem to enjoy it.

“You … you bitch!”

He grabbed hold of her collar and pulled it to the side. The sudden choking caught Jessica by surprise and made her loosen her thighs’ vice-like grip, sending her tumbling onto the bed. The guard was quick to get up and pull up his pants. His face was red, his lips trembling; it was as if his body was struggling to figure out how to handle the situation.

“You’ll regret this!” he said.

“What, fucking you? I bet most women do.” Jessica knew it would cost her, but she had a hard time taking the disheveled, pouting man seriously. “Are you going to tell your colleagues that a shackled, female prisoner pulled your pants off and took you against your will?”

His eyes became narrow slits. “I … You … Fuck you!”

He stormed off and closed the cell door behind him.

“That was a mistake,” Vicki said.

Jessica sighed. “I know. I just couldn’t help myself.”

“He had it coming, but couldn’t you have held off on the insults until he had released me?” Vicki rattled her handcuffs and glared at Jessica.

The following days were tense. Jessica noticed that several of the guards kept an extra eye on her, but none of them approached her or punished her. The confidence from the spicy night in the cell had vaned, and she felt like she could be jumped at any time. Suddenly, Josh seemed far away, and she could not help but fear that his power might not be enough to get her out if the guards convinced the prison warden to keep her. Part of her knew that the paranoia was simply a consequence of the intense boredom and depressing surroundings, but the thoughts still took up much of her time, to the extent that she had all but forgotten about the reason that she was in the prison in the first place.

But the peace was not to last. Jessica woke one early morning to the sound of the cell door opening. Before she could register what was happening, strong hands pulled her out of her bunk bed and pushed her against the wall. She stared into the cold, harsh eyes of a male prison guard she had not seen before. His square face and bald head made him look menacing; he was not one to be messed with.

“What do you want?” Jessica said, unable to hide the anxiety rushing through her body.

The guard smiled. “You’ll find out.”

Jessica locked eyes with Vicki over the man’s shoulder. Vicki was trying to make herself small under the itchy blanket, and her frightened eyes echoed the emotions Jessica was feeling. The guard grabbed her by the arm and pushed her out of the cell, closing the door behind her.

Where is he taking me? The thought of another stint in the horrible basement or the whipping post in the courtyard made her shiver. The guards at the prison had a relaxed approach to rules, and she tried to push away the nagging thought that they could simply make her disappear. Her milk production was subpar, and even as a fucktoy she was likely more trouble than she was worth.

The guard led her through the eerily quiet halls, into a wing of the prison that Jessica had never been to. They passed through several security gates until they entered a boring corridor that seemed to contain nothing but offices, vending machines, and depressing motivational posters.

The surroundings were far from the dark, gruesome torture chambers that Jessica had feared, but the initial relief soon withered as she realized that there were no security cameras in this part of the prison.

The guard stopped and took a leash from his belt. “I hear you have been naughty.” He locked the leash to Jessica’s collar. “We don’t take kindly to that here.”

Jessica’s heart started racing. She had not seen a living soul since they had entered the office corridor.

“Get on all fours. You’re crawling from here.” He nodded at the floor.

Jessica hesitated at first, but she was encouraged when the guard pulled a taser from his belt. She got down on all fours; the concrete floor was rough on her knees, and she had trouble keeping up when the guard pulled her leash and started walking. The handcuffs forced her to take small, quick strides with her hands. It was exhausting and did nothing to quell the anxiety.

The handcuffs dug into her wrists with every movement, and Jessica was sore when the guard pulled her into a break room. Plush couches and chairs filled the room, but it was the three male guards that got up as she entered that caught her attention.

“There she is.” The guard that had pestered Jessica since her incarceration smiled at her. “I told you you’d regret your actions.” He looked at his colleagues. “Let’s have some fun, guys.”

The crippling anxiety that had driven Jessica’s mind to think of horrible scenarios vanished immediately. Jessica had to suppress a smile as the men approached her; being fucked by four rowdy men was the opposite of punishment in her mind. Compared to the dark basement, a menage sounded like a wonderful time.

The guard that had picked Jessica up from the cell yanked her leash and pulled her to her feet. The strain on her neck as the collar choked her only served to fan the flames of lust that had ignited in her loins. He pulled her dress up over her breasts, displaying her strained udders to the other guards.

“Holy shit, look at that body,” one of the men, a young blonde, said. He let his soft hands fondle the perfectly round breasts. “Nice find, Brock.”

“Don’t be too gentle, Rob,” the familiar guard named Brock said. He pinched Jessica’s nipple, causing a jet of milk to land on Rob’s shirt. “She’s a real cunt, this one.”

Jessica tried to ignore the stinging pain from the pinch and scowled at Brock, but she received only a slap in return. It burned her cheek, but it could not dampen the enjoyment she was feeling, the anticipation as the pack of wild beasts approached her with lustful eyes.

“Who gets to fuck her first?” a black-haired man asked as he grabbed Jessica’s butt.

“You go ahead, Ted, I just want to see her suffer,” Brock said and slapped Jessica again.

“Why didn’t you take her to the basement then?” Ted’s finger slipped inside Jessica’s pussy. He was rough and aggressive; Jessica winced as he explored her, unable to find much enjoyment in his brutal treatment. Maybe this was not going to be as much fun as she had thought?

Brock shrugged. “I will.” He smiled when he saw Jessica’s face turn pale. “She’s going there when we’re done with her. I think I’ll leave her there for a few days.”

A few days? He can’t do that! The thought made Jessica sick; the thought of spending that long in that brutal position was too much to bear.

The young man, Rob, let go of Jessica’s breasts and looked at Brock with a furrowed brow. “For days? Brock, I … I don’t think that is allowed.”

“Shut up, Rob. Fuck her or leave.”

The other men laughed. Soon, all of Jessica’s orifices were filled by prodding fingers. One of the men had grabbed the chain connecting her handcuffs and pulled it back behind her head, leaving her helpless against their touches. Part of her enjoyed it, soaked up the few scraps of pleasure that were to be had, but the prospect of going to the basement had put a damper on things. Ted and the bald, menacing man removed their pants, revealing generously-sized cocks standing at attention; the sight of a helpless, whimpering woman being fingered seemed to be a major turn-on.

“Let’s get this party started!” Ted said with a grin and sat down in one of the comfortable-looking chairs.

Brock found a padlock and locked Jessica’s handcuffs to the ring on her collar behind her head. She had no way of resisting as he grabbed her hair and pushed her face down towards Ted’s towering erection.

This is not a bad piece of meat, she thought to herself as she closed her lips around Ted’s rock-hard cock. The feel of the veiny package in her mouth was oddly comforting, and it helped her push away the concerns and the anxiety plaguing her mind. She sucked it with enthusiasm, allowing her tongue to dance merrily along the shaft. Pleased moans escaped the cock’s owner, who had the leash to Jessica’s collar in his hand, pulling her in closer. She gagged as the cock hit the back of her throat, but she was enjoying it; her body was still being groped and squeezed by the others, and even though it hurt whenever one of them milked her, the aggressive fingers in her asshole and pussy were feeling more pleasurable by the minute.

“My turn!” she heard the yet unnamed guard say behind her.

A few seconds later, a massive cock rammed into her pussy. Jessica had to remind herself to play the part of the terrified victim; she wanted to yell, to encourage the man to fuck her harder. His thrusts were powerful but crude, and she was tempted to silence his boastful shouts with well-meaning instructions, but Ted’s cock was functioning as an effective gag.

“Come on, Rob, get in there!” Brock laughed.

“How? I don’t see …” Rob sounded like he was overwhelmed by what he was seeing.

“She still has hands, idiot!”

Jessica would have smiled, had she not been busy with a mouthful of cock, and she could not help but feel a little sorry for Rob as his average-sized dick found its way into her hand; she had never given a handjob while having her hands cuffed behind her head, and it was not going to go down in history as one of her best performances, but it did not keep Rob from getting hard. Brock soon took advantage of the other hand.

It was wonderful chaos. Jessica was assailed by cocks from every direction, and the men did not shy away from using their hands as well. Jessica still had a finger up her asshole, and strong hands kept spanking her exposed, perfectly-shaped butt. Both Rob and Brock squeezed her nipples, sending milk onto the floor.

Could she come from this? It was almost too overwhelming, but Jessica still felt the peak come into view when …

“What the fuck are you guys doing?” a deep voice sounded.

“Frank! What the hell are you doing here?” Ted said, groaning in between words. “You’re early! Wanna join in? I’m almost done here”

Rob was the only one to stop what he was doing.

The man laughed. “Sure, why not?”

A few moments later, Ted fired his load into Jessica’s mouth. She was surprised at the amount and instinctually pulled her head back, sending most of the sperm onto her face. She had no time to catch her breath before Frank had replaced Ted in the chair and pulled her mouth down over his sweaty cock. Before he did, she noticed the company name ‘Joe’s Tanker Trucks’ on his uniform.

The men kept taking turns for a while, and before long, Jessica was covered in milk, drool, and ejaculate. Her dress was soaked, as was her hair, but she did not mind; despite the rough treatment, it had been a wonderful experience, another thing to cross off her bucket list. Be thoroughly fucked by three or more men – check, she thought with a smile as she sucked Rob’s cock. He was squirming as her lips brought him close to completion; he had already shot his load over her once, but the others had insisted that he go for another round while they washed up and got dressed. Jessica’s throat was sore, as was her asshole and pussy. Her jaw ached, and the arms had long since gotten tired of the odd position, but she had to finish it. It was a matter of professional pride.

Then she noticed the other men talking, barely audible over Rob’s whimpering moans.

“How do you guys explain the missing milk?”

It was Frank’s voice.

“It’s easy,” Brock said. “We underreport the amount each prisoner delivers. On top of that, several of the cows are unregistered immigrants – they’re not in the system. No one misses them, and they are not counted in the prison population.”

Jessica smiled as she swallowed Rob’s seed. Josh was going to love this.

Every muscle in her body ached as Jessica was escorted back to her cell. Her hobbled walk was tired and slow, and she only picked up the pace when Ted yanked on her leash. A tired smile rested on her lips; she had managed to gather the information, Josh sought, and she had managed to have some fun while doing it.

I must look like a mess, she thought as she looked at the stains on her dress. She caught a glimpse of herself in a mirror on the wall as they walked through the office corridors; she looked like someone who had ravaged a cake with cream frosting. The ultimate walk of shame. She could not help but chuckle to herself. Jessica Beaumont, daughter of the powerful, rich Bradford Beaumont, dragged through the halls like an animal, chained, caked in sperm.

If dad could see me now. She found a certain satisfaction in having fallen this far. Her father had not tried to reach out since her incarceration, nor had her mother. Jessica had brought shame to the family, not by driving under the influence and killing someone by accident, but by being caught. Fuck them.

Just as Ted was about to pull Jessica into the facility’s common area, a red-faced woman stopped them.

“Mr. Branson, the warden wants to …” Her eyes widened as she looked at Jessica. “Fuck! What the hell have you guys done to her?”

Ted shrugged. “What does it matter?”

The woman looked like she was about to blow a fuse. “The warden wants to see Ms. Beaumont now. As in right now.”

Jessica smiled as she saw Ted’s rugged face go pale. “Shit! Let’s get her cleaned up, then …”

“There’s no time!” The woman stared at Jessica with a mix of disgust and fear. “There’s a fucking inspector in her office asking to see the cow immediately.”

It was amusing to see the two share in a minor mental breakdown. The leash was removed from Jessica’s collar, and the woman, likely the warden’s secretary, desperately tried to clean some of the spunk from Jessica’s face with a moist cloth, but it was of little use.

What a fun day.

As expected, Josh was sitting in a comfortable leather chair in front of the warden’s desk as Jessica entered, escorted by the secretary. The room was stylish and elegant, as was the warden; she was a tall, gray-haired woman with a surprisingly kind face, considering her position. Her expression mirrored the secretary’s as Jessica stepped forward.

“Ms. Beaumont, as you asked,” the secretary said in a muted voice.

Jessica locked eyes with Josh. His face was cold and did not betray any emotions. Was he mad? Amused? She could not tell, and it made her feel uncomfortable.

“Warden, would you care to explain why my slave looks like this?” he said, turning to look at the shocked woman behind the desk.

“I … I …”

“I can assist you, Warden,” Jessica said in a leisurely tone. “Four of your men fucked me and ejaculated all over me multiple times, as did the driver that had come to pick up the milk you’re selling off illegally.” She scraped a bit of dried semen from her handcuffs. “As I understood it, you underreport the amount of milk from inmates, as well as having a lot of illegal, unregistered immigrants imprisoned here?” She looked at Josh; a tiny smile snuck through the stern façade for a short second.

“That’s very interesting,” Josh said, drumming his hand on his leg. “It supports my findings.”

Jessica had to admit that the cool, powerful demeanor turned her on. Josh was in complete control, and the warden was a stuttering mess.

“I was not aware …” the woman said before Josh interrupted.

“Yes, you were. I have had a look at your bank accounts. I’m going to take my slave with me now. I suspect the police will come to get you and a few of your employees soon.” He looked at Jessica and sighed. “But we’ll need to borrow a shower first.”

“What, I can’t stay a few more days?” Jessica asked. “I was just starting to have fun.”

Josh rolled his eyes, got up from the chair, and grabbed hold of Jessica’s arm, pushing her out of the room.

The warm shower had been pleasant, and Jessica felt invigorated as they drove away from the horrible facility. A dozen police cars were already parked outside, showering the building in red and blue lights. Jessica waved at Brock as he was escorted out of the building in handcuffs.

“Don’t I deserve having my cuffs removed for once?” Jessica asked as the building disappeared behind them. She was still wearing one of the prison outfits, though this one was clean. “I did a good job, didn’t I?”

Josh groaned. “You did what you were asked to do, yes. But I’m getting a little tired of your attitude.”

Jessica felt a chill down her spine. “What do you mean?”

“You spoke out of turn in the warden’s office. I’d prefer if you kept the sassy attitude to yourself.” He glanced at her. “And you dared to deny your master an orgasm when I visited you.”

“Are you going to punish me?” Jessica bit her lip.

“I am.” Josh smiled, but there was no trace of warmth. “But probably not in the way you imagine. And the cuffs stay on.”

Jessica looked forward to sleeping in her cell when they entered Josh’s house. She regretted not being able to say goodbye to Vicki before leaving, but at least the conditions at the facility should improve from now on. There was something about Josh’s behavior she did not like; a playful smile had settled on his face, yet he came off cold and detached.

“Did you miss me, Master?” Jessica asked, trying to break the silence. The confidence she had felt as she exposed the hucow facility’s illegal dealings had evaporated. She wanted to hear her master talk.

Josh shrugged and pushed Jessica into the bedroom that housed her cell. “I found a way to deal with your absence.”

“What do you …”

Jessica fell silent when she noticed that her cell was occupied. A naked, black-haired woman was chained to the wall. She was beautiful and vulnerable, looking at Josh and Jessica with a smile.

“I reconnected with Amber while you were away. She had no trouble settling back into our old dynamic.” He looked at Amber. “She has done very well.”

“Thank you, Master,” Amber said, adjusting the heavy collar around her neck.

Jessica did not know if she should cry or be angry. “You … you can’t do that.” She turned towards Josh and pushed him in the chest. “You can’t leave me in that hellhole and just replace me!”

Josh slapped her, hard, reminding Jessica of her treatment at the hands of the men earlier that day. “Know your place, slave,” he said before leaning in and whispering: “You needed a reminder of who’s in charge. You do not get to play games with me; I wanted to show you that I can play too.”

Tears started streaming down Jessica’s cheeks. She felt betrayed and thrown aside, but most of the anger was directed at herself – she still ached for Josh’s approval and his body. “Please, Master … don’t abandon me.”

He laughed. “You’re still here and not in prison, aren’t you? But if you want to keep it that way, you do as I tell you, understand?”

Jessica nodded and stared at her feet. “Yes, Master.” The thought of being sent back to prison, to be turned away, quelled her bratty, rebellious spirit. At least for the moment.

“Good.” Josh opened the cell door and unlocked Amber’s collar from the wall. She crawled outside with the grace of a prowling tiger, kneeling at his feet without saying a word. “Amber is not going to stay if that is what worries you. But this might be a chance for you to learn from a true submissive.”

Jessica glanced at the gorgeous woman. “If you say so, Master.” She had a hard time connecting the slave in front of her with the confident police officer she had met a few weeks prior.

Josh escorted the two chained women to the basement. Jessica had mixed feelings about the place; she had been taken there for punishments a few times, but she had mostly spent her time in her cell. Pillories, X-shaped crosses, and other BDSM furniture lined the walls. The tools both terrified and intrigued her, but Amber’s presence soured the experience.

“Amber, lock Jessica in the pillory,” Josh ordered and handed Amber the handcuff keys.

“Yes, Master.” Amber uncuffed herself, then Jessica, and escorted her to the wooden pillory in the corner of the room.

“Do ... do you enjoy this?” Jessica asked as Amber locked her in. The feet were locked together with a spreader bar and steel manacles, spreading Jessica’s legs wide, while her neck and wrists were locked in the pillory, leaving her bent over. The pillory barely fit behind the metal collar and gave Jessica very little room to wriggle.

“Very much.” Amber took a step back and observed her work, smiling. She leaned in and whispered: “It pleases me.” She found a large ballgag attached to a leather harness. She locked the straps around Jessica’s head before she had a chance to protest. The red silicone ball opened Jessica’s mouth wide and soon, a long thread of drool hung from her mouth to the floor.

Jessica watched as Amber returned to her master and knelt at his feet.

“Do you deserve punishment, slave?” Josh asked Amber.

She nodded, never taking her eyes off him. They beamed with adoration. “Yes, Master. Always.”

“Why?”

“I am sinful, with wicked thoughts.” Amber bit her lip.

Josh nodded, seemingly satisfied with the answer. He grabbed a chain, which was connected to a rope through a pulley in the ceiling, locking the chain to Amber’s collar. Pulling the rope, he forced Amber to stand on her toes to prevent her collar from choking her. Jessica felt jealous. It was supposed to be her, even if the position looked uncomfortable. The pillory was strict and unpleasant on its own, but she felt left out.

Josh took a step back and observed Amber’s slender body shake under the strain. Her hands held onto the chain, trying to alleviate the pressure on her neck, but to no avail. Her face reddened. He grabbed a thin cane from the wall and struck her exposed breasts. Her cry sent a shiver down Jessica’s spine, though it was more a cry of shock than of pain. He continued to strike, but it was obvious to Jessica that Amber was deriving a certain pleasure from the caning.

Why is this turning me on? It was not just the thought of being in Amber’s place that was causing a flood of arousal to wash over Jessica. She was enjoying the sight of Josh and Amber, two beautiful people, playing their game.

Josh took a pair of handcuffs from a table and locked them around Amber’s wrists, forcing her hands behind her back. She coughed as she lost the slight relief her hands had allowed her neck. A chain was added, pulling the handcuffs up towards the collar, straining her shoulders, and giving the cane access to her round buttocks. Once again, Josh let the cane strike her flesh, rained down pain on the most sensitive parts of her body.

“Do you accept the punishment?” he said between the cries of pain.

“Y… yes! Yes, Master. Thank you, Master!” There was no more pleasure to be traced in her fragile voice. Tears streamed from her panicked eyes. And yet, she did not falter in her devotion.

Is that the type of submission he expects from me? The thought both scared Jessica and turned her on along with Amber’s desperate cries and submissive gratitude.

Josh turned towards Jessica. “Now it’s your turn.” He approached her slowly with the cane in his hand. He had taken off his shirt, and his chiseled upper body warmed Jessica’s body, but it could not combat the fear that had taken hold. She was still not a big fan of pain.

The pillory shook whenever a strike hit the perfectly shaped, exposed butt with a loud crack. Jessica’s screams echoed in the basement as red streaks started showing on her tanned skin. Josh did not hold back; there was force and malice in every hit, but to her surprise, Jessica managed to feel aroused, even from a beating as severe as this.

After a thorough caning, Jessica had had enough. Josh removed the gag and kneeled in front of her.

“I’ll do anything … please …” Jessica muttered. The cane had hit her tender breasts as well, and she was dripping milk onto the floor. “No more …”

He smiled. She could not decode what it meant, but before she had a chance to figure it out, Josh walked back towards Amber, who had regained her composure and watched Jessica’s punishment with a smile.

“Do you deserve pleasure, slave?” Josh asked Amber, but his eyes were locked with Jessica’s.

Amber suppressed a smile. “No, Master.”

“Do you want it?”

“Yes, Master, I do.”

He wouldn’t …

Jessica wanted to cry out, to yell at Josh as he loosened the chain holding Amber’s collar and bent her body forward. He did not stop looking at Jessica as he whipped out his cock and started fucking Amber.

That is MY cock! Jessica thought. She knew that it would make it worse if she protested, but watching Amber receive what she had wanted for so long was more torturous than the caning had been. Amber’s moans were like icepicks in Jessica’s brain.

“Thank you, Master!” Amber whimpered. She was still cuffed to the collar chain, hanging on to it to keep from falling over as Josh’s thrusts increased in force.

“Do you see what a true submissive receives?” Josh asked, looking at Jessica. He smiled. This was just another way for him to show who was in control.

Jessica nodded reluctantly. Despite her anger, her jealousy, her disappointment, she craved that cock more than anything. More than her freedom.

When Josh pulled out, Amber was a blubbering, grinning mess. He unlocked her cuffs from the chain and the chain from the collar.

“My slave, do you want to share some of your pleasure with Jessica?” Josh asked Amber, stroking her blushing cheek.

“I do, Master.” She looked at Jessica with a smile. To Jessica’s surprise, there was no trace of gloating on the pretty face. Josh stepped towards a small locker in the corner of the room, next to the whips. He grabbed something from the locker and stepped back in front of Jessica.

It took a few moments for Jessica to realize what was going on. “What are you … no way!”

She wriggled helplessly against her restraints when Josh put the huge strap-on on Amber, tightening the straps.

Amber looked at Jessica while Josh handcuffed her behind her back. “Trust me. Try to relax, you might enjoy it.” The leather strap running between Amber’s legs had a nice, wide dildo on the inside as well. “I know I will.”

Jessica screamed at first. She could feel the dildo filling her pussy, thrusting inside her to the rhythm of her own yelps and her writhing body in the pillory. The screams returned when Josh grabbed a flogger from the wall next to her, but they were no longer screams of pain or fear; Jessica was reluctantly loving it. She did not want to. She did not want to love being fucked by her competition.

Amber increased the pace. Jessica’s skin was buzzing and sweat poured from her naked body. Josh pinched her nipples, sending stinging pain through her already tormented body, but his touch was more gentle than expected; it felt good. She could hear the milk drip onto the ground.

When the orgasm finally came, it made every muscle in the slender body tense up. Jessica cried out, fighting her restraints as she was overwhelmed by the reluctant climax. Amber pulled out and appeared in front of Jessica. As Josh removed the strap-on, Jessica saw both dildos were dripping.

Josh kneeled in front of Jessica. “Do you think you can be a true submissive?”

Jessica was still reeling from the massive orgasm. “I … I want to, Master. I really do.”

“I do find your bratty attitude amusing at times, but try to pick your moments.”

“I will, Master.”

Josh nodded. “Very good. So, do you deserve punishment?”

What, that caning wasn’t enough? A snarky remark rested on Jessica’s tongue, but she managed to swallow it. “Yes, Master.”

“I agree.”

Josh took Amber and placed her in a tall, narrow cage in the corner after securing a large penis-shaped gag in her mouth with a strap. He grabbed another cane from the wall, thicker than the one from before, and returned to Jessica. He disappeared behind her; she could not turn her head to look for him, restricted as she was by the pillory.

Is he just watching me? The thought enticed her, and she could not resist sensually waving her shapely posterior.

Then the first strike from the cane hit her ass. It was a sharp, intense pain, and the surprise made her cry out.

It was not followed by another hit. Instead, a strong, gentle hand caressed the point of impact.

Sharp pain again, this time on the other buttock, followed by Josh’s caring touch.

Every strike inched closer to Jessica’s genitals, adding to her arousal. Josh was not hitting her with his full strength; the pain was intense but pleasurable, and she found herself enjoying every hit.

A hit graced her labia. Jessica’s screaming turned to moaning as Josh’s fingers teased the outside of her pussy.

She wanted him to hit it, just to feel his touch.

Nothing happened. Jessica knew that Amber was watching from her cage, but she was too absorbed by Josh’s teasing to notice.

She opened and closed her hands in frustration, tried to move, but it only served to choke her and increase the arousal that was already reaching critical levels. The frustration was soon forgotten, however, as she heard the sound of pants dropping to the floor behind her.

Please let him …

Silky smooth, delicate skin touched her pussy, teasing it, disappearing only to reappear seconds later.

“Do you want my cock, slave?” he asked. Jessica could hear the smile in his voice; he enjoyed watching her visibly aroused body writhing, searching for his penis.

“Yes, Master! Please!”

There was no menace, no violence as he entered her. It was a grand entrance. He allowed every nerve ending in her pussy to feel him as he filled her.

Such a magnificent cock …

She had expected, and received, pain and torture in the cellar, but this was a different kind of anguish; no whipping could have tormented her like Josh’s meticulous, slow penetration did. She convulsed and spasmed, walking the edge forever, unable to find release.

After what seemed like an eternity, he pulled out. Jessica screamed in frustration, pulled at the pillory, and kicked her legs until the steel dug into her ankles.

“Do you deserve pleasure, slave?”

Fuck yeah, I do!

“No … no, Master.”

She glared at him as he opened the pillory, removed the ankle restraints, and locked a set of shackles around her wrists. Before she knew it, they were locked to a ceiling chain, forcing her hands above her head. Josh retrieved Amber from the cage and removed her gag. He did not give her any instructions; she knew what to do.

Damn, that feels good, Jessica thought. Every teasing touch of Amber’s hands felt more intense than ever before. The edging, the teasing; she had never experienced this level of arousal and lust ever before. She was not aware that it was even possible. Amber’s fingers and lips were magic, exploring her body, gently drinking from her breasts, teasing her hungry pussy, kissing her thirsty lips. Indecipherable vowels escaped Jessica as Amber started using her tongue to explore Jessica’s upper body. Her body shook, rattling the chains whenever Amber found a ticklish spot, and Jessica’s breathing deepened as Amber took her nipple into her mouth while her hands grabbed Jessica’s butt.

She started moving downwards, kissing Jessica’s stomach.

Holy sh…

Amber’s wide, wet tongue took a long, deep lick across Jessica’s sensitive clitoris.

Jessica’s entire body was ready to explode, but she knew that she was only allowed to climax on Josh’s order. Every muscle tensed up as the licks increased in speed.

“Are you holding back, slave?” Josh was standing behind Amber, observing the sensual display with an amused smile.

“Y… Yes, Master,” Jessica mumbled, biting the inside of her arm to keep from screaming.

“Would you rather … I fuck you?”

Yes, yes, thousand times YES!

“If … if it pleases you, Master.”

He moved Amber to the side and smiled, calm and composed, a contrast to Jessica’s trembling mess of a body. His large cock was erect and ready, glistening in the glow of the nearby lightbulb. His strong hands grabbed Jessica’s legs and lifted them.

She grabbed hold of the chain as her weight shifted.

He entered her, faster this time. Jessica’s pussy was ready and wet, her body already edging badly. His thrusts quickly picked up speed, and she felt like she could pass out from pure, undiluted ecstasy. The gentle touches and teasing play were all gone, replaced by a bestial display of power and raw energy.

“You have my permission.”

Jessica came in a violent scream as the world blurred before her eyes. A tidal wave of mind-blowing joy and pleasure washed over her; Josh stayed deep inside her, allowing her to milk every drop of orgasm from his cock as his upper pelvis massaged her clitoris.

“Thank you … thank you, Master.”

Jessica and Amber were alone in the kitchen, preparing a simple meal to help replenish their energy. They were both still naked, collared, and handcuffed, but neither of them minded. The animosity Jessica had felt towards Amber at first was gone, washed away the moment Josh had finally entered her.

“He likes you, you know,” Amber said while she found three glasses in a drawer; she seemed familiar with the kitchen’s layout.

Jessica looked at her with a furrowed brow. “What? No, he doesn’t. If he does, he has a weird way of showing it.”

“You are his slave, that is a fact you cannot change.” Amber smiled. “He could have just left you in your cell whenever you weren’t on assignment.”

“I guess. How … how did you …?”

“Become his slave?” She shrugged. “It felt right. I wasn’t sentenced to be his, if that is what you were thinking. I was his slave for six months. It was great, it just didn’t fit well with being a cop in the long run.”

“That makes sense.”

“It was fun to try it one more time, though.”

The two women grabbed the trays and headed towards the living room, where Josh was waiting.

Josh looked up at them. “Amber, come sit down, get something to eat. You want me to remove the restraints now?”

Amber shrugged. “Leave them on for a bit. I’ve missed them.”

Josh nodded. “Very good.” He looked at Jessica. “Time for you to go back to your cell – you can eat there.”

Jessica should be annoyed. Insulted. Mad, even. But she was not. “Of course, Master. Thank you.”

Anything to have a chance at that cock again.


Part 6

The Hucow Conspiracy

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?

She 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.


Part 7

Hucow Submission

It was almost noon before Jessica woke from her slumber. She was greeted by the sound of the pool cleaner whistling beneath her window and the intense, droning pain of a category five hangover. It took her a few seconds to remember where she was and why. The memory of the orgy at the club the night before was blurry, and she had no idea when they had returned to the Diamond Sky hucow facility. The sun peaked through the curtains and burned her eyes, and as she raised her hand to shield herself from the cruel light, she noticed that she had a pair of handcuffs locked to one wrist. Jessica found a leash locked to her collar as well, but at least she had managed to put her dress back on before leaving the club, though it was a bit worse for wear, and one of her shoes had a broken heel.

I’ve woken up to worse, she thought and directed her attention back towards the hangover. She vaguely remembered shots. And naked bodies.

“Ouch, what the …?” she groaned as she tried to move out of the bed. Huge, nasty bruises were visible on her legs, and from the pain, she gathered that there were similar marks on her butt and back. The hazy memory of Hannah brandishing a whip while Kelly used a paddle returned to her; Jessica had dared them to see if they could make her cry.

She got out of the bed and looked at herself in the full-length mirror on the wall. Looks like the bitches succeeded, she thought as she saw the black lines from her makeup on her cheeks.

The shower’s warm water stung her skin, but it helped wake her. Jessica’s pussy and asshole were both raw, and she had lost count of how many cocks she had sucked the night before.

At least Josh had been there. Jessica’s fingers started to travel south to the memory of his mighty cock in her hands, and his strong hands on her butt. The water caressed her body as her fingers entered her sore pussy. She was careful, but she winced as she started gently massaging her clit with one hand while the other let two fingers move slowly in and out.

She wished he was there. That he would take control. She had masturbated countless times in her cell, and he had caught her and punished her a few times. It usually added a certain spice that was lacking as her moans echoed in the opulent bathroom.

The handcuffs clattered as her body shivered. She considered locking it on her other wrist as well, but she had no key and no way of explaining it to the others without revealing her love of restraints and bondage. Instead, she pulled her fingers out of her pussy and looped the leash connected to her collar around the mount for the showerhead, pulling it.

The wet steel pressed against her neck, restricting her breathing. Her throbbing hangover got worse, but the powerful lust taking hold of her body dulled the pain.

Josh …

She imagined his hands rubbing her clit, his cock inside her.

I’m yours … I’m your slave.

Jessica cried out as the orgasm flooded her body. The pain in her head and from her aching genitals only heightened the experience, and she almost slipped on the wet tiles. She removed the leash from the shower mounting and sat down on the floor, laughing while she soaked in the last moments of the orgasm.

“Horny Jessica makes bad decisions,” she whispered to herself and looked at the leash in her hand. “Always did. You could have hung yourself.”

With a sigh, she started squeezing her breasts as the water rinsed the trickling breastmilk from her body and down the drain.

Jessica found Hannah and Kelly in the facility’s restaurant half an hour later. They managed to groan a half-assed ‘good morning’.

“It looks like I’m not the only one that is hungover,” Jessica said and sat down. A waiter placed a plate of eggs and bacon in front of her a moment later.

“My entire body is yelling at me.” Hannah rubbed her temples. “I’ve never been fucked that many times in one night before. Or spanked and whipped.” She waved at one of the waiters. “Can we get a bolt cutter and a handcuff key for Jessica?”

The waiter nodded and sped off.

Hannah shrugged when she saw Jessica’s puzzled expression. “What? They’ve had weirder requests.” She winced as she moved in the chair. “God, it hurts. Why did Tiffany need to find the largest strap-on in the building?”

Kelly smirked. “Speaking of ‘largest’, who was that impossibly gorgeous man I saw you give a handjob to last night, Jessica?”

A cold hand gripped Jessica’s intestines. “He … I never found out.” She regained her composure and smiled. “His package was remarkable, though.”

Luckily, Kelly and Hannah were distracted when Tammy joined the small group.

“There she is, the Queen Slut!” Hannah said and applauded. “I’ve never seen someone handle that many cocks at once! I think you found your calling, Tam.”

Tammy groaned and sat down at the table. “I feel terrible.”

“A little remorseful, perhaps?” Kelly said and laughed. “Ashamed?”

Tammy shook her head. “God, no. I’d do it all again. I’m just having trouble walking, and I’m pretty sure I bruised a rib at some point.”

“Where’s Tiffany?” Jessica asked. She was not a fan of the Prime Minister’s daughter, and she had the feeling that it was mutual.

Hannah yawned and checked her watch. “If she’s as hungover as the rest of us, she’s likely blowing off steam somewhere. She gets aggressive when she’s got a headache. Or when she’s, you know, awake.”

Jessica raised an eyebrow. “What, so she’s at the gym?”

A weird silence enveloped the table. Kelly and Tammy glanced at each other, and it seemed like their bodies tensed up. They looked like two schoolgirls that had been sent to the principal’s office. Hannah, on the other hand, merely sighed and emptied her glass of juice.

“Might as well show you,” she said with a shrug. “If you’re going to be here for two years, you’ll find out eventually.”

They greeted a few of the other women staying at the Diamond Sky on their way through the resort. Jessica recognized a senator’s daughter and two pop stars, but she was surprised to see that Hannah was escorting her into a part of the resort that seemed to be reserved for staff. Tammy and Kelly had chosen not to join them.

“Hi Clark,” Hannah said and blew a kiss at a man wearing the white and blue uniform all the staff wore. He was guarding an unseemly door with ‘Storage’ written on it. The man was huge, and it looked like the uniform was struggling to contain his bulging muscles. “Is Tiff down there?” She gestured at the door.

The man nodded. “Yeah, she went downstairs half an hour ago.” He opened the door and smiled at Jessica as she walked past.

A part of Jessica knew what she was about to see, but the mind tried to convince her that Tiffany was just fucking a staff member or something. But the sight of the dark, ominous stairwell leading down on the other side of the door did nothing to calm her already pounding heart.

A loud, chilling scream of pain killed the last bit of naivety.

“What was that?” Jessica asked, feigning ignorance.

“Tiffany having fun, I assume,” Hannah sighed with an impressive lack of empathy.

The stairwell opened up into a large room. The walls, floor, and ceiling were naked concrete, lit by a few flickering lightbulbs. It was a stark contrast to the resort upstairs; it reminded Jessica of a medieval dungeon, aided by the instruments of torture filling the room. Jessica had suspected that the resort housed illegal hucows on the premises, but she had never imagined that the conditions would be far worse than any she had seen. She saw a woman standing in a cramped cage nearby, sobbing, while a few women were shackled or collared to the walls. None of them wore the sleek, shiny collars that were mandatory for government-sanctioned hucows. In their place were crude, heavy steel collars. The women looked frightened and worn. Their breasts were huge, brimming with milk; Jessica noticed a few large carts with what looked like mobile milking machines standing in a corner, near a row of small cells that made Jessica’s room at Josh’s house look like a penthouse suite.

“Welcome!” Tiffany said. She was only wearing a pair of shorts and a crop top, yet she looked like she was sweating, despite the cold air in the basement. She clutched a cattle prod in her hand. “How nice of you to join me!”

Tiffany was standing in the middle of the room, next to a crying, desperate woman. The woman was suspended from the ceiling by her wrists using steel shackles, something that Jessica knew from experience was excruciatingly painful and dangerous in the long term.

“Looks like you found yourself a nice one today.” Hannah walked up to the sobbing woman and squeezed her breast. Milk started dripping onto the floor. She pushed the woman, who cried out as she started swinging back and forth.

Tiffany looked at Jessica. “Want to have a go, Beaumont? It’s great for relieving stress, boredom, and to distract from hangovers.” She handed the cattle prod to Jessica. “Go on.”

The food in Jessica’s stomach started moving up her throat. “I don’t know. This doesn’t seem right.” She took a step back.

Tiffany clenched her jaw. “They’re just cattle, Jessica. Do it.”

Jessica grabbed the cattle prod and approached the woman, who looked at her with blue, pleading eyes. Jessica did not want to. This woman was innocent, held against her will. She did not deserve this, but Jessica was afraid of what could happen if she refused.

The woman screamed as Jessica triggered the cattle prod against her stomach.

Hannah and Tiffany laughed. A cynical, cruel laugh. Jessica was tempted to turn the torturous instrument against the two.

Remember why you’re here.

“Where do these cows even come from?” she said, wincing as the harsh words left her mouth. She tried to suppress the guilt and fear that had taken hold of her body.

“Why do you care?” Tiffany said. She yanked the cattle prod out of Jessica’s hand and delivered a brutal shock to the woman’s genitals. “They’re nobodies.”

“They’re better off this way, at least their milk serves a purpose here.” Hannah checked her watch again as if she was bored with the proceedings. “Can we move on? Just whip the cunt until she passes out. Or leave her hanging, I don’t care. I want to get a massage with at least two happy endings before the next meal.”

“We can’t leave her like this!”

Fuck. Jessica knew she had crossed a line.

Tiffany stared at Jessica with narrow, inquisitive eyes. “What was that?” The Prime Minister’s daughter had always come off timid and twitchy on television, but despite her slender frame, she filled Jessica with dread as she pointed the cattle prod at her. “That doesn’t sound like something a Beaumont would say.”

Jessica stepped away from the intimidating woman, but Hannah approached her from the other side. Soon, she was backed into a corner, squeezed against a steel cage.

“I … I didn’t mean …” she started, but she froze when Tiffany placed the cattle prod under her chin.

“You seemed scared when someone got near your breasts at the club last night.” Tiffany reached for Jessica’s nipple and twisted it.

“Aaaah, that hurts!” Jessica cried as a wet stain appeared on her shirt.

Hannah crossed her arms. “Looks like someone has been lying to us. Why?”

Jessica was stunned. She had no answer.

“I don’t care.” Tiffany grabbed Jessica by the hair and pulled it hard. “The bitch is a hucow. She belongs down here.”

Before Jessica could fight back, Hannah had opened the cage behind her, and the two women forced her inside, locking it. Jessica looked on in horror as the two women walked away, whispering to each other, occasionally glancing over their shoulders at her.

“You can’t leave me here!” Jessica tried to sound confident, but her voice could not hide the fear. “My dad is going to kill you!”

Tiffany shrugged. “If he cared about you, he’d have kept you from getting the injection.” She smiled. “We’re going to have some fun with you.”

Then they left.

Jessica pulled at the cage door’s bars, but there was no give in them. She had been in bad situations before, but the prospect of being in the hands of two entitled rich girls scared her more than any horny prison guard or corrupt hucow farmer ever could. Josh was not likely to save her any time soon; for all he knew, she was having a great, luxurious time.

A few moments later, Clark, the guard from upstairs, came down to let the poor, dangling woman down and locked her in a cage, making sure to avoid eye contact with Jessica.

“Hey, you there!” Jessica said. “Get me out of here!”

Clark paused on his way to the stairs but did not turn around. “Sorry, Ms. Beaumont.”

Jessica felt her heart sink as she saw the guard disappear up the stairs.

Now what?

Jessica had no sense of time in the darkness of the dungeon. The cage she was locked in was tall and narrow, making it impossible for her to sit down, and her breasts were getting sore from the milk pressing to get out. The tight cage prevented her from milking herself, adding to her frustration.

Come on, Jessica. You can deal with this. You love dungeons and cages.

The optimistic voice in her head failed to resonate. This was different. Jessica had been fucked by countless men in her time as a hucow inspector’s slave, but she had almost always been able to derive some pleasure from their frantic thrusts, even from the punishments she had received. But Tiffany and Hannah were unpredictable; with men, Jessica could always count on their cocks eventually finding their way to her pussy.

She had tried talking to some of the other hucows, but they had all refused to answer, likely out of fear of reprisal.

The door opened. Chains rattled as all the shackled hucows tried to disappear into the walls when Clark and another staff member walked down the stairs.

“Did you watch the game last night?” the other man asked in a casual tone.

Clark shook his head. “Nah, I was busy.”

“With the Prime Minister’s daughter?”

Clark nodded and smiled. “Yep. That woman is insatiable.”

“And scary.”

“That too.” Clark nodded towards Jessica. “We better get her out of that cage.”

“Are we letting her go?” The other man, a tall, broad beast with a well-kept beard and a bald head, looked at Jessica with a furrowed brow. “Her dad is powerful.”

“The Minister has management by the balls, so his daughter calls the shots,” Clark said and opened the cage. “We’ll keep her here. She needs to be milked, after all.” He pulled out a taser from his belt. “Ms. Beaumont, I’m sorry about all this – I hope you won’t give us any trouble.”

Jessica stared at the taser and swallowed a lump. She needed to get word to Josh, but there was no way for her to get past the two burly men. It’s better to not piss them off.

“I won’t,” she said and forced a tear to her eye. Playing the scared rich guy’s daughter was her best bet. “But please, can’t I talk to someone? This is all a big mistake.”

The other guard laughed. He snuck a hand up her shirt and squeezed a drop of milk from Jessica’s breast. “That doesn’t look like a ‘mistake’, miss. Hucows belong in the dungeon, it’s that simple. Now, take your clothes off.”

Jessica obeyed. The ravenous looks from the two men as she bared her skin to the cold basement air managed to wash away the worst of the discomfort. They pulled her to the other end of the room, towards a bare wall with countless restraints and chains attached. Her arms were pulled to each side and locked in heavy steel manacles. It was not the most unpleasant position Jessica had tried, since the arms were not raised high enough to restrict blood flow, but she felt exposed and vulnerable, made worse when they shackled her feet to the wall as well.

“Damn, she is hot,” the bald guard said and removed a strand of stray hair from Jessica’s face.

“Better keep your hands off, Brad. If her dad gets pissed when she gets out, I want to have a clean conscience.” He tried a disarming smile directed at Jessica.

Might as well make the most of it.

“Why not sample the goods?” Jessica said and bit her lower lip while fluttering her eyelashes. “There’s not much I can do about it.” She demonstratively pulled the chains holding her.

“See? She doesn’t mind.” Brad took a step forward with a broad grin on his face.

“Are you man enough to handle me, Brad?” Jessica pushed her huge breasts forward.

Brad was about to answer when Clark pulled him back.

“We’re here to do a job, remember?” Clark gestured towards the other women in the room, who all tried to draw as little attention to themselves as possible. “It’s probably safer to gag this one for now.”

“You’ve always been a party pooper,” Brad said with a disappointed frown and grabbed a giant ballgag from a nearby table. He made sure to push his warm, muscular body up against Jessica’s as he forced the silicone ball into her mouth and locked it tight. “I might have to return some other time.”

Jessica did not mind being gagged, it was a sensual experience for her, but the gag was larger than she was used to. The knowledge that she would likely have to wear it for a while made her jaw ache preemptively, but the slight discomfort soon became the least of her worries when the two men attached a powerful milking machine to her tits and turned it on.

“MMMMHMMGH!” she screamed into her gag as the intense, stinging pain grabbed hold of her breasts and sent shockwaves through her body. She had not been hooked up to a milking machine in months.

“Oh, I don’t think she likes that!” Brad laughed as he started attaching vacuum tubes to some of the other women.

The milking had been pure torture, and Jessica’s breasts were still sore when the door to the dungeon opened again a few hours later. As expected, her jaw was hurting from the gag, but it soon became the least of her worries when she saw Tiffany and Hannah stride down the stairs with confident, sadistic smiles underneath their perfect makeup. Kelly and Tammy followed them, but they looked a lot less comfortable in the depressing surroundings.

“You don’t look too comfortable.” Hannah pinched one of Jessica’s nipples, causing her to scream. “I like that.”

Tiffany found a mean-looking, nine-tailed leather whip and approached Jessica. “We’ve been making a few phone calls, Jess.” The handle of the whip creaked as she squeezed it tight. Her jaw was clenched as if she was barely containing her rage.

Fuck.

Jessica groaned as the whip landed three quick hits in rapid succession on her breasts. A few drops of milk escaped and fell to the floor, mixing with the substantial puddle of drool caused by the mouth-filling gag.

“We discovered something very interesting.” Tiffany let the whip fly again. “It seems you have been sentenced to six years in prison – and you should still be there.”

Shit, did they find out about Josh? The thought sent a wave of concentrated terror through Jessica’s veins as the whip made another impact. Kelly and Tammy flinched every time the whip pummeled Jessica’s sore breasts, but they did nothing to intervene.

“I guess Daddy got you out, huh?” Hannah said and removed the gag. “He must have pulled in a lot of favors to get you transferred, even if he did not manage to do it before the hormone injections.”

Jessica thanked her lucky stars that the girls were as dumb as they looked. “I’m … I’m sorry I didn’t tell you …” she said.

Kelly, still hugging herself to shield her body from the human misery on display, took a small step forward. “It’s okay, Jess, we …”

“It’s NOT okay!” Tiffany let a series of hard, stinging blows of the whip land on Jessica’s breasts and genitals. The pain was intense. “I want her punished!” Her face was red, and the dark, long hair frazzled from the sadistic workout. “She’s going to stay here until I say otherwise.”

The others, including Hannah, stared at the ground, terrified to oppose the young pack leader.

“Please, Tiffany, I don’t want to …” Jessica started, but another blow turned her words into a long, painful scream.

“Shut up! I’m going to keep you here until I’m satisfied. And if you even dream of telling your father when, or if, you eventually get out, I’ll make sure the press finds out about your prison sentence.”

Jessica had met many unpleasant people in her life, but Tiffany was a proper psychopath. There were a lot of those among the country’s elite, but they were usually better at keeping it hidden.

After a long, grueling punishment, Jessica was a sobbing wreck. Both Kelly and Tammy were crying, and even Hannah looked like she was having second thoughts. Tiffany, on the other hand, was smiling.

“I think that is enough for now,” she said and threw the whip on the ground. “We’ll return after the party tonight.”

Jessica was relieved to see them go. Her pain receptors had overloaded her brain, and she could barely stand on her feet. Josh’s punishments had never been this severe.

Josh.

The thought of her master soothed her, but it did not get her any closer to a solution. She needed to contact him, but it was impossible in her current predicament. She would have to wait, bide her time. Endure.

As promised, the girls returned later that night, but not in the manner Jessica had expected. Clark had released her after a few more hours shackled to the wall and locked her in a cell with an apologetic dinner from the restaurant upstairs. Jessica had even managed to sleep a little, but it was interrupted when the loud women burst down the stairs, giggling and shouting. Clark and Brad accompanied them.

“Where’s our little prisoner?” Hannah shouted. She took a swig from a bottle of expensive champagne. “It’s time to have some FUN!”

Jessica could not tell if the inebriated state of her tormentors was a good thing or a bad thing. Even Clark and Brad were drunk, but it did not prevent them from locking Jessica in a pair of handcuffs before they pulled her from the cell and into the main room. A few other hucows were dragged out as well; all looked frightened and a few were crying.

“There you are!” Hannah grabbed Jessica’s blonde hair and forced her closer. “Enjoying your stay? I bet you wish you were back in prison now, huh?”

Jessica had to suppress a smile. “Please, Hannah … this is too much, I can’t take it!”

Hannah slapped Jessica’s cheek. The burning sensation lingered for a few seconds, but it was nothing Jessica had not experienced before. Tiffany was already forcing a shackled, dark-skinned beauty to lick her cunt, while Kelly and Tammy were spiking their champagne with breastmilk from a sobbing young blonde; it seemed alcohol had taken care of the pair’s initial reluctance.

“I want you to shut up now, Jessica,” Hannah said, slurring the s’s in Jessica’s name.

Jessica’s initial amusement at the situation was dampened when Hannah grabbed a cattle prod. I fucking hate those things, she thought, thinking back to a few of her less pleasant farm stays.

Then an idea appeared in her mind. It was not a good idea, maybe even a terrible one, but it could work.

This is going to hurt.

Jessica yanked the cattle prod from the drunk Hannah’s hands and placed it against her own collar before pressing the button. The pain almost made her blackout as her neck muscles tensed up. She fell to her knees and dropped the cattle prod.

“You stupid bitch!” Hannah laughed and kicked Jessica in the stomach with her stiletto. “What was that for?”

Jessica did not answer. She just hoped it was worth it.

“Brad, come help me with this one, I think she might be suicidal,” Hannah shouted and pulled Jessica to her feet.

Before long, Jessica was tied to a horizontal X-shaped cross in the middle of the room. Leather straps enveloped her, restraining her limbs and torso, immobilizing her. All she could move was her head; she turned it to see yet another orgy, not unlike the one she had experienced at the club on the other side of the border, but this one had some less than enthusiastic participants. The poor hucows were forced into various sexual acts, and their chains rattled as they were forced to lick the pussies of the four socialites while canes, paddles, and floggers rained down hit after hit on their naked, shivering bodies.

The rich girls had not forgotten about Jessica, though.

They have an odd perception of what ‘torture’ is, Jessica thought and closed her eyes. The brutal whipping earlier in the day had made her fear for the evening’s activities, but the huge, machine-driven dildo currently pounding her pussy was not her idea of a bad time. She had already come once and was getting close once more; she knew that it could get uncomfortable soon enough, but for now, she was enjoying herself immensely.

Jessica let out a sigh of disappointment when someone removed the machine a while later.

“Still sane?” Hannah said and grimaced. Nothing covered the enhanced body that was already glistening with sweat. Her breasts were even larger than Jessica’s, despite the lack of hormone injections.

Jessica tried to quell the raging lust inside and put on a tormented expression. “I … can’t take anymore.”

Hannah laughed. “You deserve it for lying to us, bitch.”

She gestured for Brad to come over. The dim lighting enhanced the features of his naked muscles, and a long, erect cock stood proudly between his rippling thighs.

Oh my, do come over! Jessica hoped she was in for more ‘punishment’.

“Take her, Brad. Hard. I want to feel her scream into my pussy.”

Brad nodded and smiled. He did not speak, it was not needed.

Jessica could do nothing to prevent the massive cock from entering her; the oddly shaped table forced her legs open, but there was enough room for Brad to position himself and start his powerful, bestial thrusts. The entire structure creaked and complained, but Jessica had no desire to escape her bonds, not even when Hannah crawled onto the table and positioned her shaven pussy on top of Jessica’s mouth.

“Lick it, your whore,” she commanded.

Jessica’s long tongue found its way inside the demanding woman, but it was hard for Jessica to focus on pleasing the unpleasant mistress when Brad was punishing her pussy with increasing violence. She licked Hannah raw, alternating between long, wide strokes across the clit and teasing, exploratory trips inside the vanilla-scented pussy.

“Shit, that tongue is good for other stuff than lying and sucking daddy’s dick!” Hannah shouted.

She pressed her pussy harder onto Jessica’s face, making it increasingly hard for Jessica to breathe. The screams of pain and pleasure from the other end of the room became muted as Jessica’s body was flooded with lust and desire; Brad was a man of impeccable stamina, and he did not stop when Jessica screamed into Hannah’s pussy. The orgasm was frantic and primal, rippling through her body like a tidal wave. The feeling of helplessness as every part of her restrained body convulsed caused the tremors to rise in intensity until a second, smaller orgasm followed shortly after. It was no less enjoyable, however, and Jessica could no longer maintain focus on Hannah’s pussy – she wanted to be in the moment, swim in the pleasure, consequences be damned.

“What the fuck?” Hannah inched back, resting her butt on Jessica’s chest. “Why did you stop?”

Jessica did not answer. She just smiled. Not even the insistent slaps to her cheeks could pull her from her happy place. Brad’s constant thrusts subsided soon after as he pulled out and blew his load on Jessica’s stomach, just before his incessant fucking would have turned to discomfort.

Hannah screamed in frustration. “Fuck! Brad, I’m sitting RIGHT here!” She jumped off Jessica to find something to dry the ejaculate off her back.

Brad fumbled apologetically to help, and for a while, it seemed like everyone had forgotten about Jessica. She did not mind. Her body was still enjoying the pleasant, soothing after-effects of her climax.

Then she heard the muted, distant sound of sirens.

She smiled.

The following hour had been pure chaos. Cops everywhere, shouting, crying. Jessica had found it highly entertaining, even though it had taken a while before anyone had had the time to release her from the table.

“Why is it that you’re always covered in semen when I come to get you?” Josh said.

Jessica shrugged and took a sip of a water bottle. She winked at a police officer whose eyes had lingered a few seconds too long on her naked body. “I don’t know, Master. Does it make you jealous?”

He snorted. “No. And you know trying to make me jealous is not a smart move.”

“Touché.”

“You could at least put some clothes on.”

“Nah, it’s a nice summer evening. Besides, I wouldn’t want to miss the show.”

She watched with glee as Hannah, Tiffany, and all the other residents at the Diamond Sky were escorted into a police van in handcuffs. Threats and accusations were slung at the cops, but they did not seem to register it.

“Another corrupt endeavor revealed, another group of illegally imprisoned hucows liberated,” Josh said with an approving nod.

“Satisfied, Master?” Jessica waved at Tiffany, who stared at her with the fiery gaze of a thousand volcanoes.

“Very, I’m not going to pretend otherwise. You just gave us a precedent to inspect every high-end hucow establishment. A lot of heads are going to roll.”

“Won’t you risk getting burned?” Jessica felt a slight unease spreading from her stomach. “These are daughters of very powerful people.”

Josh smiled. “No one is above the law, though it might not always seem that way.” He looked at Jessica. “How did you know the cattle prod would short circuit the tracker in your collar and trigger the alarm?”

Jessica touched the collar around her neck. “I didn’t. I just hoped it would do something.”

Josh sighed and started walking towards his car. “Let’s go home. I think I want to fuck you.”

“As you wish, Master.”

***

“Get in here, slave,” Josh shouted.

Jessica stopped her work in the kitchen and got down on all fours, crawling towards the living room. The chains connecting the wide steel shackles rattled as she approached her master, who was sitting in his chair, watching TV. She knelt next to him and placed her hands in her lap.

“Yes, Master?”

Josh nodded towards the television. “Look.”

A familiar face appeared on the large screen, bringing a satisfied smile to Jessica’s lips.

“Tiffany Brooke, the former Prime Minister’s daughter, was sentenced today in the first case in what looks to be a wave of prosecutions against high-society women,” a voice said. The picture of Tiffany in prison scrubs and transport restraints made Jessica chuckle. The timid girl, her old public persona, was gone, and an impressive amount of curse words were hurled at the reporters gathered to ask her about her sentence. “Ms. Brooke has been sentenced to seven years at a prison hucow facility for her crimes. Her father is also facing serious charges after the revelations that led to the collapse of his government …”

“I have a lot of work to do the next couple of months,” Josh said and muted the television. His hand distractingly stroked Jessica’s hair. “Lots of inspections, paperwork, testimonies …”

“Do you require my help, Master?” Jessica had not been on assignment in the month since the Diamond Spa. She still spent a lot of time in her cell, but Josh let her out more often now, though always in chains. But it did not matter; Jessica was content with being his slave.

Josh shook his head. “We’ll be doing surprise inspections for a while. Any high-class facility will be hesitant to welcome new arrivals, even if we managed to keep your involvement a secret to the public.”

Jessica sighed. Her work as a hucow inspector’s slave might not have been public knowledge, but it had not taken long for the information to reach her family, no doubt fueled by a vengeful Tiffany. Her father had finally reached out, for the first time since Jessica’s arrest, but the conversation had been brief; he had lost a lot of business connections now that Jessica had ensured that half his address book was going to jail along with their daughters. There was no longer a family waiting for Jessica on the other side of her life as a slave.

Josh noticed her distress and padded her on the head. “Don’t worry, I’m sure I can help a well-trained slave find something to do.” He smiled. “In five years.”

Jessica looked up at him with affectionate eyes. “In five years.”

Josh unzipped his pants and pulled his cock out. “You know what to do.”

“Yes, Master. It will be my pleasure.”

Josh’s cock in her mouth always felt like an event, a moment of grandeur. It was her way of showing her love, her devotion, even if she could never be certain that it would be returned. It had taken her a while to accept that Josh did not love her; she was his slave, a lesser person in his eyes, but it did not mean that he did not care in his way. But today was a good day; as soon as his erection filled her mouth, he pulled her leash, bringing her face close to his.

“Do you want to be fucked, my slave?”

She could feel the warmth from his body; it made her tremble. “Yes, Master. Thank you, Master.”

She turned around, felt him tug at her leash. Jessica lowered herself, slowly, onto his towering cock. Every fraction of movement was a fountain of pleasure as he entered her, filled her, dominated her body. He did not need words, he did not need whips; his cock was his tool. Everything Jessica did was in the hope of having more moments like this, and she moaned with glee as her butt finally touched his thighs.

In a moment, she was turned into a simple, cock-craving slut. The brain could no longer form sentences and only communicated with loud moans and puny whimpers. She rode him, faster and faster; he was calm, controlled, while she devolved in front of him. He pulled her collar as if she was a rabid dog, choking her, constantly reminding her of her position, and she loved him for it. It was pure, distilled lust.

“You may touch yourself, slave.” Every word oozed power.

“Thank you, Master!” Jessica’s shackled hands started massaging her clit, sending her body faster towards the peak. Too fast. “Please, Master, I’m close!”

“You are not allowed to come yet.”

Jessica groaned. She tried removing her fingers from her clit, but his strong hands forced them back. Her body was suspended over the edge of the cliff, staring into the abyss. She was hanging on by her fingernails.

“Please … Master … I beg you!” The words were pleading and pitiful.

Silence. The only sound was the rattling chains and Jessica’s pathetic whimpers.

After what felt like an eternity, he spoke one powerful word: “Now.”

“FUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!” Jessica screamed so loud that Ms. Tishmark next door likely choked on her dinner. She fell into the orgasmic void, swam in pleasure, picked every scrounge of nourishment from the massive cock still inside her.

“Turn around.”

Jessica’s legs were trembling as she stood up; her pussy felt empty as Josh’s cock pulled out, but as soon as she had turned around, he gestured for her to sit again. She smiled as she faced him, placing her knees on either side of his hips. Despite the orgasm, Josh still felt wonderful as she slid down.

“You will stay here until I come,” he said.

Jessica bit her lip. That command left her some room for interpretation. She rode him, slowly, seductively, moaning as she touched her sensitive breasts. Josh closed his lips around her tit and fed from her. It stung at first, but he was gentle. There was nothing in the world that Jessica wanted more than to please her master at this moment. Every movement was focused on his pleasure, and she was going to make it last as long as she could.

It was bliss.

Jessica was close when she felt Josh’s body tense up, but she did not care if she came again. The milk flowed from her breasts into him as he ejaculated inside her. It was raw. Beautiful. Intense.

As he opened his eyes and looked at her, a small part wanted words of affection. A sign of devotion.

But she knew she was going back to her cell.

This was her life now. And she was not sure she ever wanted it to 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.

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?
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Thank you for reading. If you are interested in reading even more steamy BDSM stories, but without the hucow element, please do check out my other pen name, Jessica Ackles.

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