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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s not really his fault, is it?”

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

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

“I never say no to that.”

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

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

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

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

“Sara …” Alice whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

Alice looked at me and pouted. “Meanie.”

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

“Please, Sara. Please!” she whimpered.

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

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

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

“It’s still early …”

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

“Oh, you’ll see.”

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

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

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

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

“No. Those are just for fun.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Strip naked, both of you.”

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

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

Fuck, this is going to hurt.

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

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

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

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

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

“AAAARGH!”

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

More weights. Harder strikes.

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

But Tracy gave in first.

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

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

Oh, shit …

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

But Slate had a final ace up his sleeve.

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

No … not that.

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

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

“As you wish.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then he switched to Tracy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How was it, Sara?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How did it go?” I asked.

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

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

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

“But I am still a slave.”

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

“… my mother?”

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

“Maybe …”

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

“I thought it was only for one semester?”

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

“How … how about Suzanne?”

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

“Can I even refuse?”

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

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

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

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

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

“I can’t wait.”

***

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

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

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

Tracy had been taken a few weeks ago.

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

“Sara?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The door opened.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck, they’re going to shock me!

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

“Y… yes.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The woman nodded, but she still shocked me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Suzanne nodded. “Yes, sir.”

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

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

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

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

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

I looked at her, surprised.

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

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

She nodded. “We can.”

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

“Do you know what’s going to happen?”

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

“That doesn’t help.”

“I know.”

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

“Is that … Suzanne?”

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

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

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

“Do you miss it?” Suzanne asked.

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

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

I shook my head no and stared at the ground.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’ll see.”

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

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

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

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

“Is it … is it still in use?”

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

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

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

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

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

An unpleasant shiver traveled down my spine.

“But we won’t be doing that today.”

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

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

Shit, that hurts!

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

More. I want more.

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

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

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

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

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

Then she left.

“Mmmph?”

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

I can do this … but for how long?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Am I getting out of here?”

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

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

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

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

She nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you alright, Sara?”

“Gwen?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

The dean? Here?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank you, sir.”

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

I wondered for a moment how Professor Slate would feel about sharing me, but I was not about to turn down the leader of Felton College. “I’d be honored … Master.”

Concluded in part 4
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The Hucow Slaves

Alicia signs up to become a hucow slave to get away from the heartbreak and responsibilities in her life. But she gets more than she bargained for. Much more.

The Hucow Inspector

A young woman is sentenced to serve as the personal slave of a hucow inspector and must go undercover in the harsh, corrupt network of hucow farms. Contains all seven stories in the series.

Tales of a Hucow Slave

Kate has to embrace her inner hucow slave to work her way up from the miserable hucow farms to the dictator’s palace in order to save her mother. Contains all five stories in the series.

The Harem of Fertile Hucows

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

Hucow Slaves of the Imperators

In a dystopian far future, Halley has been genetically engineered to be a hucow slave for the ominous Imperators. Her journey takes her from the Imperators itself to the deep bowels of the Galactic Unity’s pleasure ships.

The Eternal Hucow Slave

Astrid is taken by Vikings and cursed to become an immortal hucow slave. Throughout the centuries, she is again and again forced into slavery - but she does not mind.
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Thank you for reading. If you are interested in reading even more steamy BDSM stories, but without the hucow element, please do check out my other pen name, Jessica Ackles.

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