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Rachel opened her eyes and yawned. Sunlight flooded the large room from the massive skylights, and the dust particles shimmered and danced in the air, sparkling in the light. The tiny stall she now called home smelled earthy and stale, and the hay pricked her naked skin. Every movement caused a part of her body to hurt; even after six months on the farm, her body struggled to cope with the brutal punishments levied on her body by the horny men and women who paid for her company. Her back was bruised, and her pussy and asshole were both sore after a marathon session with a well-endowed rich man and his sadistic wife.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I hope you get pregnant,” he said.

Rachel raised an eyebrow. “You do?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Toward the cells.

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

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

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

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

“A session? Already?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What … just two?”

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

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

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

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

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

“I can help you with that.”

“How? Wait … what are … ohhhhh …”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Tessa felt lusted after. Attractive. Fulfilled.

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

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

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

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

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

“Healing, Mistress. But they hurt.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Who is it?”

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

That can’t be good.

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

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

“Who, Mistress?”

“Aaron Tusk.” Skye clenched her jaw.

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

Skye nodded. “He’s here for Tessa.”

“Then what do you need me for?”

Skye’s smile faded. “Her safety.”

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

“Where is she?” he asked.

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

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

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

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

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

Oh … shit.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“And you want that?”

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

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

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

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

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

Tessa nodded. ”I do now.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Tessa’s answer was a pained moan.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Again, Zan. Harder.”

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

“No more,” Tessa said.

“Keep going, Zan,” Tusk insisted.

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

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

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

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

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

Oh. Fuck.

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

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

“Fuck her, Tessa,” Tusk said.

Tessa sighed. “Yes ... Master.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It felt amazing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rachel felt the blood freeze in her veins.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rachel smiled as she wiped her mouth. I guess you’re living your dream, Tess, she thought and groaned as the other man shot his seed inside her ass.

TO BE CONTINUED
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The Hucow Slaves

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

The Hucow Inspector

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

Tales of a Hucow Slave

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

The Harem of Fertile Hucows

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

Hucow Slaves of the Imperators

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

The Eternal Hucow Slave

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

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