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Maria smiled at me. It was a smile brimming with love. Her arms were open and welcoming, promising me sanctuary and comfort. The gentle breeze caught her auburn hair as I ran towards her, but no matter how hard I tried, I could not get any closer. The smile on her face turned to disappointment, then horror.

I woke up. Darkness greeted me; if I had turned blind in my sleep, I would not have been able to tell. The only sound was the metallic, piercing noise from my chains as I moved around on the cold stone floor. I was alone. Lonely.

I pulled at the chain connecting my collar to the wall as I had done a hundred times as if the hundredth and one time would release me.

Even if it did, there is still a door made of thick steel bars keeping you here.

I found the bowl on the floor; there were still a few pieces of bread left. Necessity had taught me to ration the pitiful meals. Sometimes, the Crow family would visit me several times a day and leave plenty of food for me to recover from their increasingly challenging and painful sessions, but other times, they would leave me alone for days.

On the one hand, I did not mind it. The sessions were painful and humiliating, and I was still sore from the last beating at the hands of Isabel Crow. On the other hand, the intense loneliness in the dark dungeon was starting to get to me. After a while, any human contact was welcome, even being tormented by the Crows.

Isabel was the worst. Her visits only brought pain. But even though her parents still treated me like a worthless, expendable cow, they usually fucked me or found some other way to torture me using edging and pleasure.

I sighed and allowed my fingers to wander. Across my breasts, brimming with milk and aching to be sucked, down my torso towards my vagina. The steel shackles dug into my skin, the cold chains connecting them rested on my belly and made me shiver, but my fingers continued their journey. For a second, I felt grateful towards Isabel; after her furious flogging, she had merely collared me to the wall and left my shackles and ankle restraints connected by chains. It was a far more comfortable position to be left in than our previous session, where I had been left in a tight hogtie for more than a day.

I was free to explore my tired body, driven by the memories of Maria’s generous tongue and Celine’s collection of menacing strapons, as well as Mr. Crow’s powerful cock.

My mind replayed the last time Celine and Mr. Crow had visited me. Dragged me out of my cell to be their fucktoy, their entertainment. I recalled his warm breath on my neck as he chained my collar to the ceiling, ensuring that it choked me as he rammed his magnificent cock inside my pussy again and again while his wife Celine lounged in a chair in front of us, masturbating.

Three fingers snuck inside my pussy, already wet from my vivid imagination.

I had been a tool in their sexual escapades, for hours pulled from pleasure to pain. One moment, I was screaming and begging for their brutal canings to stop, the next begging for more as my holes were filled and my clit vibrated. Always bound, always collared, as I had been for months now without pause, but the restraints only added to my enjoyment, both when I was alone and during the prolonged sessions.

I had signed up for this. I wanted this. All of it, even when I screamed for mercy.

My chains rattled as my fingers explored my vagina, and my subdued moans echoed between the hard walls. I moved my body away from my collar’s anchor point until I felt the chain tighten, the feel of my wide steel collar pushing against my neck.

They had told me the collar would never come off.

At this moment, I hoped they were right.

They had shackled me to an X-shaped table. My legs and arms stretched, my body unable to move. Mr. Crow had fucked me hard, standing between my legs to pummel my exposed, vulnerable orifices, while Celine had lowered her vanilla-scented pussy onto my face.

The tiny cell became a cathedral of lust as my other hand started massaging my clit. It was dirty and awkward because of my heavy shackles, but I could not stop. It was a moment of divine beauty in my miserable existence. I cried out to the dark as the collar choked me and enhanced the torrents of lust flowing through my veins.

It was not the memory of Maria’s face that filled my mind as the filthy orgasm shook my body.

It was the memory of being fucked by my owners, flogged and caned till drool and tears mixed with milk from my bursting breasts on the floor.

Who have I become?

That final thought lingered for hours, haunting me in the dark. I had yearned to become a slave, to leave my identity behind, but I had never thought the effect of submitting would be this profound.

“My name is Alicia.” It was a test. First, I whispered it. But it sounded wrong.

I kept repeating the phrase until it became a scream of desperation. But no matter what, the words refused to ring true. The name belonged to someone else now, a person that no longer existed. The realization frightened me, chilled me to my core.

“Am I … 246?”

I knew there were still traces of Alicia in my mind, but the submissive, worthless hucow called 246 had slowly managed to gain a foothold. I wanted to be used and abused, to be fucked and tormented. At least it made me feel something other than loneliness.

I was a hucow slave.

I do not know how long I stayed in that dungeon. There was no natural light, no way to tell the time of day. I slept when I was tired, I ate when I was hungry. I relieved my strained breasts into a bucket in the corner when the discomfort got too great. I moaned, groaned, cried, and screamed when my master and mistresses had their way with me, only to be tossed back into the darkness. Not even Number One or any of the guards came down here.

My shoulders ached, and I tried to move to get into a better position, but my restraints prevented it. I was shackled to the metal chair I had been subjected to numerous times, only this time, they had placed it inside my cell. My collar was locked to the backrest, my arms shackled behind my back, and a large steel dildo kept my pussy in place. I was shivering from the cold shower Celine had graciously awarded me after commenting on my smell.

I had expected to sit like this for a while, maybe even a full day, when I heard footsteps outside my cell and saw the lights come on in the corridor.

“So, this is where they have hidden you while I have been gone,” a familiar voice sounded.

I could only make out the silhouette outside my cell; the light was dim, but still disorienting after hours in total darkness, but I felt a warm sensation in my chest when I realized that the voice belonged to Bradley Crow, the son.

He unlocked the cell door and entered. I became acutely aware of how messy I probably looked. I could smell his intoxicating cologne over the rancid smell of stale milk.

He sighed. “This is quite a predicament. I’m impressed that you have managed to stay sane this long.”

Am I, though?

I tried to nod, but the collar would not let me, and Bradley made no attempt to release me.

“Do you want to stay here?” he asked.

I was surprised that I had to consider the question for a few seconds. “No, Master.”

“Master?” The dim light reflected off his white teeth as they bared themselves in a warm smile. “Sounds like they managed to beat the rebel out of you.” His hands touched the brand on my shoulder marking me ‘unruly’, and my entire body quivered at his soft, warm touch. “I hope there’s a little left.”

His hand stroked my hair as he seemed to weigh his words.

“I … I have thought about you a lot,” he said.

The warm feeling in my chest grew.

“I want you for myself, 246.” He took a step back. “I can take you for my own without your consent, you know that, right?”

“Yes, Master.”

He nodded. “You will be fitted with a chastity belt, just like my father does with his cows, but only I will have the key. Do you want that, 246?”

“I would love that, Master. If you will have me.”

My mind struggled to comprehend what was happening as Bradley escorted me out of the dungeon beneath the Crow estate. I was still shackled and collared, but I felt liberated for the first time in months. I caught a glimpse of myself in one of the large, gold-framed mirrors in the foyer of the mansion; I did not recognize the frail woman staring back at me. She was pale and had lost weight, even if the breasts were still massive compared to the slender frame.

Number One was waiting outside. She usually wore tight, short dresses, but on this day, she was surprisingly casual in a pair of denim shorts and a tank top. She still managed to look impossibly elegant and intimidating, though.

Bradley handed her the chain locked to my collar and smiled.

“Thanks for doing this, Number One. I know it’s one of your rare days off. Get her a chastity belt and make sure there are no other keys but the one you give to me,” he ordered. “And clean her up.”

“Yes, Master Bradley.” Number One bit her lip. “You still want her to … get to know you?”

“Of course.” He smiled at me. “I’ll be seeing you soon, 246.”

Number One did not take her eyes off Bradley as he left us and returned to the manor. The rays of the midday sun warmed my body as we stood in silence for a bit.

After a while, she turned towards me. “Welcome back, 246.”

“Thank you?” I said, raising an eyebrow.

“I assume you have been spending a little time in the Crows’ personal playground?” She started dragging me towards one of the barns.

“You know of it?”

She scoffed. “Of course. It was built for me. But I don’t go there anymore.” She briefly touched the worn steel collar around her neck. “Do you feel special, 246?”

“Excuse me?”

“Singled out? Chosen by the young Crow himself?”

I did. “I don’t know. Maybe.” I looked over my shoulder at the manor. “It’s probably better than being tortured by Isabel.”

Number One stopped. “Maybe it is.” She paused and looked into the distance, towards a few smaller buildings at the other end of the huge estate. “I guess you’ll find out.”

Number One allowed me to wash up under a cold shower, but it felt good to wash the grime, dirt, milk, and sperm out of my hair, even if showering with shackled hands was cumbersome. She then escorted me into a large room; this seemed to be where they kept the restraints used on the imprisoned women. Rows of chains, shackles, and collars were meticulously lined up on the walls, along with canes, riding crops, whips, and any other instrument of torture one could think of.

“Bradley asked me to prepare this the moment he came home,” Number One said and picked up a chastity belt from a nearby table. “You have lost a bit of weight since you were measured, but it should still fit you well.”

I stared at the metal device with a mix of fear and anticipation. It would likely make the other Crows lose interest in me and mark me as Bradley’s property, but also prevent me from gratifying myself. It was elegant, made from shiny, stainless steel with a hole for the anus – with small spikes to discourage any adventurous people from trying to go against Bradley’s will. It looked like the belts I had seen on 195 and other hucows belted by Mr. Crow, but unlike theirs, this belt had rubber-coated edges to keep it from chafing.

“Impressive, I know,” Number One said at the sight of my wide eyes. “But it comes with a small accessory to get you and Bradley better … acquainted.”

She presented a large rubber dildo and clicked it in place on the part of the chastity belt meant to go between my legs.

She has got to be kidding!

Number One smiled. “I think you understand. It’s made from a cast of Bradley’s erect cock – just so you know what to expect. And be glad that I’m not putting another one in your ass.”

She locked the belt part around my waist. It was a nice fit, despite my weight loss. The dildo was lubed and slowly inserted into my pussy as Number One locked the final part of the belt in place, making it impossible for me, or anyone else but Bradley, to remove the large rubber cock. It was massive, stretching my pussy more than his father had managed to, and I could not help but blush in anticipation of what I had in store, even though I could barely move without feeling it rubbing against the inside of my pussy.

To my surprise, Number One pulled out a phone from the back pocket of her shorts and dialed a number. “Sir? Yes, it’s in. Go ahead and test it.”

“You have a phone?” I stared at her in surprise.

She put the phone to her chest to mute the microphone. ”It only works to call the Crows and guard captains – it’s not a way out of here,” she said and checked her watch.

“What did you mean ‘go ahead and – AAAAAAAH”

My question was interrupted when the massive dildo started vibrating. It was only for a few seconds, but the sensation was intense and caught me completely by surprise.

Number One laughed. It was a hearty, warm chuckle, a contrast to her usual cold demeanor. She put the phone back up to her ear. “Master Bradley? It works perfectly. Enjoy.” She hung up and smiled at me. “Let us get you back in the barn. You might belong to Bradley now, but you are still a cow.”

I was still recovering from the surprise pussy attack that had sparked a flood of lust and could only nod. I did not mind returning to the barn; being milked and fed regularly, as well as being able to exercise, felt like a welcome change of pace from the dark dungeon.

Walking across the courtyard was an interesting experience. For once, my attention was not drawn to the heavy manacles weighing down my ankles. Every step now caused me a distracting amount of pleasure as the gigantic dildo moved inside me. Two guards stopped to look at me as I walked cross-eyed and moaning past them.

It was a brilliant move by Bradley. Every movement would remind me of him, and he was the only one that could grant me release from the pent-up lust and desire that would inevitably start driving me insane.

As Number One and I neared the gate to the main barn, my eyes were drawn to a cage hanging a few meters above the ground, just outside the entrance. It was a smaller cage than the one I had spent a few days in upon my arrival, but it seemed the unfortunate woman inside could at least lie down in a fetal position and sleep. I did not recognize the cage’s inhabitant at first; she was curled up, her face hidden. She wore the same shackles and collar as the rest of us, and something about her seemed familiar.

Number One stopped in front of the cage. “That is 225. After she turned you in, she was placed here for speaking out of turn.” She looked at me. “Do you find the punishment severe?”

I nodded and felt my mouth go dry. My time in the dungeons suddenly seemed like a mild punishment.

“She was only supposed to be here for a few days,” Number One continued, “but when they lowered the cage, it landed on Isabel Crow’s foot. She demanded that 225 is to be left here until she says otherwise.” She sighed. “In the end, we’re all at the mercy of the family’s whims.”

My collar was locked to the pole I had been torn from weeks earlier. Or had it been longer? I had no idea. 229 greeted me with a warm smile and nodded at the chastity belt with a raised eyebrow.

I looked out over the countless shackled hucows as I pondered my situation. I hoped to endear herself to Bradley. He seemed different from the rest of the family, and even though he had just had me fitted with a chastity belt and pussy-filling accessory, I clung to the hope that I could find a more comfortable life in his care. I did not want to stop being a slave, not at the moment, but being close to Bradley might give me a choice further down the road, should I wish to quit.

But at this moment, I had to learn to live with my new rubber friend inside me. Sitting was quickly ruled out as an option. I could feel the eyes of all the surrounding hucows on me as I writhed on the floor, trying to find a position that would not turn me on. I did not find any but after a thorough milking and feeding, I managed to fall asleep on the concrete floor.

My status as a chosen cow brought with it a new daily routine. Like the other belted hucows, I was picked up every day and put to work in the gardens and fields around the estate. It was a welcome change of pace, and I relished the opportunity to work in the fresh air and get some exercise, even if the restraints, and the Bradley-shaped cock, made it rough. I got to see more of what had become my home; the gardens were vast and beautiful, and my favorite job was being left to tend the huge flowerbeds. The guards were not afraid to leave us alone; they told us our collar was set to shock us unconscious if we tried to leave the premises, and none of us ever dared to find out if they were telling the truth.

I was never truly alone, though. Once in a while, the cock inside me would buzz to life, forcing me to pause my chores to embrace the torrents of lust building up inside me. Sometimes, it was just a short tease, a trickle, but more than once, I had collapsed in the middle of a flowerbed while moaning loudly. I suspected that Bradley watched me from the windows of the estate since my involuntary sessions always seemed to stop just short of me orgasming.

Some days, I was chained in front of an old plow with another girl and forced to plow the field next to the estate as if we were simply livestock. Which I suppose we were. It was not an efficient way to work the land, despite the guard’s persistent whiplashes, but I suspected it was a way to remind the belted cows of their place. It was hard, humiliating, painful labor, but I still preferred it to the dungeon.

Finally. My entire body was buzzing with excitement and a tinge of anxiety, but mostly from days of edging and teasing by the vibrating cock inside me. It even woke me, and the surrounding hucows, in the middle of the night at times. But now, I was to be rewarded.

It was odd how my months at the estate had changed my perception of a reward. The guard had shackled me spreadeagle to a king-size bed, connecting my collar to the headboard; I was exposed and vulnerable, but the soft mattress felt like heaven after countless nights on hard floors. I had not slept in a proper bed since I had signed up to become a slave, and though I did not expect to get to spend the night in this bed, I appreciated the comfort.

I could hear movement on the other side of the wide mahogany door. I was certain it was him. He was making me wait. I spent the time looking around; the cabinets were all handmade, the curtains were woven from the finest silk, and everything matched the opulent luxury present in all corners of the mansion. The only thing out of place was me. My gaze fell on the wide steel shackles around my wrist. They had not come off since my arrival at the estate, just like the collar currently pressing lightly on my throat, and I could no longer imagine life without them. I did not even notice their weight anymore. The shiny steel had picked up a few scratches along the way, but the seamless, oval-shaped metal was nigh unbreakable.

The cock started vibrating. It was a gentle, teasing sensation. I closed my eyes and drew every droplet of pleasure from it. I felt my body getting warmer, and I loved every second; I was helpless to resist it, and I wanted it no other way.

The vibration increased, as did my moaning. I knew he was listening, but I did not need to fake the sounds escaping from my horny body.

He kept increasing the power, and with it, the flow of pure, mindblowing lust threatened to eject the last bit of independent thought from my mind and turn me into a horny, willing slave, begging for orgasmic release.

It kept going. I pulled at my restraints, only to feel the steel dig into my flesh, to constantly remind myself that I was but a worthless slave. It was enticing, arousing. I bit my lip and arched my back as I edged ever closer.

Then it stopped.

The doors opened, and Bradley strode into the room with a huge smile on his face. He was naked, clutching the massive cock that had haunted my dreams for days now. It was fully erect, fueled by my moans and the power he had over me. His body was a sculpted wonder, perfectly tanned and meticulously groomed. Any woman would have found him attractive, but in my current state, he looked like a god.

“Are you enjoying yourself, 246?”

“Yes, Master.” I writhed on the bed, both to entice my owner and to wring every last bit of pleasure from the cock still inside me.

He stood at the end of the bed, still stroking his cock. What a sight it was. I wanted it inside me, even if it felt like it had been there for days.

“I am going to fuck you, 246,” he said. “Would you like that?”

It sounded like music to my ears. “Yes, Master. There’s nothing I want more.”

“Say it.” He climbed onto the bed. I could feel the heat from his body. His cock touched the inside of my thigh as he leaned down and started sucking milk from my breast.

It felt different. Welcome. Intimate. My milk was his. I almost forgot to obey his command. “I … I want your cock, Master. I want it badly. Please fuck me.” I did not need to pretend anymore.

I was his slave.

It was my entire purpose.

His full, steaming lips felt amazing on my breast, and while the milk flowed, he teasingly licked my nipple with his tongue. I could feel his smile against my sensitive skin as my moans grew louder. It fueled the roaring fire inside, even though the vibrations had stopped.

A small piece of metal touched the inside of my thigh. At first, it distracted me, until I realized what it was.

The key to my chastity belt.

I had to bite my lip to keep myself from begging him. After what felt like days of foreplay and edging, I wanted him inside me. I would do anything, and my mind could think of nothing else as he playfully moved the key up my inner thigh. Excruciatingly slow.

The click of the lock opening was like a full orchestra reaching a powerful crescendo in my ears. He continued to drink from me as he carefully opened the gate to my chambers, removing the dripping wet dildo from my pussy. I suddenly felt empty, as if an important piece of me had been taken from me, but I knew he would fill the void soon enough.

He removed his mouth from my breast and knelt between my legs, stretching his strong back, looking down at me with a satisfied smile. He emanated power as he prepared his cock for the main course.

“You look amazing, 246,” he said. “I will grant you what you wish; after all, I am a generous master.”

The seconds felt like hours as he leaned in and traced the outside of my vagina with the tip of his cock. My entire body sought it, wrestled against the restraints to inch closer, but he kept pulling back with a grin on his face. He had the power, the control, and he wanted me to know it. Every touch, every teasing graze was driving me insane, and nothing in the world mattered but this. I wanted to be fucked like a worthless slave. His slave.

He peeked inside, then pulled back out. He continued to tease me as he entered me at a snail’s pace, letting me soak in every nanometer of penetration. The world vanished around us; all I could focus on was every crumb of arousal I could wring from his cock. This was a masterclass of self-control on his part – I had lost every last bit of it and was a desperate mess. I pleaded with my eyes, but he just smiled at me.

With every slight movement, he delved deeper inside me before pulling out, until he finally completed the journey. A primal, guttural moan flew out of me as he filled me. It was as if I was finally made whole. I did not care that I was shackled, his slave to command; it was all worth it to have this magnificent cock inside me.

I had been edging for so long that I was already standing on the mountain peak, staring into the bliss of orgasmic release, and he could tell. As he started his rhythmic, mind-blowing thrusts, he leaned down and whispered in my ear: “You are not allowed to come until I say so. Do you understand?”

His warm breath on my ear only made me more aroused, but I nodded feverishly. I did not want to disappoint him, but it was hard. I was so close. My body tensed up, the chains clattered loudly as I fought with every cell in my body to keep the hurricane at bay.

Mercifully, he spoke the magic words a few minutes later. “You may come, slave.”

Less than a second later, the mansion shook from my roar of divine release. It felt like my body was made of light, like every part of it sung in unison in an angelic choir. He was still inside me as I pulled against the collar, feeling the slight asphyxiation push my orgasm even further. It was amazing. It was brutal, intense, intimate.

And he continued to fuck me.

He slowed the pace to allow me to catch my breath, to ease the discomfort after the ravenous climax, but though I had jumped off the peak, I never reached the ground before I started my climb again.

Bradley’s stamina was impressive. Another orgasm, almost as wild as the first, followed a while later, shortly before Bradley pulled out and came on my belly. It was a dirty, fitting, glorious end to the most incredible sex I had ever had. I was spent, exhausted, but my silly grin refused to leave my lips. I felt truly happy for the first time in months. If this was the reward for being Bradley’s chosen, I could easily manage the hard labor and pitiful conditions in the barn.

He sucked my tit a final time before untying me from the bed. He immediately shackled my hands together again, but I did not mind, and I was still smiling when he handed me over to the guard and I was taken back to my pole in the barn, with the rubber dildo once again firmly locked inside me.

The experience was the first of many. My life became a surreal existence of stark contrasts; on one side, the harsh treatment and hard work as a hucow slave, on the other the constant sexual buildup from the vibrating dildo inside me, culminating in regular, fantastic sex with Bradley. Sometimes, it was quick and dirty. He would pull me away from my chores and bend me over a bench in the garden, other times it was intimate and slow. I loved it all. Though he was my master, he was never cruel, and not once did he flog or cane me. I started to feel an odd enjoyment in having my tits sucked by him, by having my milk nourish him; it made me feel appreciated.

***

Bradley’s warm, strong hands explored my inner thigh and pussy with the tenacity and inventiveness of a seasoned adventurer. My hands were still shackled to the headboard of the bed, even though the intercourse had reached its mind-blowing finale more than half an hour ago. His naked body lied next to mine, still steaming, and I closed my eyes and soaked up every sensation, knowing that I would soon be back in the barn.

“You know …” he said. He rarely talked much. “My father won’t live forever. I will have to take over this place.”

I looked at him; my heart started beating faster.

He smiled. “I’m going to change this place, I think. I’m not sure how. But that could still be many years from now.” Two fingers slid inside me, and I moaned in response. “I enjoy these sessions of ours, 246.”

I nodded. I did not yet dare to speak without being asked a direct question.

“I’m considering having you moved into my private quarters permanently. I have a place near here.”

My eyes widened. I would still be a slave, but free from the barn? The guards? The glare of the rest of the Crow family?

I hesitated. Would I want to? I pushed the thought aside.

He noticed my rapid breathing. “You’re not ready yet, 246. But maybe soon.” He removed his hand from my crotch and released my restraints from the headboard before slowly and meticulously inserting the large dildo and locking my belt.

He was about to get out of bed when I pushed him back down. I wanted to show my gratitude, even without words. He looked surprised at first as the shackled slavegirl took control, but a playful smile soon appeared on his face as he got comfortable.

I knelt between his legs and grabbed his cock. It was not easy to please him with my hands locked together like this, but I was determined. I closed my mouth around the shaft and did not take it off until I felt his warm seed in my mouth.

I had a purpose now, a goal. I fucked him harder. Longer. I sucked his cock whenever I got the chance. He started seeking me out more often, and my days soon turned into regular bouts of passionate, unhinged sex. I wanted to make him dependent on me, to make him feel that there could be no substitute, despite the hundred other shackled women at his disposal. I wanted to be his prize, his obsession. His addiction.

And it was working.

I knew something was different when the guard came to get me; instead of taking me to one of the bedrooms in the mansion, I was put in a large cage in the back of one of the estate’s pickup trucks. The dildo inside me, which had become a treasured friend, shook from the rough dirt roads as I sat on the floor, but I could not help but smile as we approached a two-story building on the outskirts of the island’s vast forest. It was a beautiful house, built in the same style as the main mansion, with a small barn next to it. Graceful horses grassed nearby, and no hucow slaves could be seen.

Bradley was waiting outside. For me. I had been naked for months now and never thought much about it, but as I looked at him in his tailored, white suit, I felt like I should have been arriving in a silk dress, not hobbled by chains and cumbersome restraints.

He did not grab the chain connected to my collar. He took my hand.

“Come with me, Alicia,” he said with a smile.

Never had my real name sounded more sonorous or beautiful, even if it sounded odd. I was not sure it was fitting. I felt awkward as he led me inside; the heavy chain connecting my ankle manacles echoed in the pristine hallway and made me cringe.

“This is my place,” he said. “Today, we will see if you are ready to move here.”

My chest exploded in a mix of anxiety and joy. There was nothing I wanted more.

He turned towards me and held both my hands. “Make no mistake, Alicia – you are my slave to command.”

I nodded.

We entered a huge bathroom with gilded fixtures and a large bathtub. It was already filled, and the scented bathwater was like a siren song, beckoning me.

Bradley locked the chain from my collar to a ring in the wall next to the bath before unlocking the chains connecting my ankles and wrists and removing the chastity belt and dildo. For the first time since my arrival, my hands were not bound. The shackles remained on my wrists like bold jewelry.

“Bathe. Wash yourself of the grime and torment. When you are clean, I want you to submit fully to me. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master.” I was beaming with joy and pride, not stopping to consider what the submission entailed.

The bath cleansed my soul and my body alike. Months of agony seemed to wash away, and I had to resist the urge to touch myself, now that my belt had been removed. My pleasure was his to give, after all.

I dried my hair and my body, all the while staring at the figure greeting me in the mirror. She looked healthier now, having been fed regularly since the ordeal in the dungeon, and the hint of a spark had returned to the blue eyes. My hands sought the heavy collar around my neck; I had hated it for so long, but now it was a symbol of my devotion to Bradley, a symbol I wore with pride.

I walked through the house, not knowing where to go. It felt odd to walk unfettered as if my body was lighter than ever, and I could not help but half dance, half run through the classy surroundings.

Then I felt strong arms grab me from behind. I immediately recognized Bradley’s cologne, and the initial panic quickly settled.

“You smell wonderful,” he whispered before carefully blindfolding me. “Don’t be afraid.”

I was not. How could I be in his company?

He guided me through the house; I saw nothing but darkness, but his gentle touch felt more powerful than ever.

He told me to stay, and I soon heard the rattle of chains. “Alicia, do you want to be bound by me?” The words were solemn; it felt like an actual question, not just a formality.

There was no doubt in my mind. “Yes, Master. I want you to bind me.” I stretched my arms out in front of me, wrists together, to show my submission.

My wrists were locked to the chain, and I soon felt my arms being lifted above me. I had experienced it many times before, at the hand of the Crows or Number One, but this was different. He did not stretch me till my toes barely touched the ground; this was sensual and caring.

“Do you want to give your milk to me, and only me?” he asked.

I felt a shiver down my spine. “Yes, Master. I want to nourish you.”

His lips closed around my breast, as they had done many times before at this point, but there was more gravity to it this time. It was as if we were conducting a ceremony. My milk flowed into him, as did my gratefulness and submission. As he drank, his hands explored my body; my breasts, my stomach, my butt, all of it. As he progressed, his touch became firmer as he started grabbing my tits and ass, feeding my arousal, shallowing my breath.

Every touch felt like a wrecking ball, a torrent of lust in the darkness.

He let go of my breast with his mouth. I moaned as his finger circled my nipple, carefully avoiding a direct touch.

“You are impatient, Alicia,” he whispered, bringing his lips close to my ear. “I want to cane you. To see how far your devotion goes.”

“Yes, Master.” I was no fan of pain, but somehow, it seemed right. “Please.”

He left me; I could hear him rummaging in the room, then nothing.

Seconds felt like hours.

Is he just watching me? The thought enticed me.

Then the first strike from the cane hit my ass. It was a sharp, intense pain, and the surprise made me 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 his caring touch. This was not the punishment I had endured countless times by now. This was sensual, erotic. This was incredible.

Every strike inched closer to my genitals, adding to my arousal. Bradley was not hitting me with his full strength; the pain was intense but pleasurable, and I found myself enjoying every hit.

A hit graced my labia. My screaming turned into whimpering moans as his fingers neared the outside of my vagina.

I wanted him to hit it, just to feel his touch afterward.

Nothing happened.

I opened and closed my wrists in frustration, tried to move, but it only served to increase the arousal that was already reaching critical levels. The anticipation of his cock, of his touch, was enough to send my mind into a horny frenzy.

I could hear his breathing right in front of me. I resisted the temptation to step forward, to get closer, knowing that he would punish me with more teasing if I tried.

Then came the kiss. It was firm and passionate, though hindered by my restraints. His warm tongue entered my mouth; I could not have resisted if I wanted to, but I welcomed him, greeted him with enthusiasm. He wanted me as much as I wanted him.

I whimpered as he teasingly licked my lower lip before pulling back and walking away, but my frustration was soon forgotten as I heard the sound of pants dropping to the floor behind me.

Please. The chain holding my shackles was lowered.

“Bend over, Alicia.”

I did so without hesitation. Silky smooth, delicate skin touched my vagina, teasing it, disappearing only to reappear seconds later, as was his custom.

“Do you want my cock?” he asked. I could hear the smile in his voice; he enjoyed my visibly aroused body writhing, searching for his penis.

“Yes, Master! Please!”

There was no menace, no violence as he entered me. He allowed every nerve ending in my vagina to feel him as he filled me.

I had not expected pain and torture in Bradley’s company, but this was a different kind of anguish, even more so than the first time he had entered me; no whipping could have tormented me as his meticulous, slow penetration did. I convulsed and spasmed, walking the edge forever, unable to find release.

After what seemed like an eternity of slow, maddening fucking, he pulled out. I screamed in frustration, pulled at the chains that were once again pulled up to make me stand straight with my hands above my head.

Indecipherable vowels escaped me as he started using his tongue to explore my upper body. My body shook, rattling the chains whenever he found a ticklish spot, and my breathing deepened as he took my nipple into his mouth while his hands grabbed my butt. More milk flowed from me to him.

He started moving downwards, kissing my stomach.

Holy sh…

His wide, wet tongue took a long, deep lick across my sensitive clitoris. My entire body was ready to explode, but I knew that I was only allowed to climax on his order. Every muscle tensed up as the licks increased in speed.

“Are you holding back, Alicia?”

“Y… Yes, Master!” I mumbled, biting the inside of my arm to keep from screaming.

“Would you rather … I fuck you?”

Yes, yes, thousand times YES!

“If … if it pleases you, Master.”

The blindfold was removed. He stood in front of me and smiled, calm and composed, a contrast to my trembling mess of a body. His large cock was still erect and ready, glistening in the dim light. His strong hands grabbed my legs and lifted them.

I grabbed hold of the chain as my weight shifted.

He entered me, faster this time. My pussy was ready and wet, my body already edging badly. His thrusts quickly picked up speed, and I felt like I 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.”

I came in a violent scream as the world blurred before my eyes. A tidal wave of joy and pleasure washed over me. He stayed deep inside me, allowed me to milk every drop of orgasm from his cock as his pelvis massaged my clitoris. He came shortly after as our bodies joined in a glorious celebration of sex and chemistry.

I was crying; my mind was overloaded, my body ready to burst. He wiped a tear from my cheek and smiled.

“Do you submit fully to me, Alicia? With your mind and body?”

I was still trying to catch my breath. “Yes, Master. I do.”

“Do you love me, Alicia?”

The warm, fluttering feeling in my chest and stomach could not be explained any other way. “Yes, Master. I love you with all my heart.”

He smiled. It was welcoming and pleasant, but there was a glimmer in his eyes that I did not recognize. “Then you are ready. Ready to be fully mine.”

My legs were still shaky as he led me through the house. I did not question why he led me by my collar chain this time, my mind was still swimming in endorphins. This was the beginning of something good – I would no longer have to live in the barn, and in time, I was starting to hope that I could become more than Bradley’s slave, favored or not.

We walked through the kitchen, towards an unseemly door in the back.

As he opened it, my entire world shattered like glass.

Once again, I found myself in a barn, although smaller. But this was different.

This was far worse.

Several women, twenty or so, were shackled in a long line. They all knelt over a narrow bench, their feet firmly shackled to the floor, their bodies bent forward – the collar was connected by a short chain to the ground, while their arms were pulled up behind their back by a ceiling chain. They could not move, and the position looked uncomfortable. Muffled cries and moans could be heard from beneath their leather hoods, tightly tied around their face and head.

The noise was deafening; milking machines were connected to all of them, reminding me of the conditions on the voyage over, but on top of that, they were all continuously fucked by a machine behind them, pummeling their poor vaginas without pause.

“What is going on?” I asked.

Bradley slapped me. “Shut up, cow. Remember, you devoted yourself fully to me.”

His face had changed, becoming a twisted, sadistic mirror of the rest of his family. I was speechless and barely resisted as he locked me to an empty bench. Within a minute, I was left in the same strenuous position as the others, with a huge gag firmly lodged in my mouth.

My mind struggled to comprehend what had happened. How could I have been so naïve, so wrong? Tears streamed down my face as I stared in disbelief at Bradley while he attached the milking machine to my breasts.

“All of these cows are as devoted to me as you are, Alicia. It makes your milk more special to me.”

He was loving this. It had all been a part of a sick game; singling me out, building me up, giving me hope, only to see me broken and ruined, betrayed. I screamed into my gag as the huge cock attached to the machine behind me started its forceful, unpleasant fucking. Were they ever turned off? How long had the others been here?

I did not know. I did not want to know.

“Welcome to the fold,” Bradley said, kneeling in front of me with a grin. He pulled the leather hood over my head and tightened it, leaving only two small holes in front of my nostrils for breathing. “There are no happy endings at the Crow estate, Alicia.”

Then he left.

THE END
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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?

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 to save her mother. Contains all five stories in the series.

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/breeding 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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