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Part 1

I should be used to it by now. The staring. The knowing winks between the boys in class when they think I cannot see them. The growing bulges in their pants when they stare down my cleavage. The attention has always been there, but it has doubled since the short pregnancy messed with my hormones and caused my already large breasts to balloon in size. I do not mind the size, they look good, but the constant lactation and the back pain - those I could do without.

“I don’t get why you still teach, Summer,” Piper says and takes a large bite of her sandwich. The teacher’s lounge is noisy and a little too hot today. “You could make an easy living if you were willing to air those knockers on a webcam.”

I roll my eyes and wipe a bit of ketchup off my breast. “You’re a good friend, Pip. It’s your encouragement and support I value the most.”

“What? This job barely pays a living wage, the students are morons, and unlike me, you have to deal with being ogled while you work.” She wipes her mouth and sighs. “Though some of it is your own fault. Those skirts are awfully tight and your bosom is threatening to pop out at any moment.”

I look down at the buttons holding my white sleeveless shirt together. A few of them look like they are about to pop. “I haven’t had the time or the energy to buy new clothes since … you know.”

Piper’s round face softens and she reaches for my hand. “I know. I didn’t mean to remind you of it.”

“It’s alright.” I groan and move in my seat. “Fuck … I need to milk myself before the next class. God, it’s so humiliating to do it in a sink while people wait outside to use the bathroom.”

Piper smirks. “We can all chip in for a milking machine. What you’re producing has to be better than the powdered crap they have in the kitchen for our coffee.”

“That’s just gross.”

She laughs and shrugs. “Well, I think I would buy it. Hell, we can sell it in bottles for a few bucks. I bet a lot of guys would gladly pay for your milk.”

“Stop it,” I say, blushing. I grab a paper towel and wipe off the table. “I need to go, or they will be talking about me being late and not the material.”

Piper laughs. “Trust me, sweetie - I think even the girls in your class are busy fantasizing when you’re teaching and not focused on the material.”

I rush to the bathroom and hurriedly unbutton my blouse. The milk has soaked through the thin fabric of my bra and my top. I wince and sigh as I let the milk flow into the sink, feeling a strange mixture of relief and humiliation as the white liquid pours from my nipples and runs down the drain.

My breasts have always been big and sensitive, but since the miscarriage, they have become obscenely huge and they leak all the time. I find a new top in my bag and squeeze a few paper towels inside my bra to try and stem the tide.

I adjust my long, blonde hair in the mirror and force a smile before heading to class. I love my job. I love my husband. I love my life, yet as I walk down the corridor to the classroom, a nagging thought enters my mind, one that often manifests whenever I get a minute to myself.

Something is missing.

I used to think it was kids. I am in my early thirties, I am married, I have a house and a steady job - it is the natural progression. But I felt nothing but relief when the pregnancy did not take, and it has only deepened the darkness growing within.

Now is not the time, Summer, I think to myself as I open the door and greet the class.

The stares. The smiles. I rarely feel as sexy and as wanted as I do when I teach. I would never admit it to anyone, but I enjoy the attention. I could have easily found the time to buy more fitting clothes if I wanted, despite what I told Piper. This is my space, this is where I rule, and I do not care if they respect me because they enjoy my lectures or because they find me hot.

But there is one among them, one who stands out. He is good-looking and smart, but plenty of my students are. No, what makes David Hunter special is his piercing stare. Every time I look out over the class, he is looking at me. Smiling. Always smiling. A smile that has begun to haunt my dreams. He looks as if he knows something about me, a dark secret that not even I am aware of.

His presence does make me a little uncomfortable, yet the classroom feels empty on the rare occasion when he is not there.

“Thank you for today,” I say and smile, struggling to hide the fact that my breasts are ready to burst. Every movement makes them jiggle, causing a surge of pain to radiate out from my chest. “Read the next fifty pages before the next lesson.”

“Ms. Morgen?”

I am busy putting my laptop away and have not noticed David approaching the teacher’s desk. He is standing right in front of me, close enough for me to smell his subtle cologne. He looks down at me with those piercing blue eyes and that confident, slightly unnerving smile.

“Yes, Mr. Hunter?” I lean back in my chair to try and put a little distance between me and him. For the first time today, I feel like my cleavage is too deep, too revealing.

“First, I have to say that you’re an amazing teacher,” he says in that deep, pleasant voice that would make most women shiver. “Your passion for literature has motivated me to start writing.” He reaches into his backpack and pulls out a small stack of paper. “Would you mind reading this and give me some constructive criticism? It’s just a short story. I’d really appreciate it.”

It is a harmless request. One I would never dream of saying no to, but something in his voice makes my skin crawl. “Of course,” I say and force a smile. “Why don’t you come by my office tomorrow morning before class, I’ll have a few notes for you then.”

“That sounds perfect.” He walks toward the door but stops and looks back over his shoulder. “I think you’ll like it.”

It is almost dark when I park my car outside our idyllic suburban home. The light is on, and when I enter the house, I can hear Jacob humming in the kitchen as he cooks. I kick off my heels and take a deep breath before going inside.

“Hi, honey,” he says without looking up. “You’re home late?”

I kiss him on the cheek and feel his stubble against my lips. “I stayed to grade a few papers.”

“You’re doing that a lot these days.” He does not stop chopping onions.

I do not respond to the thinly veiled accusation. “I’m going to wash up and change clothes.” When I walk past Jacob, my breast grazes him, causing me to wince in pain. “And I need to milk myself.”

Jacob finally looks up from the cutting board. “Do you want me to help?” It is a genuine offer, an offer of intimacy and kindness to thaw the ice that has formed around our relationship.

“No, but thanks for the offer.” I kiss him again to defuse the awkwardness, but it only makes it worse. “I’ll be back in a bit.”

The bathroom feels like the only space in the house that is truly mine. The only place I have time to think. I love my husband dearly, but we have struggled to communicate and reconnect. He still wants kids, and I have tried to tell him that I want to reconsider, but the conversations always end in silence. We do not fight, we just go to bed.

I remove my milk-stained top and the rest of my clothes, pausing for a moment to stare at the naked woman in the mirror. I have always had curves, always been happy with my body, but my breasts are enormous now. Many assume I have gotten surgery, and they do look like they belong to a porn star.

If only they did not hurt so much.

I milk myself in the shower, letting the hot water pour down over my head and back. I stand with my legs spread wide apart, and as the pressure eases as the milk runs down the drain, my hand slips down between my thighs.

It is a secret indulgence, one that does not make me feel guilty, only a little embarrassed. My sex drive has increased since my hormones got all messed up, and although I find it humiliating to milk myself, there is something about the act that turns me on.

Why didn’t I let Jacob help? The question lingers in my mind as I dry myself. My body is buzzing with desire, and I consider running into the kitchen to jump him, but something keeps me from doing it.

I am still naked when I walk into the bedroom and notice my work things lying on the bed. David’s short story has fallen out of my bag, and without thinking, I pick it up and lie down on the bed. The story is harmless at first, an interaction between a teacher and student, but it takes a dark turn when the student kidnaps the teacher and ties her up. David is a skilled and evocative writer, but I stop taking mental notes when the story slides into pure filth. The teacher, a blonde woman in her early thirties with large breasts, begs the student to fuck her.

I should be outraged. Mortified. Scared, even. Those emotions are certainly present, but as I near the end of the story where the teacher becomes the student’s permanent slave, I am unable to keep from touching myself. Two fingers slide inside me, and I find that I am soaking wet.

I do not need to imagine myself in the teacher’s position - it is obvious that it was the intent from the beginning. I know I have to confront David and tell him that handing me a story like that is highly inappropriate, but right now, I allow my mind to wander, to imagine myself in a dark basement, tied up and helpless. David is hovering above me, and he is no longer a boy. He is a man. I imagine what his cock would look like. How it would feel inside me.

What is wrong with me? This is not me. The guilt lingers in the back of my mind, yet I cannot bring myself to stop. My fingers are coated in my juices, and I have to bite my lip to keep from crying out when I finally come. The relief is instant and intense, but as the pleasure washes over me, the shame follows, no longer held down by lust. I return to reality, hearing the sounds of my husband cooking in the kitchen.

I sit at my desk and stare at the door. I can hear students walking by in the corridor outside, see their silhouettes through the matte glass window in the door. My hands are clammy, and I wipe them on my black pencil skirt for what feels like the hundredth time since I sat down. I have tried to distract myself by grading papers and preparing lesson plans, but nothing has worked.

I stand up and look at myself in the small mirror hanging on the wall next to my diplomas. The wavy blonde hair is loose, framing my sharp features. I never wear my hair down at work, but something drove me to do it today. I put away my reading glasses and adjust the tight top before groaning at my behavior.

“Come on, Summer, you’re better than this,” I tell myself and sit back down. I stare at my watch and fiddle nervously with the clasp, focusing on the metallic sound of it opening and closing.

A dark figure appears outside the door. I know it is him, but he still stands there for a bit before knocking.

“Come in,” I say, annoyed that there is a slight tremor in my voice.

David Hunter is tall, almost six foot four, and has the same type of athletic build as the others on the swim team. His dark hair is short and styled, and his blue eyes seem to see right through me. He is wearing jeans and a T-shirt, casual and confident in a way that I cannot help but admire.

But he is still only 19 years old.

“Thank you for taking the time,” he says and sits down in the chair on the other side of my desk. “What’d you think of my story?”

One of the things I pride myself on is my way with my words, my mastery of languages. Several of them, in fact. But as I sit in front of David, I struggle to string together a coherent sentence. He exudes confidence and charisma, a dangerous combination, and it is throwing me off.

“This … story … is well written,” I say, trying to ignore the heat emanating from my loins at the memory of the story’s erotic content. “And very graphic.” I take a deep breath before asking the question that I already know the answer to. “Is this story … about me?”

David smiles. “Do you want it to be?”

“I …” I clear my throat and cross my arms. “This is very inappropriate, Mr. Hunter.”

“It is meant as a compliment, Ms. Morgen,” he says, unfazed. “You’re a beautiful, fascinating woman. You deserve stories written about you.”

I stand up and lean in over the desk, causing my breasts to jiggle so much that it hurts. “This is filth, David!” I point at the papers lying on my desk. “The teacher in this story is kidnapped, tied up, and turned into a sex slave!”

He chuckles. “It’s just a story, Ms. Morgan,” he says and leans back in his chair. I struggle to find my footing when confronted by his confident nonchalance. “But I do believe you need a strong hand to guide you. That something is missing in your life. I think you’d thrive as someone else’s slave.” He stands up and smiles. “Think about it.”

Before I can find a fitting response to the preposterous proposition, David is gone. He leaves behind a void, a weird negative space in the chair where he sat, and I stand there for a bit just to try and figure out what just happened.

He offered to make me his slave. I should be angry, or at least a little shocked at his audacity, but as I stand there, all I can think of is his smile. It is burned into my retinas, appearing whenever I close my eyes. I try to focus on the outrage building within me, but it is nothing compared to the heat radiating from my genitals.

Get a grip, Summer, I think and clench my jaw. He is way out of line. Just let it slide.

But I cannot. As I teach his class later that day, all I can think of is what scenarios he is imagining as he watches me. What he would do to me if I were to give in. I would never dream of doing something like that, I am faithful to my husband and would never engage with a student in such a manner, but the thoughts still linger, causing me to make several errors during my lecture.

That night, as we are getting ready for bed, Jacob walks up behind me. His hands cup my large breasts and he kisses my neck. It is not the first time he has been intimate with me since the miscarriage, but it is the first time since it happened that I am not only willing but eager for sex.

He is not a bad-looking man. He is tall and fit, but as his hands wander down over my stomach and between my thighs, I compare him to David. I imagine that it is David touching me, and not my husband.

I turn around and pull Jacob in for an aggressive kiss. He is caught off guard, but as my hands move toward his crotch, I feel him grow hard.

“I need to milk first,” I say, panting. “Will you help me?”

We head into the bathroom where I remove my clothes. Jacob does the same, revealing his semi-erect cock. I smile as I see it. I do not want to think about David, I just want to be with my husband. I lean in over the sink and begin milking myself.

Jacob steps in behind me. I can feel the heat from his body as he presses against me; his long cock slides in between my legs, rubbing against my slit. One of his arms reaches around me and begins milking the other breast. It is tender, welcome, intimate. I moan as the pleasure runs through my body, and as I glance up and see my husband’s face in the mirror, I can see the desire in his eyes. My pussy grows wetter, and I push against him, feeling his cock rub against me. It is more than I have felt for him in a long time, and I am ready to give him what we both need.

Before long, we are lying on the bed with him deep inside me. He is pumping me hard, and I can see the veins in his arms bulging as he holds himself up over me. The intensity is there, the intimacy is there, but the pleasure is not. I try to match his movements and grind myself against him, but the lust within me is not stoked by his efforts.

My mind begins to betray me. Scenes from David’s story keeps playing in my mind - the roughness, the intensity, the degradation - and I know that I need more. This is not enough.

I grab Jacob’s wrist and place his hand on my neck. He looks at me, confused.

“Choke me,” I ask, my voice whimpering and submissive. “Please … choke me.” The words are not my own. They are those of the teacher in David’s story.

“I … are you sure?” Jacob slows down.

I nod, and I smile as I feel his grip tighten. He is not applying a lot of pressure, but it is enough for the fire to burn a little hotter, a little stronger. I close my eyes and imagine the tall, muscular body of David hovering above me, his big, veiny cock buried in my wet cunt. I imagine him calling me a whore, a slave.

The fire flares and spreads throughout my body.

Jacob continues to fuck me, and I soon feel the familiar sensation of him pushing in deep to deposit his load, just as he has done so many times before. A loud groan escapes him, and he lets go of my neck. He rolls over to lie next to me, and as I open my eyes, David is gone.

“Wow, that was great,” he says. He kisses my forehead. “What got into you tonight?”

I shrug. “I don’t know.” I look down at my naked body, at the drops of milk escaping from my breasts. I feel empty, unfulfilled. “It was … yes, it was great.”

What the fuck is happening to me?

The next day, I am at home, sitting at my desk in the bedroom. The house is quiet, and I can see the sun set over the city through the open window, letting in a pleasant autumn breeze. I try to focus on grading papers and planning a lecture for the next day, but my eyes keep falling on David’s story that is lying on the corner of the desk.

The words are seared into my brain after reading the story at least five times. David’s writing is good, but what draws me in is the depravity, the sheer filth and degradation of it all. It is like the story was written to awaken a dark lust in the reader, one that I have not known I possessed, and it has become an obsession.

I stand up, my legs shaking slightly from the arousal in my body, and walk to the window. The wind makes the curtains flutter, and I can hear the cars drive by, their tires splashing on the wet asphalt. I try to clear my mind, but nothing is helping.

I stare at the chair next to Jacob’s side of the bed, the place where he usually places his clothes before sleeping. My eyes have been drawn to the black leather belt on the backrest a few times today, reminding me of a scene in David’s story.

Maybe … maybe if I masturbate it will help.

I take the belt in my trembling hands and look at the smooth leather for a bit before placing it around my neck and putting the end through the buckle.

“What am I doing?” I mumble to myself as I slowly tighten it. The leather soon presses against my throat, and I let out a soft, surprised moan. It feels amazing. My breath grows shallow, the pressure in my head builds, and I soon feel the heat rise between my legs.

I tighten the belt another notch and feel the room start to spin. My heart is racing, and the sensation of losing control, of being restrained and unable to breathe is a rush I did not expect. I stumble over to the chair next to my desk and sit down. I pull the belt as tight as it will go, gasping for breath as the leather digs into my neck.

I spread my legs and rub my clit with one hand, sliding two fingers from my other past my panties and inside my soaking wet cunt. I writhe and moan as the pleasure washes over me, and the lack of air only serves to heighten the sensations.

I should continue. I should finish it. But instead, I pick up my phone and find David’s number in the school database. A voice in the back of my mind is begging me to stop, but the presence of the belt around my neck drives me to press send on the message that I should probably not have sent.

But I need someone to grab the other end of the belt.

The text itself is harmless. One sentence.

“I need to know more.”

I stare at my phone after pressing send. The belt is still tight around my neck, the lust still grips my body like a vice, but I cannot help but feel that I just made a huge mistake. That my urges took control of my body for a moment. That I just stepped down a path that will bring me nothing but ruin.

Hours pass. I check my phone constantly. My entire body is buzzing, alternating between guilt and excitement. More than a dozen times, I write a message telling him to ignore the first one, to forget I ever wrote him, but I always delete it before sending it. Two times, my phone buzzes, both times with messages from my husband who is visiting his brother.

Then, finally … an answer from David.

“The fourth-floor book depository near the physics classroom tomorrow after class.”

That is it. I am not sure if I should feel relieved or angry. I finally remove the belt from my neck and try to get back to work, constantly telling myself that I am not going to meet him, that it would be a mistake.

Just don’t go. The three words keep repeating in my mind as I teach my class the next day, but I can feel David’s eyes on me no matter where I am in the room.

As the students begin leaving the classroom, David stays in his seat. He does not speak, he just looks at me as I pack away my laptop and my notes. I refuse to engage with him and simply leave the room without acknowledging his presence, determined to not give in to his mind games. I head toward the teacher’s lounge, proud of my resilience, but somehow, my feet take me to the book depository. I barely registered going there, my mind was elsewhere, and as I stand there amidst rows of dusty books, I hear the door open and shut behind me.

“You wanted to know more,” he says, his voice deep and calm.

“N… no. This is a mistake.” I turn to face him. I can feel my determination fade in his presence. “This has to stop. What you’re doing is inappropriate and wrong. I’m your teacher, David. This is not a game, this is serious. I could get fired for talking with you like this.”

He smiles and takes a step closer. “You wrote me, remember? You want to see what this could become. You want to submit.” He reaches out and cups my cheek in his strong hand. “I know you have thought about it, Ms. Morgan.”

My breathing grows ragged and shallow, and I cannot help but whimper softly. “Please,” I say, and I am not sure if I am begging him to stop or to continue.

David leans in and kisses me. There is no affection or tenderness. It is forceful, rough, dominating - he is taking control, and no part of me wants to stop him. I melt into him, letting his tongue explore my mouth and his hands roam over my body.

“Why?” I ask as he begins unbuttoning my top. “Why me?”

“Because I can see what you really want, what you need,” he says and tears my shirt open. “You want to be my slave.”

I should stop him. I should be stronger than this. “Please … not here.”

“Oh, I’m not going to fuck you, Ms. Morgan.” He pulls my breast out and cups it while licking his lips. “See, I’ve noticed your struggles. Your attempts to hide the wet stains on your shirts. You’re a cow. A worthless, human cow.”

Why do his insults turn me on? I know I should push his hand away and slap him, but only a moan escapes my lips. My pussy is aching and dripping wet, my nipples are rock-hard and sensitive. My entire body is on fire.

“I’m going to drink from you, Ms. Morgan.” He squeezes my breast hard, and I whimper as a few drops land on the floor. “I want you to be my hucow slave. But first, I need to hear that desire from you.” He lets go of my breast, and I groan in frustration at the loss of sensation.

“Please … please do that again.” I grab his wrist in desperation and try to pull his hand back to my breast.

“Begging is a good start,” he says and chuckles. “But what do you want, Summer? Do you want to be my hucow? My human cattle? Do you want me to milk you?” He pinches my nipple and pulls on it. “Do you want me to breed you?”

“Yes … yes, I want it. I want all of it.” I am sobbing, gasping, writhing in his grasp. “I want to be your hucow. I want you to breed me. I want to be your slave!” Every word chips away at my integrity, at my identity. I am melting in front of him. I will say anything to ensure that he keeps touching me. “Please … I’ll do anything …”

He smiles. There is genuine excitement in that smile, the smile of a young man who has just been given everything he ever wanted, but he remains in control and removes his belt from his jeans. My breath is caught in my throat as my entire body shivers, hoping that he will remove his pants, but he leaves them on.

“Put your hands together … slave.”

“Please, I just want …” I let out a cry of surprise when he slaps me, and for a brief moment, I remember that there could be people walking by outside the door.

“I gave you an order. Do it.”

My cheek burns as I put my wrists together. I stare in disbelief as he loops the belt around them a few times before tightening it. The helplessness causes a surge of adrenaline and lust to rush through my body, and I feel a wet spot grow on my panties.

“Good hucow,” he says and pushes me back against a bookcase. He ties the end of the belt to something above my head that I cannot see before pulling my other breast out.

The door is not locked, I think to myself. My heart pounds in my chest, but the concerned voices in the back of my mind are soon silenced when David takes hold of both my breasts and squeezes them tight.

“FUCK!” I say and bite my lower lip. The humiliation makes me moan, and I squirm as milk sprays from my nipples and onto the floor, as well as a few books stacked on a nearby table.

“I’ve dreamt of these udders many times.” David stares at them, and I wonder if he is talking to himself or me. “I’m going to have a lot of fun with those, but for today … I think we’ll start slow.” He closes his lips around the swollen, tender nipple of my right breast and begins sucking greedily.

“Oh, God,” I mutter and arch my back. I try to pull my wrists free, but I cannot move them. “David, I …”

He does not let go, he does not stop. He sucks and drinks, his tongue playing with the aching nub in his mouth. He is in no rush, he is taking his time, and as he holds my left breast in his hand and massages it, I can feel the heat grow in my body. It is all so intense, so much hotter than anything I have ever experienced with my husband. I know I should cut it off, that I should stop it - I am a faithful wife, a professional teacher, after all. I have always scoffed at the stories told of former colleagues who had affairs with students, certain that I would never be tempted.

Yet, here I am. Tied up with my breasts hanging out while a young man breastfeeds from me.

“This … this is humiliating,” I whimper. My lips quiver as the shame and guilt try to push aside the arousal, but if anything, it only turns me on even more. Tears begin streaming from my eyes as David moves on to the other breast. “Please … no more.”

He stops and wipes his mouth. “Stop? Is this not what you wanted?” There is no regret in his voice. He is still in complete control.

“Y… yes … no … I don’t know.” The belt suddenly feels too tight around my wrists, and I begin tearing at them. “Untie me, David … please!”

“Very well.” He removes the belt and steps back, crossing his arms with a smile as he watches me try to hide away my massive breasts. “We’ll stop for today.”

“No … no more,” I say, wiping the tears away, fighting to ignore the heat in my lower body. “This never happened. This can never happen again!”

He shrugs. “If you say so. But I don’t think you can go back, not now.” David picks up his backpack and smiles at me. “You know how to get hold of me. Until next time, Ms. Morgan.”

I stare at the door for a while after he has closed it behind him. I can still feel his lips on mine, his tongue on my nipples. My breasts are throbbing, and every movement makes them ache. My entire body is begging me to find him, to tell him to take me again, to push me further down whatever path he is leading me. I groan as I feel a wet drop run down my inner thigh, and the shame is almost too much to handle.

I lock the door and pull my skirt down to my knees. The guilt and shame rush through me as I finger myself, unable to resist, unable to handle the intense arousal left behind by David’s rough touch.

You’re messed up, Summer.

My pussy clenches around my fingers, and I cry out as I come, the orgasm intense and powerful. I do not stop. I keep going, fucking myself hard, desperate to make the feelings go away, to make myself forget. But it only makes it worse, the memory of his strong hands on my breasts, his lips on mine, the humiliation of being tied up and exposed. I end up on the floor, resting my body against an old bookcase. My pussy is sore and raw, my fingers have long since stopped feeling good, but I want to cleanse David from my mind and my body. I want him gone.

But when I eventually have to give up, he is still all I can think about.

I call in sick for a few days. The first sick days of my teaching career. Piper, who is covering for me, is worried and offers to come by and visit me, but I tell her that I need to rest and recover, that she should not worry about me. Jacob thinks I am going to work, and I am sick to my stomach from lying to him. He has not noticed that something is wrong, but that does not make me feel better.

I spend the time alone, my phone turned off. All I can think about is David. The way he kissed me. The way he talked to me. The way his hands felt on my body. The way he drank from me.

The way he humiliated me.

Part of me knows that I will give in eventually, that there is no way for me to resist, but I stubbornly try to push it in front of me. But I cannot stay home forever, and after a few days, I feel obligated to return to work.

David is not there. For the first time in months, he is not present in my class. I should feel relieved, but it just makes me ache for him even more. I finish the mess of a class and go to the book depository for reasons that are unclear to me. My lips tremble as I stand there, feeling the juices soak my panties. I lean against the bookcase where he tied me up and pull my hands up over my head, imagining his touch, his lips. The memory of his belt is burned into my wrists, the sensation so strong that it is almost real.

What is wrong with me?

Tears well up in my eyes as I pull out my phone. I have no fight left in me as I write him.

“I need you.”

He answers right away.

“Absence makes the heart go fonder, huh? Are you done resisting this?”

I hesitate, staring at his words for a while before replying.

“Yes.”

“Very well. Here’s what you’ve got to do …”

I am mad for doing this. The nagging voice in my head that sounds suspiciously like my mom’s is berating me for letting a student boss me around, but I cannot deny that it is madly arousing. David is testing me, and my hands are shaking as I watch the man tally up the items.

“It must be a big dog,” he says and whistles. “That is the sturdiest dog collar we have.”

I smile and try not to think about how that coarse, wide leather collar is going to feel around my neck. “Yes, she’s pretty big. And a bit unruly.” I put the collar, the long, heavy steel chain, and the padlocks into a bag, shivering as I feel the weight.

I do not get much sleep that night. I keep thinking about the items hidden under the seat in my car, about what David has in store for me. Jacob is snoring next to me, oblivious to the fantasies that have taken hold of my mind. The shame has not left me, and every time I think of what I am about to do, I feel disgusted with myself.

But my lust for David is stronger.

Classes are over for the day. I sit in my small office, watching the shapes of students walking by outside the door. The bag is standing next to the desk, taunting me as a display of my weakness. I cannot remember ever having felt this excited and scared at the same time, and my heart is about to explode when I receive a text from David. Is he going to cancel?

No.

Far from it.

“Strip naked, put on the collar, and get on your knees in front of your desk with your hands behind your head.”

Here? He must be insane! I do not know what I had expected, but not this. People are walking by outside, and I do not know where David is. The rational part of my brain is protesting, yelling at me to back out, but I did tell him that I would stop resisting. Somehow, it feels like the door has already closed behind me, and I need to see where all this leads. I need him to take control of me.

I stand up and remove my clothes, feeling the gentle breeze from the cracked window. I gently fold my black skirt and white shirt as if doing so gives me the illusion of control. The black lace bra and panties are next, and my knees buckle as I feel the warm air brush my soaking-wet sex.

My pussy is throbbing, and I can feel my juices running down my thighs. I have never felt like this before. I am scared, nervous, and extremely vulnerable. A small part of me wants to put on my clothes and run out of the school, but I cannot resist David’s pull. I have to do it.

I find the collar. The stitched leather is wide and thick, smelling of new, tanned cowhide. It feels heavy in my hand, and the double buckle adds a lot to the weight. It is meant for large, muscular dogs, and I wonder for a moment why I chose that one in particular. They had slimmer collars, but I decided to go all out.

Fuck dignity. Fuck shame. I tighten the collar around my neck, reminding myself of the time I used a belt for the same thing at home. I kneel in front of my desk and place my hands behind my head as ordered. It feels strange to have my arms raised like that. It makes my breasts stick out, and I feel very exposed, especially as I am completely naked except for the heavy collar around my neck.

The minutes tick away. My entire body is buzzing, and I cannot help but feel that this is what I have been craving, what I have been missing. Part of me knows that I can just get up and get dressed, but it would not feel right. It does not feel like my decision to make. I need David to make it for me.

The door opens, and David steps inside. He is wearing jeans, sneakers, and a tight, grey T-shirt, and as always, he exudes confidence and calm. It does not feel like a student stepping in to talk to a teacher.

It feels like my master coming to take possession of his property.

“Wow.” His eyes travel over my body, and he is clearly enjoying what he sees. For a brief moment, he looks his age, but he soon takes control. “Well done, my slave.” He locks the door. “Good to see someone as worthless as you can follow instructions.”

I instinctually open my mouth to respond, but no words come out. A surge of adrenaline and arousal takes hold of my body as he insults me. My nipples have never been harder. David smiles and reaches out to stroke my face, and I lean into his palm. The touch is intimate, almost loving, and I cannot help but moan. He has not even started, and I am already weak and submissive. He grabs the bag and pulls out the chain and padlocks, using one of the locks to attach the chain to the D-ring on the collar.

“Crawl around for me, slave. Let me see those udders sway.” He grabs the other end of the chain and gives it a gentle tug.

I gasp and fall forward, catching myself on my hands to end up on all fours. The chain is long enough for me to crawl. I begin moving around, and I notice how sensitive I am to the sensations. My nipples graze the floor, sending jolts of pleasure through my body, and my hanging breasts sway as I move. It is beyond humiliating, but to my surprise, there is less guilt than the first time.

I do not want this to stop.

He drags me around, using the chain as a leash. Occasionally, he tugs at it, choking me, and I have to fight not to cry out. It feels good. It feels right.

“Look at you,” he says and laughs. “You look like a human fucking cow. How does it feel?”

I look up at him. “G… good …”

“Good? You like crawling around on the floor for me?”

I nod. “I do, Master.”

He leans down, staring into my eyes with a sadistic grin on his face. “I’m going to humiliate you, Summer. I’m going to break you. And you’re going to love every second of it.”

I know that it is all words, that David is too young to have enough experience for claims like these to truly resonate, but his confidence is too overwhelming. He believes it - and therefore, so do I.

He nods at the papers on my desk. “I see you’ve printed out the class papers and graded them by hand?”

“Y… yes?” Something in his voice makes me nervous.

“How long did it take you?”

“7-8 hours, I think.”

He chuckles. “Great. Get up.” He pulls something from his back pocket, and it takes my horny brain a few seconds to realize what it is.

Handcuffs. A pair of real handcuffs. My eyes widen as I stare at them, which seems to amuse David quite a bit.

“See … I have a lot of disposable income, comes with the family name,” he says with a grin as he dangles the shiny steel restraints in front of my face. “I’ve already bought a lot of items for you, but I wanted to test you, to see if you’d go buy the collar yourself.” He pulls the collar chain hard, forcing me to my feet. “I intend for you to spend a lot of time in handcuffs, my slave.”

He turns me around and pulls my hands behind my back. I wince as the cold steel encases my wrists, and my pussy grows wet from the sound of the lock clicking closed. David runs his hands over my body, exploring my curves, gently cupping my breasts, before pulling the chain hard, making me gasp.

“Your body is mine, slave. I will use it as I please.” He turns me around to face him, his hand grabbing my chin and forcing me to look up into his intense eyes. “From now on, your milk is only for me, do you understand?”

I am helpless, not just because of the cuffs and the collar, but because of his magnetic charisma. “I … I understand, but …” A yelp escapes me as he slaps me.

“No exceptions. I don’t care how much it hurts you, you do not milk yourself unless I give you permission.” He pushes me against the desk, pressing his body against mine. For a brief moment, I can feel his erection through his pants, and without even thinking, I grind my ass against it, desperate for him to whip his cock out and take me.

He laughs. “From respected teacher to slut in an instant.” He pulls away from me. “You haven’t earned my cock yet. No, I think we need a little … humiliation first.” He walks to the other side of the desk and pulls me in over it using the chain. My udders are now hanging above the graded papers. “So many hours spent. Do you want me to milk you here? To soil your work and make it worthless?”

I whimper as his hand grabs my breast. “Yes! Please …” I have never been this desperate. The shame is still there, but it is a shadow compared to the desire burning in my body.

David begins milking me. His technique is rough, and I can tell he lacks experience, but I do not mind. I push myself against him, moaning as he tugs and pulls on my udders, his hands squeezing the milk out of my aching breasts. I watch it soak the papers I have spent hours painstakingly grading. The humiliation fuels the fire within me, and the shame only grows when I realize that I have never been this turned on in my entire life.

“Does this turn you on, slave?”

“Yes, Master,” I whimper as he squeezes my breasts, occasionally pinching the nipples.

“You’re really just a slut that has waited for someone to take control, aren’t you?”

I cannot deny it. “Y… yes, I am.”

He pulls the chain, choking me harder. “I want to hear you say it. I want to hear how much you love being humiliated. I want to hear you say how much you enjoy cheating on your husband.”

I cannot think straight, and the words are out of my mouth before I have time to consider them. “I’m a slut. I’m a dirty slut. I love being a hucow slut for you, Master. I love being your slave.” I have to fight the urge to beg for him to fuck me. I know he would not do it even if I begged him, but I need it so badly. “I love being humiliated.”

“A decent start.” His lips soon close around my nipple, and he bites down hard.

I gasp, but the pain soon turns to pleasure as he sucks hard, drinking from me like he did in the book depository. The chain is pulled tight, the leather collar pushing against my throat, and I cannot breathe. My pussy throbs and I feel my clit grow harder. I want him to touch me. I need him to touch me.

“Pl… please fuck me, Master,” I whimper.

He lets go of my breast. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

I nod. It is all I want.

He slides a finger in between my legs. “You’re so wet, my slave.” His voice is a low, lustful hiss. “You’re such a dirty fucking slut. But I’m not going to fuck you. You’ll have to earn that.” He pulls his pants down and grabs my chain with one hand, his erect cock with the other. He rubs it against my pussy, and I can hear his groans as he strokes himself.

I am shaking, tears running from my eyes. I do not know how I have let myself be reduced to a desperate, handcuffed, naked slave. The tears are filled with shame and disgust, but only directed at myself. The touch of his cock against my soaking wet pussy is driving me insane, but he does not enter me. Instead, he pulls away and pushes me to my knees.

“Show me how much you want this, Summer Morgan.”

I stare at his large, erect cock. It is beautiful, with a large, purple head and a thick vein running along the shaft. It is larger than any I have had before, and in my current state, it is the most delicious thing I have ever seen. I lean in and lick the head, tasting my own juices and his precum, before taking him inside my mouth. David groans, and I begin bobbing my head up and down, my tongue dancing up and down the underside of his shaft. I cannot get enough. I want it all.

He holds the chain in a firm grip, making sure that I cannot get too close, controlling the pace at which I suck him. His cock hits the back of my throat, causing me to gag, and drool begins dripping from my mouth, running down my chin. My jaw is hurting and my hands are straining at the cuffs, but the discomfort is a welcome distraction from the heat radiating from my pussy.

David grunts and pulls my hair. “You belong to me now, Summer. All of you.” He thrusts into my mouth. “You are nothing but a worthless hucow whore.”

I cannot speak, I can barely think. The only thing that matters is his cock. The only thing that exists is his cock. I can feel him throb inside my mouth, and I desperately try to take him deeper.

Suddenly, he pulls away and lets go of the chain. “This is just the beginning, my slave,” he says, stroking himself as he stares down at me. I watch, transfixed, as his eyes roll back and his body spasms.

The first spray of cum lands on my face, covering one of my eyes and my cheek. The rest land on my breasts. His cum is hot and sticky, and the smell gets in my nose. It is the scent of my degradation, of my surrender to his control, and to my surprise, I am not disgusted. I am proud.

David wipes his cock on my face, smearing the cum on my cheeks and in my hair. “You’re not fit to have my cum in your mouth, hucow,” he says with a chuckle and pulls me to my feet. “At least not yet.”

I am shaking and weak. My knees can barely support my weight, but somehow, I remain standing. I can feel his cum running down my body, and my pussy is throbbing, begging to be touched. I need to come.

I have never needed it this bad.

“Please … please, Master …” I cannot find the words to express my desire. All I can do is whimper and beg. “Please … touch me …”

He laughs and pulls my hair. “No. Not today.” He pulls me toward the radiator in the corner of my office and uses the last padlock to lock the collar chain to it. He leans in and kisses me on the cheek. “No, I want you to stay here. I want you to fully understand how far you’ve fallen, Summer. I want you to stare at yourself in that small mirror on the wall, to look at your cum-covered, miserable self.”

I suddenly feel nauseous and dizzy. “You … you can’t leave me here like this!”

He slaps me. “Yes, I can. You belong to me now, remember?” He hides his cock away in his pants and smiles. “I have soccer practice. I’ll release you once it’s done. I guess you’ll be home late today … slut.”

He grabs my keys from the desk and leaves, locking the door behind him. I am left alone, handcuffed and naked, my body aching for release, and I can hear him walk away. I try to pull on the chain, but it does not budge.

I am left there, alone with my own reflection. I stare at the cum and milk on the floor and the desk, stare at the humiliated woman in the mirror.

And I smile. This is what I have been missing. I let my fingers run over the smooth surface of the handcuffs as I embrace the experience and the helplessness.

My entire body is hurting. My wrists ache from the handcuffs, my nipples are sore, my neck is raw from the collar, and I can still feel the stickiness of David’s cum on my body. My pussy is desperate for touch, and I cannot stop thinking about his large cock. I have never been this desperate, never this needy. I am helpless, unable to leave, and time seems to grind to a halt. I try to touch myself, but the handcuffs do not allow it.

When he finally returns, I am a sobbing mess. I beg him to fuck me, beg him to touch me, but he just shakes his head.

“You’re pathetic, slave,” he says and removes the collar and the handcuffs. “Clean yourself and your office.”

I stare at him as he heads toward the door. “David, wait! I need … I need to come.” My pussy is throbbing, desperate for release, and my skin is aching for touch. “Please, David, please …”

He sighs and slaps me, and the pain makes my clit tingle. “No, slave. You don’t come until I decide to let you come. You’re not allowed to masturbate, either. Now clean up, and we’ll talk more tomorrow.” He smiles and kisses me with force and passion. “From now on, you’ll be in your office before class to breastfeed me, do you understand? Do as you’re told, and I might reward you … eventually.”

I cannot believe it. I have been on the edge all day, and the denial only made the arousal worse. As he leaves my office, I stare at my ruined work, at my cum-covered breasts, and the dried sperm on my face and hair, and I cannot help but smile. David is pushing me further than I ever thought possible, humiliating me, degrading me, treating me like property, and all I can think about is how much I want him, how much I need him to take control, how much I need to surrender to him again.

I adjust the sleeves of my cardigan to cover the handcuff marks before I enter the living room. Jacob is watching a game and does not look up as I enter.

“Hi, honey,” he says. “You’re home late again?”

“Yeah.” I kiss him on the cheek. “Sorry, I should’ve texted you. Had to … counsel a student who is having a hard time.” I cannot believe how well the lie rolls off my tongue.

Jacob nods and pats my lower back. “Well, I hope you helped him.”

My pussy aches as I think of David. “I think I did, yes. I’m going to take a shower.”

I stand under the running water for what feels like ages, staring at the red marks on my wrists. The fire in my body is burning still, but there is little that I can do. I have promised him that I will not touch myself, and somehow, that promise feels binding. My nipples are rock-hard and want to be milked, but I cannot bring myself to disobey him. I know I am heading for disaster, that this will all end in tears, but I cannot bring myself to end it, especially not now that I have had a taste of what David has to offer.

***

Every morning, I sit in my office, half-naked, my shirt open to give him access to my breasts. He is rough, his hands grabbing and exploring my body. I shiver as he slaps me and insults me, and I melt into him when he kisses me, my body surrendering to the dominance that seems to come so naturally to him. He lets me suck his cock a few times a week, but he still refuses to fuck me. The lust is driving me insane and so is the guilt - David has told me that I am not allowed to have sex with Jacob anymore, and it is already having an impact on my marriage.

But whenever I am with David, such requests seem fair and easy to agree to. I am desperate to please him, desperate to earn his cock. My body craves his touch and the pleasure he can give me, the pain he can inflict on me.

When we meet, I am not his teacher, I am not Ms. Morgan. I am a hucow, a slave to a boy roughly half my age, a man who has turned me into his plaything. When I kneel in front of him and wrap my lips around his cock, when I feel his cum on my face, when I stare into the mirror and see the mess that I have become, I cannot think clearly. The pleasure is all that matters.

I have been on edge for weeks when he finally says the words I have been aching to hear. I have just finished my class, and before the room has had time to empty, he approaches the teacher’s desk. My palms are sweaty just from him being close, and I try to muster a neutral smile when he leans in over the desk.

“I want to fuck you, Ms. Morgan,” he whispers.

I am unable to breathe, and I can feel the wetness between my legs. I should be shocked that he has the guts to say this to me in front of other people, but instead, his confidence makes me even more desperate to feel his cock.

“W… where?” My gaze nervously flickers to the other students still in the room, but they seem busy chatting to each other.

“Tonight. Your house. Your husband is away, isn’t he?”

I fiddle with my wedding ring and nod. “Y… yes, but …”

“Then it’s settled. Wear something sexy.”

He turns and leaves without waiting for an answer, and I am left in a state of panic. I have to bring him home, to fuck him in the bed that I share with my husband. I should have said no. I should have told him to fuck off. This is madness, pure insanity. What if someone sees us together? But the thought of the risk of discovery, of the depraved act of bringing a student to my bedroom, is turning me on to an extent that I never thought possible.

I have only worn the red dress once. It was a few years ago for a date with Jacob, but his comment about it being too short made me hide it away at the back of the closet.

Until now.

What are you doing, Summer? The words keep repeating as I put on the tight dress, struggling to get it to contain my bosom. I put on a pair of black pumps and the collar that has now become a regular part of my sessions with David. The coarse, black leather is such a contrast to the dress and makeup, but its very presence makes me wet.

The doorbell rings, and I open the door with my heart pounding in my chest and my nipples straining against the thin fabric of the dress. I have not bothered putting any panties on, and I shiver as the cool night air brushes against my soaking-wet slit.

David looks at me, his eyes traveling over every inch of my body. “Well, well, Ms. Morgan. You look stunning.” His smile is predatory as he steps inside, and I feel like I have let a wolf into my house. For a moment, his eyes linger on the wedding photo on the wall, and I see his determination waiver for a moment. “You look … happy.”

“We were,” I say. I instinctually try to touch my wedding ring, but I have taken it off for the first time since the wedding. “We are.”

David smirks. “Yet … here we are.” He takes a deep breath, and I see the doubt disappear from his face. “Do you want me to fuck you, Ms. Morgan?”

I glance at the wedding photo for a moment before nodding. “Yes, Master. More than anything.”

“I want to hear you beg. See you beg.”

Without hesitation, I fall to my knees in front of him. “Please, David … Master … fuck me. I want your cock inside me. I want you to take me. I need you to take me. Please …”

I reach up to unbuckle his belt, my body acting without input from my mind. I need to suck him, I need to feel his cock in my mouth. But he pushes me away.

“Don’t be hasty. A slave doesn’t get to decide when the cock comes out.” He slaps me hard on the cheek, and I gasp. “Get up, cow.”

I scramble to my feet, and David grabs the chain hanging from the collar. He pulls me in for a deep kiss, his hand finding the zipper in my dress and slowly pulling it down, letting the dress fall to the floor. His eyes are focused on my chest, which is now barely covered by a lacy bra.

“Milk yourself.”

“H… here, Master?”

He nods. “Right here. In your hallway.”

I tremble as I pull my breasts out of my bra, squeezing them. A small trickle of milk runs down my cleavage and stomach. The humiliation is overwhelming. David laughs and slaps my breast, sending a painful sting through me.

“You’re such a dirty fucking whore, Summer. A dirty, lactating slut.” He pinches my nipple hard. “Does it turn you on? Does it turn you on to expose yourself like this?”

I moan. “Yes … yes, Master!” I can barely speak. The pain in my nipples, the wetness between my legs, and the humiliation are all adding to my arousal. I am so close to the edge already, and David hasn’t even begun to take control.

“Milk yourself harder, slut.” He slaps my breasts again before pulling the collar chain to make me bend over. He grabs my hair and yanks my head back. “Look at the wedding picture. I want to look at what you’re betraying while you milk yourself on the carpet.”

I stare at the framed photo. My younger, happier self is beaming from behind the glass, smiling at the love of her life. She has no idea how broken her future self is, how her heart is about to be ripped to shreds. I groan as I watch myself, tears running down my cheeks.

David spanks me, and the sudden pain sends shivers through me. “I want to see you soil your precious home, you worthless hucow.” He pulls the chain harder, and I can barely breathe. “I want you to spray milk over the carpet, to mark your home as mine, do you understand?”

I nod. “Yes, Master. I want to be yours. Please …” I pull hard on my nipples, sending a wave of pain and pleasure through my body. The milk sprays out and onto the carpet. I feel like an animal.

“Stop.” He pulls the chain hard. “Leave a little for me. Now it is time to mark you, my slave.” He pushes his tongue down my throat, causing me to whimper with pleasure. “Go into your bedroom and find one of your husband’s belts. It has to be leather, and it has to be wide.”

My hands are shaking as I walk up the stairs. My legs are weak, barely strong enough to carry me. I can see my reflection in the large mirror next to the wardrobe. My eyes are puffy from crying, but my cheeks are red with excitement. I am naked except for my black heels, stockings, and the collar around my neck. I am lactating, my breasts are throbbing, and my pussy is desperate to be touched.

I return to David and hand him the belt. The same one I once used to choke myself with - it seems fitting, somehow. I put my hands out in front of me, expecting to be tied up.

“Oh no, my slave. We have handcuffs for that.” He leans in and grabs my chin. “I’m going to mark your body. I’m going to hurt you, punish you. Do you believe you deserve that? That you deserve pain?”

I nod. “Y… yes …”

He pulls my hair, making my scalp burn, making me moan. “Yes, what?”

“Y… yes, Master, I deserve pain. I am your slave. I am yours.”

David nods. “Good.” He drags me into the living room, pushing aside the plushy chair that my husband usually sits in to make room. He then handcuffs my hands behind my back and locks them to the collar chain to ensure that my hands are raised to the middle of my back. It causes the collar to choke me hard, and the vulnerable position is madly arousing.

“Have you ever been whipped, Summer Morgan?” David asks and takes hold of the buckle-end of the belt.

“N… no, Master.” I stare at the belt. I hate pain, I have always tried to avoid it, but as I stand there, restrained and naked, I am willing to endure anything to please David.

“You will be, now. And it will hurt. It will make you cry. And you will thank me for each lash, do you understand?”

“Yes, Master.”

The first blow hits my ass, and I let out a cry of surprise and pain as the force throws me forward. David pulls on the chain to keep me on my feet. I feel like I have been hit by a burning iron, the pain is overwhelming, and I can feel the tears run from my eyes.

“Thank you, Master,” I say. My voice is trembling.

The second blow makes me scream. The third is even worse, and the fourth knocks the wind from my lungs. I have never experienced pain like this, and David has a manic, sadistic glow in his eyes as he lets the belt rain down on my body. I can feel my skin break, the pain becoming sharper.

“Thank … thank you, Master,” I sob. My knees give in, but the belt lashes hit my back instead. I can feel the blood run down my spine, and I have never been this terrified in my entire life. I am also more turned on than ever.

“Stand up, cunt!” he orders, hitting me several times in rapid succession until I get back on my feet. “Face me. I want to torture those udders of yours.”

My lips are trembling. “Pl… please, Master, I can’t … AAAAAAH!”

David does not wait for me to finish. The belt hits my right breast. It hits again and again, and the pain radiates through me. I can feel the milk spray from my nipples, and the tears are now running freely. I beg him to stop, but he does not seem to hear me, and when the belt strikes my nipple, I let out a howl of pain.

“No more! PLEASE!” I scream.

David seems to snap back to reality, and he looks guilty for a brief moment. “I may have gotten carried away …” he mumbles as his hand touches the cuts on my breasts. “Are you okay?”

It should be a deal-breaker. I have let him restrain me, let him hurt me, and he has taken it too far. But the agony has also fueled the fire within me, and I cannot turn back now.

“Please, Da… Master … please fuck me,” I whimper as my tears and drool mix with the breastmilk and a few drops of blood on the floor. “I can’t take it anymore.”

There is a hint of relief in his smile. “Very well, I guess you’ve earned it.” He pulls me in and licks a drop of milk from my tortured nipple. I let out a drawn-out moan in response. “But I don’t just want to fuck you, my slave.” He puts his arm around me and grabs the chain connecting my collar and handcuffs. He pulls it downward, choking me hard. “I want to breed you. I want to fill you with my cum.”

The words both arouse and terrify me. “But … my husband,” I whimper, my words struggling to come out past the tight collar. “I can’t risk ...”

He laughs and pulls even harder on the chain. “Oh, but you will. Don’t you understand, Summer? I don’t just want to fuck you. I want to own you.” His lips are against my ear, his breath hot. “I’m not afraid to take what I want.”

The fear is paralyzing, but it is overshadowed by the heat burning inside me.

“I need you to tell me you want it, Ms. Morgan. I need to hear it from you.”

I cannot resist him. He has complete control of me. All I can do is surrender, to give in to him. “I want you to breed me, Master,” I whimper. “Make me yours.”

He drags me back to my bedroom, still holding the chain. My breath is ragged and shallow, and I can feel the blood pulse in my temples. He pushes me onto the bed, face down, and slaps my ass.

“You know what to do, slut.”

I know exactly what he wants. I spread my knees, opening myself up to him. My hands are still restrained behind my back, and the tight leather collar is a constant reminder of how completely he owns me.

He grabs the chain and pulls, and a sharp pain shoots through my shoulders and spine. “Beg for it.”

“Please, Master,” I whimper. “I want your cock inside me. I need you to fuck me. Fuck me and breed me. Please, I need it so bad.”

“Good girl.” His words are followed by a sharp slap on my ass. I yelp and feel my pussy grow even wetter. I am completely at his mercy, and I love it.

David spreads my pussy with two fingers before pushing his cock inside me. I moan loudly as he fills me, my pussy stretching to accommodate his girth. He wastes no time and starts thrusting hard and fast, his balls slapping against my clit with each stroke. It is everything I ever dreamed of. He is big and wide, his thrusts filled with energy and youth.

But he is also inexperienced. Something about it all feels off, yet only moans and pleas for more escape me. He is fast, focused solely on his own pleasure, on coming - I have always hated men who approach sex this way, but in this dynamic, it seems fitting.

He is using me.

I am just a toy, an object.

He does not desire me for my intellect. I am just a horny dream cooked up from his spot at the back of the class, a dream based solely on my looks.

And I have allowed him to live out that fantasy.

David is now fucking his teacher as she is writhing naked and chained on her marital bed. And I am not stopping him.

I am encouraging him.

“MORE!” I cry as he pushes deeper and deeper inside me. I still derive pleasure from the fucking, but I am shocked to find that my arousal is fueled more by the humiliation, the helplessness, and the taboo of it all. David’s cock is fantastic, but he wields it clumsily.

His lack of experience just makes it hotter, more humiliating. That I am risking everything to be fucked by this … boy … is so deprived and messed up.

He grabs hold of the chain, using it to ride me like I am a wild horse. He pulls it too hard, pulls it until my vision begins to blue, but it is all it takes for the shame, guilt, and raw lust to push me over the edge. I scream his name as I come, and a few moments later, he slams into me hard. His groan is deep and animalistic, and the feeling of his hot cum inside my pussy is intoxicating.

It is wrong, so very wrong. It is the most dangerous thing I have ever done. I have let him cum inside me, I have betrayed my husband and everything I stand for. But as I lay there on the bed, his cum seeping from my gaping pussy, I just smile. If this is what throwing it all away feels like, I am ready for more. Much more.

He stands above me, panting and smiling. His cock is softening before my eyes, and it is as if he keeps switching between the horny boy who just got everything he ever wanted and the manipulating, confident man who orchestrated the whole thing.

I want him to hold me. I suddenly feel very vulnerable, and the handcuffs feel tighter than before, the collar uncomfortable and rough against my skin. But there is no comfort to be had. Instead, David pulls me out of the bed by yanking on the chain. He removes the padlock keeping the handcuffs attached to the chain and pushes me to my knees.

“Are you proud of yourself, you miserable slut?” He leans down and slaps me three times in quick succession. “Are you proud of fucking a student you were supposed to guide, to teach, in the bed you share with your husband?” The words are dark and filled with malice.

My skin crawls with discomfort. “I … I don’t know. Why are you …?”

He slaps me again. “You’re nothing now, Summer Morgan. You’re spoiled goods. Your pathetic cunt belongs to me.” He twists my nipple, causing me to cry out and even more milk to be spilled. “But you can stop it all right now. You can just tell me you don’t want this to continue.”

“W… why? Are … are you going to tell Jacob if I …?”

He laughs. “No, of course not. No, if you want out, you’re out. Is that what you want?”

“No!” The words spring from my lips without hesitation.

“Good.” He pats me on the head as if I am an obedient dog. “But this is just the beginning, my slave. This is just an introduction. If you continue down this path, it will only become more humiliating, more painful.” He rams his flaccid cock inside my mouth. I can taste his cum and my own juices on his soft skin. “I’m going to break you, Ms. Morgan. I’m going to degrade you until there’s only a submissive hucow slave left. Is that what you want?”

I want to say no. I want to end it here. But all I can feel is his cock in my mouth. All I can think about is how good I have felt these past weeks, how much I crave his touch and how he uses my body. How he takes me, how he uses me.

I nod.

David smiles. “Then suck me, whore.”

He grabs a handful of my hair, using it to move my head up and down his shaft. I can taste our mixed juices as he grows harder and harder, my jaw straining as I struggle to get him fully into my mouth. He does not care. He pushes me down on his cock, using me as a tool for his pleasure, causing me to choke and gag. My stomach heaves, and my eyes are watering. But the humiliation and the shame just make me wetter, needier. His cock is already throbbing and pulsating, and he does not take long to come again. He pushes himself into my mouth, holding me there. The salty taste of his cum fills my mouth and runs down my throat. It drips out of the corners of my mouth and onto my breasts. I cannot breathe, and my heart is racing, my body screaming for air. As soon as he releases his grip on my hair, I pull away, coughing and gasping for breath.

David looks down at me, a triumphant smile on his face. “I knew you were nothing but a dirty whore, Ms. Morgan.” He slaps me on the cheek before pulling me to my feet. He turns me around and unlocks the handcuffs, and the sudden freedom feels strange and unwelcome to me. “If I were you, I’d clean up a bit before your husband returns.”

He turns and walks towards the door.

“Wait!” I say as I stagger forward. There is cum trickling down my bruised breasts, and still a bit seeping out from my pussy. “When … when will I see you again?” My words are pathetic and whimpering.

“In class tomorrow, of course,” David says in a nonchalant tone. “Anything more than that … you’ll just have to wait. Whore.”

And with that, he leaves. I sit down on the bed that reeks of sex and betrayal. I should feel bad, I should feel horrible, but I do not. Instead, I am filled with a sense of anticipation, a feeling of longing for more. A hunger for more pain, more humiliation, and more sex.

I know that I have made a mistake in letting David fuck me. I have let him in under my skin, into my fantasies. He has taken control of me, and I know that I cannot stop him.

I also know that I do not want him to stop. I want to see where he takes me, to see how far he is willing to push me. I remove the collar from my neck and stare down at the bruises left on my body from David’s whipping. My husband will return in the morning, and I will have to hide my body from him. Hide the shame, the guilt, the marks - and yet I cannot wait to do it all again.

This is just the beginning.

TO BE CONTINUED
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The Fertile Hucow College

Sara is given a full scholarship to the prestigious Felton College and joins Upsilon Delta – a sorority reserved for fertile hucow slaves.

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.
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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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