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The whir of the loud milking machine was a constant presence, toying with her sleep-deprived mind. Cheryl could do nothing but stare at the milk in the transparent tubes as the machine drained her sore, swollen udders. For the hundredth time, she tested to see if she could escape the heavy shackles holding her in place, but all she managed was to make even more noise with the chains.

Is that … voices? Is someone coming? She shook her head. She was just imagining things, just as she had done a hundred times since her kidnapping. She winced as the machine kept pumping, even though there was hardly any milk left, and she hoped that they would soon come to remove the diabolical device and lead her back to her tiny cage.

There it was again. Loud voices. Outside the steel door.

The door burst open. Heavily armed police officers with helmets and body armor swarmed into the room. Cheryl could not believe what she was seeing.

“Officer Swanson?” one of the men asked her.

“Mmmm …” she said, unable to answer because of the ballgag. Her heart burst with joy, and tears streamed down her cheeks.

Then she woke up.

“Fuck …” Cheryl mumbled to herself and sat up in her bed. “Same dream every time …” She rubbed her eyes and sighed. It had been a month since they had rescued her, yet she did not feel truly free. Cheryl stared at her gigantic breasts and the wet stain on her bed; the kidnappers had injected her with hormones to induce lactation and used hypnotic conditioning to turn her into the ultimate hucow slave to be sold. She had been rescued before the conditioning could take full effect, but it had still caused her to be constantly horny.

The lone streetlight outside bathed the small bedroom in a muted light. Cheryl picked up her watch from the nightstand and groaned; there was no point in trying to go back to sleep. She put her watch on and absentmindedly rubbed her clit for a bit, but it was no use. The conditioning had made her unable to achieve orgasm, and the near-constant edging was taking a toll on her mind.

Cheryl stared at herself in the mirror while she squeezed her massive breasts, milking them into the sink. The blonde, long hair framed her round, attractive face, but the eyes looked older than the rest of her. They’ve seen too much already, she sighed and wiped the last drop from her nipple with a tissue. She had just put on a fresh pair of panties, but she could already feel her vaginal juices soak through. “How am I supposed to go back to work like this?” she asked the tired reflection and put on her police uniform.

She had always felt proud when walking into the precinct. Being a police officer was a life-long dream, a job with purpose, but on this day, everything felt different. Cheryl could feel the eyes of her co-workers on her, burning her skin like the midday sun. The uniform struggled to contain her enlarged bosom, and the lustful gazes from the men, and some of the women, made her feel exposed and vulnerable. They all know what happened to me. They probably read the report and heard the SWAT team talk about how they found me naked, shackled, and gagged while a machine milked me.

“Welcome back.”

Cheryl turned around to see her friend and colleague Victoria smiling at her. The tall redhead threw her arms around Cheryl in a warm hug, but she pulled back when Cheryl’s face contorted in pain.

“What is it?” Victoria asked with a concerned frown.

“I’m sorry, it’s just … they’re really sensitive now.” Cheryl’s cheeks turned red. “I’ll have to milk myself soon.”

Victoria nodded. “Of course. I’ll be more careful. It’s terrible what happened to you, but I’m glad you’re back.”

“So am I,” Cheryl said and attempted a smile. She did not enjoy the attention, but she was tired of sitting in her apartment and waiting for things to get better. She needed to work.

The city looked darker and more dangerous than she remembered. The depressing rain did not help. To help ease her back into her work, Sergeant Hudson had taken her with him on patrol, but the mood in the police cruiser was cold and awkward. Cheryl did not need to ask him why; the older, grizzled sergeant valued strength and skill. In his eyes, she had allowed them to catch her, she had been too weak to resist. Any attempt of Cheryl’s to start a conversation had resulted in short, one-word answers, and she had eventually given up trying, resigning herself to the awkward silence.

“Let me do the talking,” Hudson grunted when they arrived at the scene of a mugging to interview the victim.

“I’ve done this for years, Sergeant,” Cheryl said through gritted teeth, frustrated with being treated like a rookie.

He scoffed. “And see where your experience took you.”

Cheryl stood by and watched as the sergeant interviewed the visibly shaken woman. It was routine work, a little boring, and Cheryl had trouble focusing; her breasts were swollen and leaking, and the constant discomfort distracted her. The buttons on her uniform were straining to hold the massive udders inside, and a sense of shame and intense humiliation washed over Cheryl when the inevitable happened.

“What the fuck?” the woman said when two of Cheryl’s shirt buttons flew past the woman’s face. She looked over to see the uniform half-open, revealing a massive cleavage and two wet stains on Cheryl’s undershirt.

First, silence.

Then laughter. Dark, condescending laughter from Sergeant Hudson. “Guess who just got herself demoted, Swanson!” he said with a satisfied grin.

Was that the whole reason he wanted me to ride with him? Cheryl sighed. Hudson had just been looking for an excuse to demote her, to get rid of her. He did not want horny, lactating hucows on his squad.

***

So, this is what rock bottom feels like, Cheryl thought to herself and sighed. Sergeant Hudson had gotten his way, and the humiliation still lingered in Cheryl’s body a few weeks later. Hudson had ordered her to hand over her uniform, forcing her to walk to her desk in a milk-drenched undershirt while her boobs jiggled painfully. She had packed her things while her colleagues had stared, and even though she was still working for the police, patrolling the local mall was far from glamorous.

“It helps make the police more approachable,” her new boss had said when she had questioned the skimpy uniform. Lieutenant Harper was close to retirement, and he seemed determined to use his pitiful post as leader of the mall cops to humiliate and degrade his female subordinates. He had leered and grinned as Cheryl had tried to adjust the tight uniform; it was just as tight as the one she had left behind, but now it was by design. The deep cleavage made her feel like a streetwalker, and the short skirt constantly threatened to travel up far enough to reveal her round, firm asscheeks.

Cheryl checked her watch and started another lap of the massive mall. The high-heeled black boots were wildly impractical, but the lieutenant had insisted that they were an integral part of the uniform. Teenage boys often followed her around, daring each other to make lewd comments or ask her how much she charged an hour. She merely smiled at their comments, struggling to hide her resentment and humiliation. I’ll show them that I can still do my job, she thought and clenched her jaw. I’ll get my old job back.

But the words rang hollow in her mind. Her body had betrayed her; the breasts were too large, too heavy, the lactation was a constant issue, and no matter how much she tried, she could not stop feeling horny. Again and again, her mind wandered back to her imprisonment. The tiny cage, the chains, the gags – the first few weeks after her rescue, the memories had been traumatic, but now, they turned her on. I’m not a slave, she kept telling herself. I can’t be turned on by stuff like that.

“Stop him!” someone yelled, pulling Cheryl out of her conflicted thoughts. “He stole my purse!”

At that moment, a young man flew by Cheryl with a huge grin on his face. He was clutching a woman’s purse in his hands, and he bumped into several people on his way through the crowd, sending people tumbling to the floor. Cheryl pursued him immediately, but even though she had been a top-level runner most of her life, the boots and her breasts hindered her.

Fuck, this hurts! Her bra did little to keep the gigantic breasts from swinging wildly, and she felt awkward as she watched the man get further and further away from her, and yet, she kept pushing forward. But she knew it would not end well; she could feel her juices trickle down her inner thigh, and the movement caused her breasts to lactate more than usual.

Then one of them popped out. Milk shot from the liberated nipple and onto the floor.

She slipped.

She fell.

She cried out when her sore breasts hit the floor.

She watched as the perp disappeared.

Once again, all she heard was laughter. But enduring Sergeant Hudson’s mockery was nothing compared to the deafening sound of dozens of onlookers taunting her as she writhed in pain on the floor in a small puddle of breastmilk and her own juices.

Tears mixed with the white milk in the small bucket she always kept in her car. Her body still trembled, but at least she felt some degree of relief as she milked herself. She could feel the wet stain in her panties grow and seep through her skirt and onto the seat, but she did not care at the moment. She just wanted relief. She just wanted to be alone.

But she had no such luck.

Cheryl jumped in her seat when she heard a knock on the window. The police cruiser was parked in an alley behind the mall for privacy, and yet, a young man smiled at her through the window. Cheryl quickly pulled her uniform closed in an attempt to hide her breasts, but she was painfully aware that the man had just seen her milking herself.

“Y… yes?” she said as she rolled down the window. “Can I help you?”

The man smiled. “I’m terribly sorry to interrupt your … break, Officer. I just … I saw what happened, I just wanted to make sure you’re okay?”

Cheryl attempted to return a smile and wiped a tear away before nodding. “I’m fine, don’t worry about me.”

The silence that followed should have been awkward, but there was something about the man’s smile that calmed Cheryl and disarmed the situation.

“I’m Ryan, by the way,” he said and reached his hand through the window, but he pulled it back immediately when he accidentally grazed her breast. “Oh, sorry! God, I’m so clumsy.”

“Unless you just tripped in front of a mall full of people, I think I have you beat,” Cheryl said and reached out her hand for Ryan to shake, realizing too late that it was sticky from the breastmilk.

He did not comment on it. “Do you like being a cop?”

She pondered the question for a bit. “I do. It gives me purpose.” The words loosened the knot in her stomach. It does give me purpose.

They chatted for a while, and in the weeks that followed, Ryan kept returning. They started eating lunch together in Cheryl’s police cruiser, which was against protocol, but she was so happy to have found a person who enjoyed her company and never talked about her giant breasts. He complimented her beauty, and it did not take long before they shared their first kiss. For the first time since her kidnapping, Cheryl felt her confidence growing, and she eventually confided in him and told him what she had been through.

But despite the growing confidence and the constant butterflies in her stomach from falling in love, Cheryl’s mind kept drifting back to her imprisonment and her body was constantly edging. She kept trying to masturbate, to try to relieve the pressure, but her body would not allow her release. Her clit was swollen and sore from her attempts, her mind a mess of fantasies involving Ryan and dark dungeons, and yet, the climax refused to come.

“You seem a little distracted,” Ryan said and finished his sandwich. It was a nice summer day, and they had the windows rolled down in the cruiser.

Cheryl nodded. “I am. I think it’s time.” She smiled at him and unbuttoned her shirt. “Care to join me on the backseat?”

“For real?” Ryan’s eyes shimmered with love and lust. “Of course!”

The backseat was cramped, but Cheryl did not care. She wanted him. She undid the rest of the buttons and smiled to herself at the sight of Ryan’s dumbstruck expression when he saw her giant breasts out in the open for the first time since their first meeting. They were still surprisingly firm, despite the jump in size, and Cheryl was pleased to notice that she felt no shame in revealing them to him. No more hiding. No more guilt. Embrace what you are, she thought to herself.

“I want you to handcuff me, Ryan,” she said and retrieved her cuffs from their holster. “I want you to take charge.”

“Are you sure? After all that happened”

Cheryl nodded. “I’m tired of pretending that it’s not what I want.” She handed him the handcuffs and put her hands over her head. “Take me. Cuff me. Use me. Drink from me,” she said in a warm, sultry voice. “I’m your hucow slave.”

Ryan hesitated for a bit, but he soon did what he was asked. Cheryl felt a pleasant shiver run down her spine when he leaned in and closed the first cuff around her wrist. This feels right. This was her decision, her choice. He put the cuffs through the grab handle above the car door and locked them onto the other wrist. Cheryl tested her restraints and found herself to be completely helpless. It felt good. The cuffs were tight, but not too tight, and they made a satisfying noise whenever she moved as the chain rattled and the cuffs scraped against her steel watch. Ryan sat back and observed her, swallowed her with his eyes. She felt wanted, lusted after, but not in the same way that she felt when young men leered at her while she worked.

She arched her back, pushing her breasts forward. It was an invitation, and Ryan was not going to say no. He crawled closer, licking his lips. He took one of her breasts in his hand with almost ceremonial reverence, gently stroking it with his trembling hands. Without a word, he took it in his mouth and let his tongue caress the firm nipple for a bit before creating a vacuum with his lips.

“Mmm …” Cheryl moaned. It was the first time she ever tried breastfeeding, and the sense of intimacy, relief, and arousal was addictive. The milk flowed from her engorged breast into Ryan’s mouth, and for the first time since her kidnapping and hormone injections, she did not hate her milk-filled breasts. Everything around her seemed to fade away, and she did not care if anyone stumbled into the unseemly alley and saw her, an officer of the law, handcuffed and half-naked in the back of her car breastfeeding an adult man.

“AAAAH!” she cried when Ryan bit down on her breast. It was surprising and painful, but she could do nothing but smile and nod when he looked up at her to check that he was not going too far. I guess I like pain too, she thought. She knew that it was part of her conditioning, part of the process that had aimed to turn her into a willing, masochistic submissive, but as long as Ryan was the one in charge, she did not mind.

Fuck, I’m so horny. Cheryl drew from the constant lust that dominated her body, allowing it to take over. She stopped fighting it. Her panties were soaked, and it got worse whenever Ryan sucked a little harder or pinched her other nipple with his fingers.

“That feels so good …” she moaned and bit her lower lip. She wanted him inside her, but she was the one in cuffs, she was not in charge. It was liberating to relinquish control like this, and she embraced the feeling of that sharp steel digging into her wrists.

Luckily, he was feeling the same way. He pulled her skirt and panties down, smiling as he did so. He returned to breastfeeding while he slid two fingers inside her, causing her to purr like a horny cat.

He knows what he’s doing …

“Please …” she whimpered. “Please … fuck me …” It was a new side of her she had never seen before. She felt truly submissive and loved it. There was none of the fear she had experienced during her time as an involuntary hucow slave.

He did not answer, but his actions did. He pulled his pants down to reveal a generously sized, rock-hard cock. He was ready for her, and she was ready for him. He slid in under her, and she relished every second of her descent onto his towering erection. He was big – almost too big – but her wet, aching pussy welcome him, and the handcuffs clattered joyfully as Cheryl began riding him.

Their eyes met. They smiled. It felt right.

It felt amazing.

And yet, she knew that she was not going to come. The knowledge hung like a dark cloud over the wild, kinky act, but she refused to stop – there was still much pleasure to be gained, even if it would inevitably end in frustration.

Ryan had remarkable stamina, but she could tell that he was getting close. Cheryl was forced to walk the edge forever, but she smiled knowing that Ryan at least was having a wonderful time. Her hands were going numb from the sharp handcuffs, but she loved knowing that she could not escape until Ryan unlocked them.

“Fuck, I’m close,” he said. The veins on his neck were clearly visible under the skin as he tried to hold back, to prolong the experience.

“Please … I want your cum inside me,” she moaned. “Please … please …” Even when they had captured Cheryl, locked her in a cage, and began their cruel conditioning and injections, Cheryl had not begged. But she was begging now, begging for him to come.

A bestial, impressive roar burst forth from Ryan’s mouth as he arched his back and shot his load inside her. He stayed there with a look of wonder, joy, and amazement on his young face. Cheryl could feel him slowly shrink inside her pussy, but she was exhausted and welcomed the break.

It was not like she could come herself at this point.

“That … was amazing,” he said as he tried to catch his breath.

She smiled at him. “It was.”

“But you couldn’t … you know …”

She shook her head. “No. Maybe someday.”

He got out from under her. “I’m sure you will.” He kissed her. “Don’t worry.” Ryan took the keys to the handcuffs, but for a moment Cheryl wondered if she even wanted to be let out. There was something about giving up control, and part of her enjoyed being an object for his lust, shackled on the backseat while his seed spilled out under her and onto the seat that was already wet from her juices.

Maybe I am a slave. But only to him.

***

A few weeks later, Cheryl was driving her squad car from the mall to the precinct late in the afternoon. She could not stop smiling; she had sex with Ryan almost daily, and her eyes kept being drawn to the handcuff marks on her wrists. Her watch hid some, but they were still visible. She could tell that she was getting closer to breaking her conditioning, and she was convinced that she would soon be able to come, but the desire to submit and be restrained had not lessened one bit. She had managed to get hold of a pair of legcuffs at the precinct, and she could not wait until later that night to play around with them when Ryan came over.

Life was good. She was in love, and she had a well-endowed lover who knew how to use what he had been given.

Cheryl turned down a dark road not far from the precinct when she saw a black van parked near an alley. There was no one around, but something drove her to approach it. I recognize that van. It was the rust stains on the hubcaps that triggered her memory, but it was like the rest of her body realized which van it was before her head did. Her stomach tied itself into a knot, and her heart pounded in her chest.

It was their van. The kidnappers. The one they had pushed her into when they had grabbed her. The police had cleared out the farm where they found Cheryl, but they never managed to unravel the whole network.

Cheryl stopped the car. “Dispatch, this is 341-339,” she whispered into her radio. “Suspected kidnapping attempt at my location, requesting backup. Moving to investigate.”

She opened the door and pulled out her gun before slowly moving toward the van. She knew that she should wait, but the kidnappers were quick, and she refused to let them get away. The van was empty, but she could hear voices coming from the alley. Cheryl hid in the shadows nearby, and she soon saw two large, burly men come into view, carrying a young girl who had been gagged and handcuffed. The girl struggled and tried to escape, but she did not stand a chance.

“Freeze!” Cheryl yelled and jumped out in front of them, aiming her gun at the two men. “Put her down and put your hands up!”

The two men laughed. “Hey, you look familiar,” the largest one said. “And those knockers tell me I’m right.”

“Shut the fuck up!” Cheryl said. She was sweating nervously, but she refused to show how afraid she was. “Put her down, or I’ll …”

Something hard hit her arm and caused her to drop the gun. Before she knew it, a third man had tackled her to the ground; he had snuck up behind her while she was distracted. One of the other men rushed to aid his comrade, and soon, Cheryl was overwhelmed. One of them helped her hands while the other sat astride her. He pulled her uniform open while he laughed.

“Fuck, look at those tits,” he said and squeezed one until the milk squirted onto his shirt. “I think this cow needs to return to the fold.”

“Get off me!” Cheryl cried and tried to kick him off. But it was no use. The two men held her down, and she could feel the panic threatening to paralyze her.

“Restrain and gag her, we need to get going,” the third man said and threw the girl into the back of the van. “Now.”

Cheryl’s hands were forced behind her back, and a surge of terrifying helplessness washed over her when she felt her own handcuffs being locked onto her wrists. And it was not the good kind of helplessness. Before she could cry out for help, a piece of cloth was pushed into her mouth and held in place by duct tape. They picked her up and carried her into the van, which sped off a moment later.

Fuck. FUCK! This can’t be happening again! Tears started streaming down Cheryl’s cheeks, and she saw her fear and panic mirrored in the sobbing girl lying next to her on the cold floor of the van. I don’t deserve this. She doesn’t deserve this. She looked up at the man sitting in the back with them. He smiled at her, a cold, cruel smile telling her of the terrors that awaited.

No. She was not going to let them take her again. She was not going to let them ruin another woman.

She would escape. She would get back to Ryan.

Cheryl managed to get herself into a seated position. She knew that the man would react. She wanted him to.

He stood up and walked toward her. “Don’t get any ideas, little …” His words turned into a yell of surprise when Cheryl kicked the legs out from under him. “What the fuck!”

Cheryl was not helpless. She just had to take the man out without her hands. She squeezed the man’s neck in between her strong thighs.

“What’s going on back there?” One of the other men looked through a window from the front seat. “Shit, she’s killing him!”

The car screeched to a halt, and Cheryl heard the men rush out of the front of the van. She had no idea what the next part of her plan was going to be, but she had at least managed to choke the man stuck between her legs unconscious. The doors at the back of the van flew open, but the sense of dread passed the moment Cheryl looked past the angry men.

Blue lights.

A dozen blue lights.

Gotta love the cavalry.

***

The incident turned Cheryl’s life upside down. The story of how one of the precinct’s mall cops choked out a kidnapper with her hands cuffed behind her back without giving in to fear spread like wildfire through the force, and before long, Cheryl had been put in charge of a new task force created to track down the women kidnapped by the hucow slavers and unravel the last bits of the syndicate.

But it was not the only big change.

“Damn, that ring is huge,” Victoria said and refused to let go of Cheryl’s hand. “Ryan really went all out.”

“I know, I still can’t believe it.” Cheryl leaned back against her large desk and sighed with a smile. She looked past Victoria at the busy police officers of her squad. They were making arrests every week and reunited hucow slaves with their families, and Cheryl had started a rehabilitation program to use her own experiences to help the women deal with normal life. “By the way, shouldn’t you be getting back to work?”

Victoria laughed. “Yes, Ma’am.” She saluted her superior and was about to leave Cheryl’s office when Ryan exited the elevator. “Oh, and here he is.”

Cheryl bit her lower lip. “Mmm … there he is.”

“Oh, I know that look.” Victoria squinted at Cheryl. “You’re going to … in your office?”

“I need it, Vic,” Cheryl said. She could feel herself getting wet just by looking at Ryan. “It might get loud.”

Victoria rolled her eyes. “At least close the door.”

“Hi Victoria,” Ryan said and hugged Victoria.

“Hello, Prince Charming.” Victoria winked at Cheryl. “Be gentle with her.”

Ryan looked confused as Victoria walked away. “What did she mean by that?”

Cheryl did not answer. Instead, she pulled Ryan into her office by his tie and locked the door behind him. She looked him in the eyes while she removed her uniform little by little until she stood naked in front of him, her large breasts rising and falling with her breath. Her breasts were sore; she had not milked herself for hours. Her pussy was throbbing with lust, and she could feel her juices running down her inner thigh. But neither of these things embarrassed her.

It was part of her now. Part of Cheryl, the hucow slave police officer.

Ryan’s hucow slave.

She removed the belt from his pants and placed it around her neck, smiling at him as she tightened it, creating an improvised collar. Cheryl grabbed a pair of handcuffs from her desk and knelt in front of her fiancée before cuffing herself behind her back.

“I’m yours, Master,” she said, the words trembling with desire. “Take me. Use me. Punish me.” She smiled again. “Fuck me.” Cheryl both felt in control and completely helpless. It was madly arousing.

Ryan nodded and unbuttoned his pants. He stroked his impressive cock slowly while he observed her; Cheryl knew that he loved to see her on her knees. “Open your mouth, slave,” he said in a commanding, dark voice. He stepped closer, allowing the tip of his cock to slide gently along the edge of her lower lip, but he did not enter her mouth. Not yet. He grabbed hold of the end of the belt, tugging it a few times to ensure that it was nice and tight around her neck. The feel of the wide, hard leather tightening turned Cheryl on, and as her breath grew more labored, her arousal rose.

Could this be the day? They had had sex dozens of times, but something felt different. The feeling of hope drove her to assault Ryan’s cock with enthusiasm, taking it all in her mouth. He filled her mouth and pressed against the back of her throat whenever she went deep, restricting her already labored breathing. He tightened the belt, controlled her; Ryan was the kindest man she had ever met, but whenever she submitted, he turned into a diabolically inventive master. No words were spoken, none were needed, and she ached to have him inside her.

He pulled his cock out, causing her to whimper and look up at him with a disappointed pout. He pointed at his shoes and loosened his grip on the belt enough for her to lean forward and lick them. The humiliation was wildly arousing as she felt the leather against her tongue. The knowledge that she had a dozen police officers working right outside the door while their boss was chained and collared in her office only made it hotter.

When Ryan was satisfied with her shoe cleaning, he yanked the belt and pulled her to her feet. He lifted her handcuffs to the middle of her back, forcing her elbows out, and to keep them there, he tied the end of the belt around the handcuff chain; the weight of Cheryl’s arms now caused her to choke constantly, and the sensation threatened to drive her insane. She could not stop him from sliding a playful finger inside her, nor did she want to. The belt pressed against her throat, and she began moaning loudly when two more fingers joined in and ventured deeper inside her throbbing, soaking-wet pussy.

He smiled. It was a smile that managed to contain both sadistic malice and pure love. Ryan took her empty coffee mug from the table and began milking her into it.

Just a cow. A human cow. It was a liberating thought, and for a moment, Cheryl wondered if she could have found pleasure and purpose in the life that her kidnappers had intended for her. No. I like this because I love him.

It was an intimate, beautiful moment thick with sexual tension as the milk flowed into the mug, directed by Ryan’s firm, but cunning hands. But moments later, Cheryl let out a squeal of pain and surprise when Ryan pinched her nipple. She gritted her teeth, attempted to keep herself from crying out and alert her coworkers, but Ryan kept squeezing and twisting her nipples harder and harder.

Fuck, that hurts!

Ryan stopped the twisting and slowly drank the breastmilk in the mug while he stared at Cheryl with a playful spark in his eye that told her that they were just getting started. To add to her humiliation, he put the cup to her lips and made her drink her own milk, but Ryan made sure to pour it so fast that most spilled onto her breasts.

“Such a mess,” he said and wiped a drop of milk off her chin with his finger before putting the finger in his mouth. “I’ve got to punish you for that.”

Please do.

Ryan walked over to his unseemly backpack and pulled out a wooden paddle that Cheryl had never seen before, as well as a large, red ballgag on a black leather strap. Part of her wanted to protest that he had gone to the dirty store without her, but that disappointment was forgotten the moment the large ballgag filled her mouth and the strap was tightened. Cheryl was bent over the armrest of a nearby chair, causing her milk-soaked udders to dangle, ready for paddling.

She felt vulnerable and exposed, and despite their other kinky sessions, she was surprised that she loved it so much. Drool hung from her gag and landed on the carpet beneath her, mixing with the milk dripping from her breasts, and her juices created a similar puddle between her legs.

Then the first hit from the paddle landed on her ass.

“MMMMPH!” she cried out as the burning sensation spread on her skin. The office was not very soundproof, but she was certain that Victoria would keep any concerned officers from breaking the door down.

Another hit. Ryan was not holding back. In an instant, Cheryl found herself transported back to the dark dungeons beneath the hucow farm where they had used both hypnosis and pain to condition her, but the fear was gone, replaced by pure, unfiltered lust.

Ryan moved onto the breasts. Milk squirted from them as he whacked them, and though Cheryl managed to quell most of her screams, they got increasingly desperate.

And she got increasingly horny.

I can’t take much more, she thought. But I don’t want him to stop.

Ryan disappeared behind her. She prepared herself for another string of painful strikes, but it was not the paddle she felt.

Yes. YES!

He entered her with determination and force. Her pussy welcomed his hard, glorious cock. He filled her, stretched her, and stood there for a bit, resting inside her to allow her a moment to prepare for what was to come.

Ryan went slow at first. In many ways, it was more torturous than the paddling; the slow pace drove her crazy, edged her, teased her. He was a master of pleasure, and her muffled, whimpering pleas fell on deaf ears. She curled her hands into fists in frustration, struggling against the handcuffs just to feel helpless, and when he finally started picking up the pace, she was ready to explode. His hips crashed into her asscheeks, causing the chair to creak beneath her. He grabbed hold of the belt connecting her neck and wrists, using it to control her as if he were riding a horse.

She moaned.

She screamed.

She pulled down on her handcuffs to choke harder and harder.

And she was going to come. She was certain of it now. She felt herself push past the edging, past the barriers that had held her back for so long. Her heart fluttered, her body tensed up, and a moment later, just as she felt Ryan shoot his massive load inside her, she fell into the blissful, orgasmic abyss.

“MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMPPPPPPH!” she screamed into her gag. Fluids burst from her mouth, her breasts, and her pussy. She squirted wildly onto her lover, and she could hear him laugh with joy behind her. She thrashed and fought as he kept fucking her, driving her further and further into the climax that seemed to go on forever. For the first time in months, she had found release; it was like an explosion that threatened to tear her body apart, and she could not keep herself from crying tears of relief.

When the orgasm finally subsided, she felt oddly empty and exhausted. Cheryl could tell that it was a brief respite, that the body was already preparing to get her fired up again due to the conditioning, but it did not bother her anymore. Ryan pulled out of her and helped her to her feet. Her legs threatened to give way beneath her, but he held her fast and kissed her on top of the gag before removing it.

“Th… thank you,” she muttered with a tired smile.

“My pleasure.” He unlocked the handcuffs and placed them on her desk. “I better get back to work, and so should you.” He packed the gag and paddle away before putting his clothes back on. “And by the way, you’ll be wearing handcuffs and legcuffs throughout the weekend.”

Cheryl smiled. “I can’t wait.”

THE END
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The Hucow Slaves

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

The Hucow Inspector

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

Tales of a Hucow Slave

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

The Harem of Fertile Hucows

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

Hucow Slaves of the Imperators

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

The Eternal Hucow Slave

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

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