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    Edith cleared her throat quietly. Astrid raised her eyes in confusion to see what her sister-wife meant by the subtle signal. The woman lightly tapped her foot with hers. The young bride realized in horror that she was standing a few centimeters ahead of her pregnant senior. She looked down in shame and swiftly took a step back.


    Luckily, their husband didn’t notice her gross mistake. He was standing two steps in front of them with his back turned, lost in a deep conversation with Elder Hansen about this week’s sermon.


    The men talked for a few more minutes about a number of topics beyond the women’s comprehension, but they eventually turned to the young redhead waiting quietly on shaky legs.


    “So, how is your young bride doing, Jeffrey?” asked the elder with a fatherly smile. “Making her mothers proud?” He waved to the two women on their knees at the other side of the sermon hall. Astrid almost turned to look at her father’s current sister wives Marta and Sofia, but Edith preemptively tapped on her feet once again.


    “Definitely,” replied the middle-aged man. “She is obedient, respectful, and well-mannered. My Good Edith tells me that she’s always meek and helpful when I’m not present.”


    “Wonderful,” said Elder Hansen and stroke the young girl’s chin affectionately with the tip of his ceremonial riding crop. She shivered at the touch of the rough leather. Her timid reaction amused the men.


    “What a beautiful Passing of the Chalice ceremony it was,” continued the old man. “Ah! That reminds me, Jeffrey. I have good news. You’ll be pleased to learn that good sister Gertrud arrived at the monastery yesterday safe and sound. Mother Hanna told me that she was inconsolable for an entire day. Of course, it must be very hard, leaving the home she managed and the husband she served dutifully for more than two decades… And her sister wife Edith too.”


    Edith nodded respectfully without taking her eyes off the floor. Her heart was broken too. She couldn’t help but shiver at the thought. In less than eleven years, she was going to turn 40 and join Good Gertrud in the convent she was sent to live out her days.


    “Renewal ceremonies are both happy and sad occasions,” the elder continued, tapping the senior wife on her trembling lips gently with the riding crop. “But that’s how it’s supposed to be. It’s God’s beautiful plan for us. The sacred cycle that keeps our society righteous and pure. One good woman leaves her home and begins a new life of quiet contemplation in the mountains, one more step closer to the Almighty… and a fertile young woman approaches the divine by joining her husband in their marital bed.”


    “That is actually what I wanted to talk about, Good Elder,” said Konstig. “As the scriptures command, I allowed Good Astrid three days to get used to her new home. In the meantime Good Edith had done a wonderful job in instructing her in her oral duties. I’m proud to inform you that she learned to perform those tasks in a satisfactory manner. I’m sure she’ll get even better in time. Now, I believe it’s time to finally consecrate her womanhood. I intend to break her maidenhood tonight, if I have your blessing.”


    “How wonderful!” the elder threw his hands in the air. “Of course, you have my blessing.” He turned to one of his own wives waiting in the corner. “Clara, bring us the ligamena.”


    The woman nodded and turned, walked over to the ornate cabinet directly behind the pulpit, and returned with a wooden box full of embroidered purple ribbons.


    Astrid held her breath and froze at the sight of the sacred stripes. She had seen them placed on women before, of course, but she never seen one up close. Thankfully, wife-sister Edith had already informed her about them, so she wouldn’t make any mistakes like touching the cloth, or speaking. Ligamen symbolized God’s touch. Women weren’t allowed to handle it with the intention to move it, aimlessly fiddle with it, let it fall on the ground, or spill anything on it.


    They were not supposed to utter a word when it was placed on them. It was a divine restraint.


    “May you be forever dutiful, useful, and grateful,” the Elder said and picked three of them out of the box. He rolled them out and gently placed them around the young bride’s neck. The girl shuddered when the cloth touched her shoulders. She felt an otherworldly weight pushing her down. Her legs buckled. Her heart started throbbing, her respiration quickened, and her vision got blurry. God’s embrace was overwhelming. Or perhaps… she was having a panic attack?


    Oblivious to the young girl’s condition, the two men continued to chat for a couple more minutes. Astrid was no longer able to follow the conversation. Unable to focus, she broke out in cold sweat and started hyperventilating. Thankfully, Edith realized that the girl was about to faint just in time and caught her when their husband gave the order to go.


    She managed to cool down on the way home thanks to Edith’s motherly embrace. Her husband either failed to notice her less than proper behavior, or simply chose to ignore it. Either way, she was grateful.


    At home, once her husband removed the sacred ribbons and released her from the God’s touch, she was fully prepared to serve him with her mouth alongside Good Edith. She knelt by the threshold as instructed and waited for the command to approach, but he did not call on her this time. She patiently waited with her eyes fixed on the floor as Edith pleased his manhood on her own.


    Was she being punished because of her improper reaction earlier?


    She wasn’t. Edith explained to her that the bride had to remain pure until it was time to relinquish her virginity to her husband. She gave her a long thorough bath, shaved her womanhood fully, and covered her in oils and perfumes. She wasn’t given anything to cover herself with.


    Like Gertrud had done for her 11 years ago, Edith took Astrid by the hand and led her to the bedroom where their husband was waiting for them. She lay her down on her back, told the young bride to close her eyes, and stepped aside. Astrid held her breath and waited as her husband placed the three ligamena on her body. He placed the first one on her belly, and the second one on her wrists and neck, rendering her defenseless. The final ribbon was placed over her eyes to keep them closed.


    She waited. Her excitement rose with every passing second. Nothing happened for a while, but then she felt a sudden touch on her belly. She recognized Edith’s slender fingers. Her sister-wife gently reached down, found her untouched slit, and started to rub her shame button. Women were not allowed to touch it in private, of course. Not without divine purpose, not without male supervision. The scripture forbade it.


    Her unspoiled womanhood now fully belonged to her husband, and Good Edith was following his commands. She was readying her womanhood to swell to receive its rightful owner.
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    As her sister-wife’s fingers tenderly played with her shame button, she noticed the quiet slurps and moans too. Of course, while Edith was preparing her womanhood with her fingers, she was also preparing his manhood with her lips. What a wonderful woman she was.


    Soon the slurps stopped, and then the fingers half a second later. Astrid held her breath again. She felt her husband’s weight on the bed. First one leg, then the other. He palmed her knees and pulled them apart, then grabbed her butt and lifted it. Astrid bit her lower lip in fear. She was told that it would hurt a lot, surrendering her maidenhood. It was supposed to be a violent and painful moment. A sacrifice every woman had to make to show their devotion to their husbands and God Almighty. Women were not supposed to enjoy the act itself, only derive satisfaction from service and devotion. Pleasing the husband was the sole purpose of the wife.


    Suddenly she felt Edith’s fingers on her womanhood again. This time, she used them to part her lips and spread her juices around the entrance. Then she felt another touch. A bigger, bulbous object this time. Guided by Edith’s other hand, her husband’s big member pressed against her tight entrance for a second, then penetrated her with a sudden push.


    Astrid felt her body split apart with the violent move. The giant thing tore through her surprised muscles, destroyed her defenseless hymen and hit her cervix like a hammer. Waves of pain hit her. Her brain caught on fire. A pained scream escaped her mouth. Ashamed, she immediately bit her lips to stop herself from disrespecting the Ligamen further.


    He paused for a second after the initial strike, then started to push his manhood in and out of his 18-year-old bride with an ever-increasing tempo. Astrid tried her best to remain quiet and modest as he continued to pound her young pussy mercilessly, but the pain was too much for her to handle.


    Once again, Edith was there to help. The 29 year-old soon-to-be mother knew exactly what to do, as always. She put her mouth on Astrid’s trembling lips and kissed her passionately, taking the young girl’s mind off the radiating pain between her legs, and sucking her pained groans in like an angel.


    Her husband continued to smash her young body for a long while. She didn’t know exactly how long she was supposed to take his godly erection. Then, a sudden change in his rhythm… She didn’t understand what happened at first. She felt a strange wetness in her, lubricating her service hole and allowing his hardness slide in and out with greater ease. Only when he pulled out did she realize that she was filled with his blessed seed. Edith quickly plugged her sore hole with a dildo to seal her husband’s semen deep inside her, then proceeded to lick his member clean.


    Astrid lay there for a long while, trying to catch her breath. Even though her womanhood took most of the impact, her entire body hurt. Yes, she was drained and sore, but she felt serene and peaceful. She had done her duty. She was finally a woman.


    What a hurricane of a month it had been. Only ten days after she turned 18, a neighbor had visited their vinyard and asked her hand in marriage from her father. The men had bargained for a week and eventually agreed, so she had been sent to the temple’s chastity house to wait for her wedding day. It had been a wedding ceremony for her, but only a routine wife-swap for her husband. She had been stripped down in front of the entire congregation and had waited on her knees as the two wives of her future husband retrieved his seed, which was then collected in a chalice for her to imbibe. The moment she swallowed the liquid, she had become his new vessel, and good sister Gertrude had been relieved of her wifely duties. And now, three full days later, she was lying on his bed with her womb full of his seed, ready to bear his offspring.


    Her thoughts quickly dispersed when she felt the man’s weight on the bed again. This time Konstig removed the Ligamena that kept her in place one by one and placed them in a box. After that she was ordered to open her eyes.


    “Well done, Astrid,” he smiled and handed the box to Edith for her to put away until her next breeding session. “If god blesses us for your devoted service tonight, we will call that gift Elias.”


    “Thank you good husband,” she exhaled with a tired smile. She paused for a long moment, then gathered her courage to ask a question. “But… what if… it’s a girl?”


    “A girl?” He pursed his lips and clicked his tongue. “In that case, you may name her. Do you have a name in mind?”


    “Yes good husband,” she whimpered shyly. “Agata.”

  

  
    Diary


    Years ago
 (References ‘The Stevensons’, pp. 1017-1024)


    


    They gave me a notebook. They said it was a reward because I stopped screaming and swearing at them. I would keep doing that but I don’t have the energy any more. It’s been weeks. A month perhaps. I’m supposed to keep a diary?!?! Supposed to help me cope does it? I have seen two other girls who were given diaries before. They told me that none of the men will read it so I can be honest.


    Yeah right! If you’re reading this FUCK YOU! I hate you all!


    ***


    I miss mom and dad. They must be worried sick. I lost count of days but one of the girls said I was brought in two months ago. That’s crazy. Two months? two months of this!!!!!! I hate this place. I want to see the sun. I want to walk around the room. At least they untie one of my wrists once a day so I can write in my notebook. I never really write. Just scribble meaningless words as long as possible.


    ***


    Two more girls were brought in yesterday. Sisters, or cousins I think. They screamed bloody murder throughout. The entire club had them in rotation. I wasn’t sure why they were being gangraped down here with us. Helena guessed the main rape hall was not available or something. Got no sleep since their arrival. I almost yelled at them to be silent. Stopped myself at the last moment. I’m so ashamed. Poor girls.


    ***


    It’s been a week and these bitches won’t stop screaming and crying. When will they learn! There is no use. This fucking place is soundproof. nobody will hear us.


    ***


    I’m pretty sure nobody reads our diaries. Funny. They rape each of us twice every single day, sometimes more. They make us grovel at their feet, slap us senseless, urinate on us, spit on our faces, fuck us in every possible way. But they don’t read our diaries. So frigging weird.


    ***


    The sisters stopped screaming after two fucking weeks. THANK GOD! they still beg to be let go and sob a lot, but they are mostly broken in. One of the older girls was taken to the next room. She was being a “good girl.” moaning like a whore during rapes, thanking those bastards afterwards and begging for more. She was pretending I’m sure. She thinks this will help her escape or something. It won’t. These assholes are not morons. they will easily see through her act.


    ***


    New girl was dragged in. Another screamer. Thankfully they have beaten her unconscious after the gangrape and kept her gag on. I hate losing sleep. It’s my only escape from this hell.


    ***


    I’m starting to wonder if I should put on a good girl act too. Two more girls “graduated” this morning. Helena was one of them. I don’t think she was faking it. Not entirely at least.


    ***


    I think I had one tonight. An orgasm!!??! I’m not sure how it happened. I’m not even sure if it was an orgasm.


    I hate them all. and I hate myself.


    ***


    This week they brought three more girls. We are now eight girls stuck in this small area. Barely any space to spread our legs at rapetime.


    nowadays they gangbang the newcomers upstairs for a day or two before dragging them down here. I think the gang is growing too. I see new faces and suck new cocks every day.


    ***


    Helena visited us today. I haven’t seen her for weeks. She and another girl replaced the dirty tarps and filled our dog-bowls. She was not restrained. She smiled at me but didn’t say anything. I believe they have different rules to follow in the other room.


    ***


    I’m so ashamed. After my evening session, I begged my rapist for an orgasm. He slapped me silly at first. But then he fucked me a bit longer anyway. I think I had a small one. after he was gone, I caught the stare of the girl lying next to me. Total disgust and pity in her eyes. What the fuck does she know!! She has been here for only two months or something.


    ***


    I think I’m moaning. Really moaning. Am I a whore?


    ***


    Kat says I’m acting weird around the guys. She’s the one acting weird. I’m only acting properly, being a smart survivor. If you say please and thank you, they reward you. simple as that! None of us are getting out of this place. Why not make the best of it and minimize the pain.


    ***


    Saw Helena again today. She fed me a chocolate bar. The masters think that I’m being a very good girl. She says I can graduate if I keep my positive attitude.


    ***


    I’m being a very good girl. I obey without hesitation. If they see some effort, they rape you in a gentler manner. No tools, no cutlery. I get pats on the head. Better food.


    ***


    It finally HAPPENED. I’m writing this in the “next” room. Yesterday a master finished in my main hole. I was surprised because they never creampie us girls. Our mouths are the cum receptacles. We are supposed to swallow every drop. turns out it was my graduation!!!! He untied my limbs and leashed me after. I followed him on my hands and knees, like all the other graduates I’ve seen before.


    He led me here and chained me to the wall. It’s paradise. we have mattresses. I don’t have to sleep stretched with my wrists and ankles tied any more. I have a long chain. I can turn around, even sit up or kneel when it’s skullfuck time.


    I hoped to see Helena here, but the other girls told me that she graduated two days before I arrived. There is another room even better than this?


    ***


    Life is much better here. In addition to the usual slop, we get fresh fruit every other day.


    ***


    I got overexcited and used my hands during a skullfuck today. Of course I was punished heavily. Master used his belt to beat my ass and tits. It hurt so bad. I’m so ashamed. I have to be more careful. I cannot go back there.


    ***


    Josie, the girl across me had the craziest climax last night. Masters were fucking us in the ass as usual. Suddenly she started to squirt like a fountain. Even I got some of that stuff on my face.


    I never squirted in my life. Dee says it’s just pee.


    ***


    I want to know what the next room looks like. I suck every cock to the best of my ability. I think I’m very good at it too. They praise me, give me treats.


    ***


    I think the other girls are jealous of the attention I get from masters. It’s not my fault that they suck at sucking cock. They should up their game. get good.


    ***


    Today I was given the task to take supplies to the lower room. Those poor souls. A couple weeks in paradise and I already forgot how miserable I used to be. Some girls were crying, some were begging to be let go. I saw a lot of fresh captives, but also noticed some of the familiar girls weren’t there. The screaming sisters for example. Perhaps they were graduated too and taken to another room?


    I shared my theory about the other rooms with the girls. They dismissed it.


    ***


    Dee and I served a master together today. first I sucked while she rimmed, and then we switched a few times. It was more fun than I thought. We make a good team. She is nicer than the others.


    ***


    18 different masters today. A personal record. All my holes are sore.


    ***


    Served 7. Given my best blowjob ever. I swear his heart stopped for a few seconds. Made me so proud.


    ***


    Dee and I did some hand stuff to each other. I loved it.


    I don’t know if we were allowed to do any of that. best to keep it secret for now.


    ***


    A new arrival fucked up badly today. Used teeth or something and we were all punished because of that. tit-whipping is the worst. especially when they get you right on the nipple.


    fucking rookies.


    ***


    A girl caught us. She didn’t say anything about it the next day, but Dee is spooked. She stays away from me now. I’m sad.


    ***


    I was gangraped by three masters today. It was real hardcore. I passed out a few times, but they said I was quite a good fuck. They like me a lot. I have to admit, I like the attention. I love the praises I receive after a good blowjob.


    ***


    The girl who caught us advanced to the next room today. I was a bit disappointed because I was expecting to be the one. I’m a much better slavegirl than that bitch. The silver lining is, perhaps now Dee will be relaxed. I want to do it with her again.


    ***


    5 rapes in the morning. 12 in the evening. I’m officially the most popular girl in the room.


    ***


    I think the bitch snitched. Masters flogged Dee and me. They didn’t say why they beat us up, but now she won’t even look at me.


    ***


    Two new girls arrived. A redhead and a brunette. A master was skullfucking me at the time. He stopped and handed me a flogger. I was ordered to flog them front and back. I hesitated a lot because they kept begging me stop. he hit me instead whenever I failed to hit as hard as he wanted me to. In the end we all got bloody noses.


    That was a good lesson. Turns out I wasn’t ready to obey fully. Perhaps that was why I wasn’t selected before. I have to be ruthless when necessary.


    ***


    Cock cock cock cock. It’s a funny word. I keep repeating the word in my head as I suck their cocks. I feel silly today.


    ***


    Dee got promoted. Now I have to serve better to catch up with her. I have no friends left in this room. They all hate me, and I hate them back. I feel like they are whispering and scheming while I’m getting dicked. We are rivals after all. I like my masters better. At least I know exactly what they want. They are direct and honest. They just come in, throw me down, and assrape the shit out of me.


    ***


    I was raped 17 times today. 2 more times than the other four girls combined!!!!!!


    ***


    I WAS SELECTED! I KNEW IT I KNEW IT I KNEW IT.


    It’s not another room. It’s the entire fucking HOUSE. I’m free to go upstairs and roam around. No binds, no chains or shackles.


    instead they fitted me with a shock collar that would fry my head if I run away. Why would I run away?


    This girl Leslie gave me a quick orientation. This is a club house. seven men live here permanently, and many more come and go. the girls and I do the chores around the house and serve the masters. Our duties are clear and simple. Clean, cook, wash, suck cock, take it in the ass, repeat.


    Dee is here. I hugged her for too long. She kissed me and welcomed me. I’ll start my first day in a moment. Cant wait to write about my first impressions tonight.


    ***


    This is great. It was exhausting, but I felt home. All the masters were very appreciative of my service. They welcomed me with a celebratory gangrape. 12 of them, no holes barred. it was the first time I was triple-penetrated in my life. What a feeling. My mind went blank for the longest time. The sensations. I felt like a lump of meat. and a slapping session at the end. on my knees in a circle of men. suck a cock, get slapped silly, move on to the next, suck cock, get slapped silly move on suck slap moveonsuckslap muvonsukslap


    I’m tired but good tired. I find satisfaction in my duty.


    ***


    Another good day. I feel fulfilled. I’m well-fed and well-fucked. Not too tired (No gangrape today)


    I mustered the courage and asked about Helena. Fistmaster Storm told me that she is out hunting. Some girls can get out of the house and go back to to town. They call it hunting. I asked when she’ll be back. She needs to bring meat, he said. He doesn’t do long sentences. But has a long one. Anal is the best way to serve him.


    ***


    I’m so stupid. Hunting isn’t just a trip to town. They were literally HUNTING. They brought back a young girl, tied up and passed out. She looks a lot like me. They are gangraping her now. They tied her to a wooden horse. All holes available. the whole club is here for it. I counted 30 men this time. We cook for the men, suck their cocks, and lick her holes clean. I swallowed so many loads. I’ll get fat if this goes on for another day.


    ***


    The group thinned a bit towards midnight. The girl kept screaming, begging and crying of course. All the men were passed out drunk, so I had to shut her up with a few slaps. After that Helena and I had a talk at last. I missed her a lot. She is called Whorehound now. It’s not just a nickname, she says. It’s a badge of honor. A sign of her ascension. Nobody uses their old slave names any more. When you’re freed from that rotten society, you get a new name. She has a very crazy new hairstyle. Her free name is tattooed behind her ear. She looks so cool and bad-ass.


    She told me about her pack. Hers is six strong. Two fistmasters and four “fisted.” That’s what she is called, and what I now want to become. the FISTED!


    So they had been staying at a club member’s house for the last few days, following this girl around, learning her routine. They kidnapped her just like they did me. I remember it now. There was a girl among the group who took me. Turns out she was an huntress just like Whorehound.


    ***


    The new girl is still crying, but her voice is mostly gone. It’s just wheezing and groaning now. Been two days. She had little sleep. Passes out occasionally. She can sleep for two days straight when they drag her downstairs. She’ll calm down in a couple of weeks. She has a long road ahead.


    Helena’s story is still whirling in my head. This new girl inspired me to read the early entries in my diary. That naive moron who wrote those lines sounds like a stranger now. I wish I could speak to her and calm her down a bit. It will only get better, little moron. Just accept your salvation and you’ll feel freer immediately.


    ***


    Another glorious week. I get better at my duties every day. Life is good. food is good. rape is good.


    ***


    I cannot contain myself. Master Ford wants me join his pack. They will make me a fisted. THEY WILL MAKE ME A FISTED.


    His pack already has two girls. Experienced huntresses. I have to watch and learn. I have to live up to this honor.


    ***


    I couldn’t write anything for the last two days. Whorehound said they were unable to wake me up for an entire day after my fisting ceremony. What a gangrape that was. I was taken outside and chained on a low platform. They made a bonfire and had a nice shindig for hours. I waited on the hard wood on my hands and knees. Been a while since I was restrained like this. It had to be that way.


    When it was time, the entire group donned masks and started fisting me. Full fists in my pussy, up to the elbows, pumping mercilessly. Floggers too.


    Then they stopped. Whorehound approached me with a switchblade. I was confused for a moment, but then realized that it was time for my transformation. She shaved the sides of my hair. A master started to tattoo something on my temple. It took only a few minutes. The men made a circle around me and congratulated me. I was remade. Wanda Pearson was dead. HORNY DICKSUCKER was born.
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    To make my masters proud, I sucked every cock that was shoved in my mouth to my best ability. There were no cleaning girls to lick it off my face. I was covered in jizz. drenched. They came again and again. They rested, ate, drank, and came back to fuck my mouth some more. I don’t know how long it lasted. I must have passed out at some point.


    That was two days ago. Today I woke up to the first day of my life.


    ***


    I’m ready. Tomorrow, we’ll go hunting!

  

  
    Special 
The Victim


    Standalone short


    

  

  
    Part 1


    I sit on my bed, trying to study. My father is still shouting at my mom in the living room. This will go on for a while, until he decides to drag her to their bedroom and tie her up to his new rape-bed. It will be quieter then. He has soundproofed his sex dungeon recently.
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    I take a break and look through the messages on my phone. A few pieces of gossip from my girlfriends, and the rest are lewd messages from the boys at school. They keep telling me in great detail how they want to kidnap me and make me their love slave. Some write long paragraphs describing the way they would tie me up, beat me and violate me until I turn into an obedient sex puppet. They sometimes offer me choices too. Would I like to be restrained with rope or chains? A small cage in the basement perhaps? Some try to entice me with generous rewards, like letting me eat the best quality dog food, topped with their semen. Yum!


    I don’t remember when I got such a message for the first time. I just remember that I was shocked and outraged. I didn’t know what to do, so I just deleted it. But of course, more followed. Worse, more explicit ones. They became more and more violent. Eventually I showed one to my dad. I wanted him to beat the shit out those boys for me.


    Boy, was I an idiot. Instead of kicking their asses, he slapped me instead. It was a hard slap across my face, landed on my left cheek. Tears gushed out of my widened, surprised eyes. He told me to stop acting like a cheap floozie at school, so the boys won’t get the wrong idea about me.


    The next day, he came home with a chastity belt with a code-lock, just like the crotch-cage my mom has to wear whenever she leaves the house. He told me that I had to protect my chastity no matter what. It was worth a lot of money. Apparently some loaded guy was ready to pay good money for me, or my pussy specifically, as long as it remained untouched.


    I sit up in my bed and listen. It is silent now. Dad is probably abusing mom in his soundproof raperoom. Horrible images fill my head. I picture what could be going on in there. I caught a glimpse of the thing he built once. It was a like a big wooden horse with straps and shackles everywhere. It scared me, but also…


    I don’t want to think about these things. I try to banish the images, the urges. I’m a good girl. Good girls don’t picture themselves naked, tied to rape-beds.


    I return to my study, briefly, then I start looking at my phone again. 12 new messages. 9 rape threats. I read them and delete them one by one. I don’t even know most of these boys. Some I know only by name. George Harper wants to leash me like a dog and fuck my ass in his backyard. Henry Topps wants me to be his “gangrape treat” at his 18th birthday party this Saturday. Jason Groot wants to delimb me and keep me in a box under his bed.


    I look up “delimbing” in the dictionary. My head explodes. I delete the message.


    Last message. It is from… Ronnie? A stupid smile appears on my face. I hope he isn’t letting me know that he’s going to cut my tits out or something. The thought sends chills down my spine. I click on the message.


    No, there is no macabre descriptions of my gruesome snuffing. He just says “Good night, princess.” My stupid smile broadens.


    I look at the message for a long while. I save it, and gently put the phone on the nightstand. I don’t want to read another word and ruin this perfect ending.


    I lie down on my back and stare at the ceiling. My blank gaze dwells on the imperfections of the paint job as my mind rushes. I think about Ronnie. I try to build a copy of him in my imagination.


    My hands get uneasy. They want to wander, do stuff. I press my palms on the bed, and I squeeze my thighs together. I’m determined to control myself. I’m a good girl. And good girls don’t touch their honeypots.


    I fight the urges, lie still, try to fall asleep. I’m halfway there. A lucid dream takes over. I imagine the window opening slowly. A dark figure quietly enters. First the left foot, and then the right. He tiptoes towards the bed and hovers over my body. His eyes glow in his dark, mysterious face like ambers in an abyss. I close my eyes and remain still. Am I dreaming, or am I paralyzed by those enthralling eyes? Doesn’t matter.


    My eyes are closed, but I somehow know that he examines my body from tip to toe. Suddenly, I feel a hand on my left foot. He gently touches the bridge and moves up to my ankle. Then he stretches his fingers and shoves his hand between my shins like a blade. I press my legs harder to keep them together, but he is too strong for me. He slowly moves up, slicing through my weak defenses. It tickles briefly when he reaches my knees, but then a sense of excitement and fear fills my mind as he moves further up. I try to banish the intruder with one last squeeze of my thighs, but I fail to slow him down.


    He makes a fist when he inches towards my swollen pussy. I hold my breath and prepare for impact. There is nothing to protect me and my virginity from this unrelenting claw. I wish I had my chastity belt on.


    The hand suddenly breaks contact for half a second. I expect it to grab my womanhood like a blood-thirsty alligator’s jaws would. Instead, a gentle fingertip grazes my slit. This slightest touch is enough to give my entire body a violent shudder.


    His hand doesn’t return, but I now feel his weight on the bed. I press my parted legs together again. I’m resolved to resist this intruder, even though my body is ready to surrender. I’m a good girl. Good girls do not let strangers have their way with them.


    He is still on the bed, unmoving, his malevolent mind silently calculating and devising ways to defile me. I’m too scared to open my eyes.


    Then, he moves, and he moves fast. One hand grabs and crosses my ankles. A zip-tie quickly binds them together. I instinctively try to break free, but the thin plastic bites into my sensitive pink flesh. He rolls me over and sits on my thighs. I’m pinned down. Powerful hands grab my wrists and joins them at the small of my back. This time two zip-ties lock my wrists in a perfect cross shape. I don’t even try to resist this time. In a matter of seconds, I’m completely tied up.


    He rolls me over again. My wrists hurt when I land on them. My lips part and a painful groan escapes. I realize that I could scream, call for help. Will my father hear my cry for help in his soundproof sex dungeon? I certainly cannot hear my mother’s screams and moans from my room.


    It doesn’t matter. A piece of cloth is shoved in my mouth the next second. I’m sure it’s a pair of my panties. Then he empties my small backpack and shoves my head in it. I never imagined it could be used as a bondage hood.


    It’s done. I’m defeated and defenseless. I’m conquered. I’m his. Completely at his mercy.


    He grabs and lifts me like a feather. He’s strong and quick. He throws me over his shoulder and casually walks out of the room. We exit the house and I’m placed in the trunk of a car. I hear a couple of neighbors’ voices. Nobody intervenes or tries to stop him. Of course, there is no reason to do so. He is just putting a tied girl in a car trunk. Nothing unusual.


    The trip is short. He lives close-by? A neighbor? Someone who knows me? A local stalker who followed me around and waited for the best moment to pounce?


    I’m taken out of the trunk and carried into a house. We climb down the stairs. The backpack over my head shakes at every step. I hope it will get loose and drops, but it doesn’t.


    The air gets cold and humid. It smells like dust and mold. I’m in a basement. He stops and holds me in his two arms like a baby. For a strange brief nanosecond, I feel at home. He gently lowers me onto a mattress. It smells old, but clean.


    He reaches for something on the other side. I can feel him momentarily hover over me, and almost wish for him to collapse onto my shivering body. He doesn’t. Instead he pulls a chain and wraps it around my slender neck. A small padlock secures it like a leash. I try to roll over, but the short steel chains pull me back. Now I know that I cannot leave the mattress unless my captor lets me.
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    He stops and goes quiet again. I play dead too. I just know that he is admiring my half-naked body lying helpless in the middle of his rape room. I suddenly wonder if I’m the first girl he brought here. Or if am I the only girl in that basement at the moment.


    I feel his weight on the mattress. He leans over me. I can feel his warm breath for the first time. It comes closer, and closer, and finally stops next to my ear. I hold my breath.


    Then, he speaks with a soft, breathy voice.


    “Welcome to your new home. Good night, princess.”

  

  
    Part 2


    I’m dreaming in my dream.


    Ronnie’s piercing blue eyes appear on my captor’s dark face. He floats above me, like a disaster one second away. A cool thrill washes over my semi-naked body. I wake up from one dream, but remain in the other.


    I find myself lying on the mattress. My wrists and ankles are tied, and my backpack covers my head. It is quiet and cold. I must have been lying here for hours. My captor brought me here and left immediately. Left me alone with myself. Left me scared, stunned. Left me untouched.


    My mind rushes. I think about all the horrible things that could happen to a young girl trapped in a cold basement. My pussy tingles.


    I hear rustling from upstairs. Footsteps. A man’s footsteps. A rhythmic, decisive, purposeful, confident stride. My captor wanders in the night, ignoring me.


    Questions ricochet around my head. What was he doing while I was asleep? What is he doing right now? Why doesn’t he just come and have his way with me?


    A doorknob turns. I freeze. A click and a screech, followed by thumps on the stairs.


    I can hear him breathe. He is a meter away, looking at me lying defenseless. He crouches by the mattress.


    “Be still!”


    I hold my breath.


    I feel the cold touch of a metal object on my belly. I shudder. He replaces the object with his palm and presses me down. I calm down and surrender to his overwhelming strength.


    “Don’t move,” he says. His palm moves up and grabs the bottom of my shirt. He tugs it down for a moment. I’m not moving this time. I hear the familiar sound of a pair of scissors. My heart rate rises and breathing quickens. My chest heaves as he slowly cuts my shirt. He comes closer and closer to my slender neck. I hold my breath again.
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    I hear one last snip, and he lets go the fabric. Now unable to contain my heaving breasts, my shirt opens like a torn curtain and leaves my well-endowed chest exposed.


    As soon as the cool air hit my bared nipples, chills go down my spine. I can feel his gaze on my big tits, now spread freely over my ribcage. The anticipation of his touch turns my nipples into diamonds.


    His touch doesn’t come. I feel a tug on the remains of my shirt, now split open. He cuts the straps and pulls it. The cloth grazes my bound arms and fly away. I hear it hit a distant wall and fall down.


    I lie still with my heart pounding. I cannot tell what he’s doing, what he is thinking… I find out a second later, when I feel the touch of the cold metal on my thigh.


    He cuts the sides of my shorts one by one. Then he pulls it away quickly, even before I could gasp. A breeze hits my pussy lips first. The realization that I’m fully exposed in front of my mysterious captor hits me a few seconds later.


    Will he touch me there? No, pauses, and then stands up and walks away. I lie still, completely naked, shivering from cold and excitement. My heart is about to explode.


    “Please!”


    He stops. I dare not continue. I don’t know what to say. All I want is to stop him before he leaves me alone again.


    After a pause that feels like eternity, he approaches me. He crouches down. One knee digs into the mattress near my shoulder. “Close your eyes,” he orders. I comply. He grabs the backpack that covers my confused head, and pulls. My head slips out and falls back on his waiting palm. He places the bag under my head like a pillow and lets my hair fan out on it like a princess.


    The temptation to open my eyes grows stronger as he gently places my head on the makeshift pillow, but I resist. I dare not defy his command. I’m a good girl, and good girls do as they are told.


    He changes position. He is at the foot of the mattress now. He grabs my legs and pulls them up. He cuts the piece of plastic that tied my ankles and puts the scissors on the concrete floor. Despite this unexpected liberation, my ankles rest crossed in his palm. I dare not part them or pull them away. I wait for his next move.


    Then, suddenly, he grabs my feet by the arches, one in each hand. He pauses for a moment and opens my legs like a book. Even though I expected something like this to happen from the very beginning, this move surprises me. I gasp and hold my breath once again, my eyes still firmly shut. He separates and pushes my feet forward. My knees buckle, bend, and part wide, leaving my excited crotch fully exposed to my attacker.


    He stops for a brief moment to grab my ankles firmly, then moves in between them. Another wave of excitement washes over my confused body. Cool air licks my inner thighs, and makes me shiver. I can’t see, but I feel like my pussy opens like a flower.


    He lets my left ankle go. I try to keep my leg in the air as he left it. I wonder where his hand went.


    Suddenly, I feel a touch on my clit. It’s just a gentle graze of a fingertip, but it’s enough to make every single nerve ending on my body shriek in panic. The excitement overwhelms me and drives my mind to the brink of insanity.


    Once my shivers start to abate a little, he starts to move his finger around my pink button. It slips between the lips and comes out of the other end fully covered in my juices. Then it goes back in, and out, and in, and out again… I’m delirious… breathless.


    Then it leaves my labia and disappears all of a sudden. My pubic mound lifts in search of its touch but finds nothing but a cool air current. It drops back on the mattress, frustrated.


    This disappointment dissipates but a second later, when it touches me again, this time at the lower end of my labia, at the entrance of my wet, inexperienced womanhood. It instantaneously sends ripples of passion all around my body, and my hole contracts with desire. He pauses for a moment and pushes further inside. My hole is surprised by the size and shape of the intruder. I suddenly realize that it’s not his finger. Panic engulfs my mind, but I can offer no real resistance. I lie subserviently, with my legs spread, my eyes closed, my heart pounding.


    His organ moves inside bit by bit, slowly, gently. He takes his time. He knows that I’m under his complete control. I feel my body split around his manhood. He defeats my initial defenses easily and stops with half of his cock buried in me. He waits for me to react, and my body does, independently from my stunned mind. My muscles contract and squeeze the intruder, not to push back but to feel more of it. Finally, he decides to end my suffering and shoves it in.
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    He fills me so forcefully, so deep, I feel like I have nothing but his cock inside me. I’m just a sheath, a sleeve, a cockwarmer. My body was made as a holder, to keep it warm, to cradle it, to rub it, to please it. It is a moment of realization. I find my purpose. Everything makes perfect sense. It is so simple and liberating. I now know why I exist.


    Emboldened by my meek response to his assault, he starts to move back and forth. He pulls back a little and shoves it in again, with faster and stronger thrusts.


    What I realized a moment ago, he already knew. I belong to him. I exist to please him.

  

  
    The Call


    After “Sluts in Training 02”


    


    The phone started ringing and made her jump from where she lay. Still drowsy, she sat up in confusion and looked around to see if there was anyone around to answer it. She remembered that she was alone in the office, using the rare opportunity to take a quick nap while he was in a meeting. She had been so happy when he decided to take his sexretary Allison with him this time instead of her.


    The phone kept ringing. She silently cursed the caller who ruined her much-needed interrape rest. She knew well that editorial meetings never lasted long. Perhaps long enough for four, or three slow blowjobs. Even less, perhaps.


    The ringing stopped. She exhaled in relief, put her head back on her little pillow with frayed frills, and pulled her knees to her stomach. She didn’t have a cardboard box here at the office, but she was too used to sleeping curled up like this now.


    As usual, she was naked except for the usual latex arm and leg sleeves. These were the only items of clothing she was allowed to wear since she completed her training. She had several sets in varying colors. Each came with matching leather collars and silicon tailplugs, of course. She barely felt them any more. Her brain was now completely retuned to ignore the constant pain in her secondary fuckhole and the abrasion around her slender neck. The limb sleeves didn’t bother her either, since they didn’t cover the fuckable and whippable parts of her body. The one thing that still annoyed her was the fingerless gloves. She really missed being able to use her fingers.


    As soon as she closed her eyes, the phone started to ring again. She sat up once more and frowned, as if she could destroy the fucking noise machine with her mind. Unsurprisingly, her nonexistent powers of telekinesis didn’t work.


    She turned to the door and listened to determine wether anyone was close enough to interfere. Unfortunately, for the first time in years, it was as silent as a graveyard out there. She turned back to the phone. Maybe she could…


    No! She wasn’t allowed to… But… maybe she didn’t have to answer it. She could pick it up and drop it back?


    She approached the damned thing timidly, with one ear to the door. She reached with her left paw and tapped the end of the receiver clumsily. It worked. The ringing stopped. She froze and waited for a moment. Finally… peace?


    No. The moment she attempted to turn back to her pillow, it started to ring again. She angrily crawled to the table and hit the handset without thinking. A little harder this time, so it flew out of its socket and dropped on the floor. Realizing her mistake, she jumped a step back and reached for the thing with her two clumsy latex-clad fists.


    “Hello?” A deep male voice rose from the thing, which made her froze with it between her hands. “Hello? Mr Martin?”


    She opened her mouth to respond, but froze again. What would she say? Woof? She wasn’t allowed to speak. She of course occasionally talked to herself when she was sure that she was alone, briefly and quietly… She had to keep some semblance of sanity. But with a human? She wouldn’t dare.


    But… Perhaps… After all, he had no idea who she was. He wasn’t able to see her chained to the leg of the table in full puppygirl attire, with a big buttplug keeping her master’s most recent load trapped in her secondary hole . She would be just a voice.


    She took a deep breath and tried to muster her courage. “Hello?” she whispered timidly, cleared her throat and repeated that simple word again, in a normal voice. “Hello?”


    “Ah, finally!” exclaimed the man, “I have been trying to reach him since this morning. This is Sean Spear from the CCR.”


    “Excuse me, Sir,” she stammered. “CCR?” She was relieved a bit. For some reason she had expected him to realize that she was a woofer-pup and immediately call the BFA on her. He hadn’t.


    “Cunt Creek Ranch. We are a pony training company up north.”


    Kimberly froze again. She forgot to breathe for a while. His voice brought her back . “Hello? Are you there?”


    “Excuse me, Sir,” she said quickly. “Cunt Creek Ranch… ponygirls, you say? I don’t know if… I don’t think we have any…” She cleared her throat again. “May I ask what this is about, Sir?”


    “Yes, of course. I have a slut named Gale Martin here. She voluntarily joined our special whorsie program a while ago. She told us that her husband liked ponygirls and she wanted to train as one, you know, as a gift for him. She also told us to never go easy on her, not to let her go even if she begged for it, until her husband comes and picks her up.”
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    “I see,” said Kim, now wearing a widening grin on her beautiful face. “Ms Martin, yes. My… boss’s wife. Yes, I know all about that. Such a loyal, dedicated, steadfast woman.”


    “She was indeed dedicated and steadfast for a long while,” replied the man, “but she began causing some problems lately.”


    “Oh? What kind of problems?” asked the puppygirl, now getting more and more comfortable in her fake sexretary persona.


    “She insists that there was a mistake with her application. She says she wasn’t serious when she told us not to heed her pleads. I would ignore that anyway, but she sometimes does things that worries me… You know, she might have some mental issues, or something.”


    “Oh?” Kim smiled, “could you elaborate, Sir?”


    “For one thing, she repeats weird phrases again and again. Something about a Kimberly, a puppygirl, I think. She keeps saying ‘Kimberly is an empty-headed whore puppy.’ Does that mean anything to you?”


    Kim bit her lower lip, suppressing a laughter. “No, Sir. Doesn’t ring a bell.”


    “Anyway. This number was on her application form, so I wanted to call and check in with her husband. Is Mr Martin there? I’d like to talk to him and confirm if he wants us to complete the program. We still have a couple weeks to go.”


    “Yes, no, no, he isn’t… Mr Martin is in a me-… on a business trip abroad.” Kim said hurriedly. She paused for a moment, thinking. Her grin returned. “But he left clear instructions about his wife’s training, in case something like this happened.”


    “Very good,” the man said. Kim kept expecting him to suspect her after her every response, but he never seemed to doubt her. Of course, he had no reason to. Important men didn’t bother to use phones themselves. They had sexretaries for that. “So, about the rest of the program…”


    “Yes, Sir,” Kim said, and started to make up instructions with a monotone reading voice. She was trained as a journalist and a writer. She was good at coming up with bullshit on the spot. “Rule one. Never listen to her pleads to stop the training, and do not refrain from punishing her in the harshest way possible if she continues to do so. I guess you already knew about this rule, Sir.”


    “Yes. She told us that herself.”


    “Right. I also see that My Boss added a note on the side, that simply says ‘riding crop on the tits.’ I think that’s something extra, or…”


    “That’s fine. We’ll add it to the routine.”


    “Very good. I also have a list here. It goes like this… Fully naked with tall heels, rough crotch-rope, spider-gag, nipple clamps, large butt-plug, heavy metal collars and shackles…” She paused for a moment, overwhelmed by the rush. She was wet as hell, and her mind was on fire. She took a deep breath to control her voice and continued. “… one hour whippings in the mornings, afternoons, and evenings, front and back. Twice as long if she resists or complains.”


    “That discipline regime may be too much for our program, to be honest,” the man replied. “But I’ll instruct her trainers to make the necessary alterations to her regimen. Luckily, she is one of the favorite playthings of our discipline team.”


    “Understandable,” Kim smiled. “She is our favorite too. We all love her… here at the office, I mean.”


    “Anything else?” the man asked. He no longer had any urgency in his voice. He sounded satisfied and wanted to end the conversation as soon as possible.


    “No Sir,” Kim said, herself eager to quit before she made a mistake that could raise suspicion.”


    “By the way, who did I talk to? What’s your name?”


    “Uh… My name is… Lea, Lea Esahore. I’m Mr Martin’s sexretary and harem organiser. I handle his slaves and puppies, Sir.”


    “Ah? And his wife, I guess?”


    “I guess,” laughed Kimberly, no longer able to hide her delight. Thankfully, her laughter wasn’t that out-of-place at this point in the conversation.


    “Very well,” he said. “Her whorsie training program ends in… let me see here… in 12 days, so I expect Mr Martin to come and pick her up on the 24th?


    “Yes, Sir!” Kim chirped happily. “I have to mention. Mr Martin’s schedule is rather unpredictable, and delays happen occasionally. So… in the unlikely event where he fails to arrive on the… um… 24th… can I trust you to keep Ms Martin there and continue to follow the instructions I relayed?” She held her breath. She would cross her fingers, if she could move them.


    “No problem,” he replied apathetically. “We have plenty of room in the stables anyway. But her fee covers only her training. After that, she has to earn her keep. Let your boss know, sexretary. If he doesn’t show up on time, I’ll put her on heavy cart duty and make her haul feed and equipment between barns.”


    “Oh no, we don’t want that to happen,” said Kimberly, trying her best to sound serious this time.


    He ended the conversation abruptly. “How rude!” she thought. For the man, she wasn’t a puppy, she was a free-woman. Couldn’t he at least say “good day” or something?


    She chuckled. Why didn’t she tell him to relay a message to Lea. Perhaps a simple, one word message, like “woof!”


    She imagined Lea’s face, contorted by a rusty bridle. She visualized her perplexed expression turning into one of rage, and then, ultimately, total defeat.


    She placed the receiver back on the phone with surprising dexterity and crawled back to her pillow. Maybe she still had some time for a quick shuteye?


    The door opened the moment she assumed fetal position. It was Kitts, her former boss and current owner. Miss Spankybutt, his real sexretary-slash-suckpuppy, quietly followed him in on her hands and knees. Allison had been enslaved and puppified even before Kim, but she wasn’t properly trained at the infamous Cummypaws Obedience School. More importantly, she was still allowed to speak and wear normal clothes… most of the time. Apparently she was too good a sexretary to be completely broken and turned into a “woofer.”


    Kim had liked Allison a lot when she worked here. She was always helpful and friendly. Of course, they had a radically different relationship back then. She was Kimberly Muttson, star reporter of the channel, and the blonde was just a young office girl on slavery track. But now, they were Miss Yummycunt and Miss Spankybutt, and Kim resented the young blonde a bit for being allowed to retain a piece of humanity while she was reduced into a total dumb bitch. She knew it was unfair of her to feel that way, but that was the reality. And reality sucked.


    But not today. It was a great day. She just had the best, most satisfying phone conversation of her life. She felt great. She felt giddy, playful… horny!


    She quickly jumped onto her knees, raised her paws, and rolled her tongue out to assume proper greeting posture. Kitts patted her on the head and sat down on his chair.


    “Whenever I’m trying to talk to the fucking bunch of imbeciles in that meeting room, I regret turning you into a simple dog, Kimmy,” he said with a tired expression on his fat face. This made her perk up a little. “But then, I remember what a wonderfully tight pussy you have. Come and sit on my lap, doggie. Let’s give you a good spin before lunch, eh?


    “Woof!” yelled Miss Yummycunt, and climbed onto her owners lap without hesitation. The man grabbed her by the pigtails, placed her on his cock, and penetrated her pussy. She relaxed her body and let him use her on his own rhythm as usual, just like a mindless fucktoy… but this time, she added a little happy dance.
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    Horrowtide


    After ‘Birthday Girl 11’


    

  

  
    Part 1


    “Finally!” yelled Lucas, the moment Theo appeared from behind the corner with a six-pack of beers. “You took your time, asshole!”


    Theo snatched two cans and tossed them to his two best mates sitting on the wall. “Sorry bro, I had to stop by the Garcias’. That cantankerous old fuck brought his wife and two daughters to the front yard.”


    “What the hell? Are they fuckable? You fucked one?”


    “Naaah, but I jerked off and came on their mother’s face. She has a collection bucket dangling from her neck. Unfortunately, the daughters are locked in a display case.”
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    “Display cases? Fuck that bastard, man! I was hoping to shove mine in Juana’s mouth this year.”


    “Juana? Are you kidding me? Daniela is the better sister, by far,” commented Oliver.


    “I don’t disagree, and that’s why I thought I had a chance with Juana. Daniela is guaranteed to get a good price anyway, so I was sure Garcia wouldn’t let anyone fuck her face. But with Juana, people would like to try before they decide to buy, you know?”


    “They both look very alluring on their knees if you ask me,” said Theo. “But those tits on Daniela! Oh man!”


    “Are they naked?”


    “Completely. Took a lot of pictures. Wanna see?”


    “Yesss! Gimme!” Lucas grabbed the phone from Theo’s hand and hunched over it. “Good looord! Look at that fucksome bod! She’ll definitely bring five digits, I’m telling you.”


    “She’s very beautiful, I have to admit,” said Oliver, “but five digits? Nah man, I’d guess seven, perhaps eight grand max.”


    The three spent a few minutes sipping beer and looking at the detailed images of the Garcia sisters.


    “So,” said Theo, ending the awkward silence. “What about you guys? What are you bringing out for the Horrowtide?”


    “My sis,” said Oliver dryly. “But don’t get your hopes up, pervs. Dad bought a display cage to put her in. And she’ll be wearing a bikini or something.”


    “Helen, right? She’s great,” said Theo. “I’m sure she’ll attract a crowd even without her holes on display. Some mystery is always good anyway.”


    “Yeah. That strategy certainly worked wonders for my older sister Celine last year. Dad says he received ten offers for her before the day was over. I think he eventually sold her for 40% above the blue book price for her grade.”


    “Oh yeah. Who bought her again?”


    “Some retired journalist named Wilson. Doesn’t live too far away. I sometimes see him walk her at the park. So strange to see her crawling naked, leashed like a dog. I said hi to her once, and she woofed back at me with sad puppy eyes. It was so awkward.”


    “I see what you mean,” nodded Theo. “That’s why I never go to Fucca’s Pizza at the mall. My mom is a urinal in their bathroom.”


    “I know,” snickered Lucas. “That’s one of the reasons I eat there every other day. I loooove pissing down your mommy’s throat.”


    “Fuck you!” said the other, but didn’t really seem angry. The boys often teased each other like this. “What about your mom and sisters, Lucas? You talk a big game, badmouth old Garcia for displaying his daughters in inaccessible boxes. Will your mommy and sisters be lined up in front of your house, ready to take cock from horrowdusk to horrowdawn?”


    “Hell yeah!” replied the boy proudly. “My mom, aunt Hillie, and my sisters Isla and Ella. No display cases. All will be kneeling by the sidewalk, chained to the fence. Limitless blowjobs. I think aunt Hillie will be available for assrapes too. Anything less would be unacceptable for my dad. He is a party member, you know.”


    “Good for him,” said Theo. “Perhaps I’ll give Isla’s mouth a try later. She is very cute. Ella too. Hard to believe you three came out of the same babymaker, you fugly fuck.”


    All laughed. They opened their second beers.


    “Did you know,” started Oliver after a while, “that the word horrowtide comes from Fittish?”


    “Really? Hey, you are part Fittish aren’t you?” asked Theo.


    “On my father’s side, yeah. I don’t speak a word though. My dad doesn’t either, but he keeps going about how the tradition was brought here from Fittmark.”


    “The tradition? Horrowtide? Displaying and/or whoring the females of the family from dusk to dawn? That’s complete bullshit. I’m pretty sure it’s a recent creation of the regime,” objected Theo. “Not that I’m complaining about that.”


    “No, seriously. Dad says the word comes from ‘hororrad,’ which literally means ‘row of whores.’ And tide means time, so…”


    “Did you say horror?” asked Lucas and hurled his empty beer can across the street. The thing barely missed the young blonde girl chained to the huge oak in front of the Handerson residence and hit the metal box that held her blowjob earnings. “I’ll get you next time, Nelly,” he yelled with a grin.”


    “Not horror. Horor. Plural for whore, I think. Anyway, that’s what dad says.”


    “Makes sense,” said Theo. “Horrow. Sounds very much like whore row, right? But then again, they could have invented it and come up with a semi-plausible origin story later?”


    “That’s subversive talk, you fucking asshole!” said Lucas. “Treasonous, even. If I ever said something like that at the dinner table, dad would beat the shit out of me.”


    “Right,” said Theo mockingly. “Our glorious leaders would never do something like that. This is a millennia old practice from… Fittmark, you say?”


    “Enough with this linguistic discussion,” waved Lucas. “So, I say we make a list of girls we want to try. We cannot possibly sample all the women in the area, right?”


    “Why not?” said Oliver. “We can just walk down the street, circle back from the bus stop. Couple blocks, fifty-sixty houses, that’s about a hundred women. Let’s say a quarter of them will be accessible and only half of those would be worth taking our dicks out for. We can do 12-13 girls, right?”


    “Five bucks each? Makes sixty. I have only 25 on me.”


    “Some are free samples,” said Lucas. “My aunt, for example.”


    Nobody wants to assfuck your aunt, you moron,” chuckled Theo.


    “Speak for yourself,” objected Oliver. “She is quite attractive for her age. I think I’ll give her a spin.”


    “Fine, let’s go then. It’s getting dark. All the shareable women must be lawned by now. I don’t want to stand in a long line for a mediocre blowjob.”


    The trio left their usual spot on the crumbling wall on the south side of the park, and started to walk down the festively lit main street. Horrowtide wasn’t a universally celebrated holiday, but it was slowly gaining popularity around the country, especially in the southwest. It was their response to the Harvest Festival, which was insanely popular in the north.


    About half of the houses on the street seemed to have females on display. Most of the women were middle-aged wives and other fuckworthy past-their-prime female relatives. There were also a few fresh ones who just turned rape-age.
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    “Lawnwhoring,” as it was colloquially referred to, was already a popular practice all year around. Men shared females of their household for many reasons. It could be a punishment or a reward for the women, or simply a way to earn their keep. It was also a good opportunity for the inexperienced ones to learn serving cock. During Horrowtide, however, people brought out the ‘good ones’ for the world to see, and sometimes, use.


    It was a good time to show off the goods. Have a daughter for sale? What better way to attract some suitors and bring up her price? Young girls were placed in front of the house in special display cases, in clear plastic boxes designed to keep them in kneeling position, often bound and naked. Some boxes would have cock access slots for blowjobs too.


    The trio made a few stops, took thousands of pictures, fondled a lot of tits, and fucked a couple of mouths. The crowd got bigger and bigger, turning the street into a huge party area. People were hanging around, chatting, drinking beer, raping women. Some hosts offered free beer with blowjobs, so the boys got drunker as they walked.


    “This is great!” yelled Lucas, slurring a little. “What a shindig! I’m really feeling it now. Forget about those stupid Garcia sisters, I think I’m gonna go back and throat Nelly instead. I don’t normally go for blondes, but…”


    “Go back? Are you crazy, motherfucker? Look at that crowd over there. Do you know where we are?”


    “Where are we?” asked the boy, feeling genuinely lost.


    “That house, It’s the Stevensons residence, dude! We have to see what kind of a feast those rich assholes prepared.”

  

  
    Part 2


    She knew something was off in the afternoon when a few of the neighbors started to do yard work. One or two, perhaps… but several? It wasn’t normal.


    She didn’t know what was going on. She never knew what was going on. She didn’t even know what day it was. In the beginning, she had been counting the days. She had just stopped after a while. What was the point? She was almost sure about the month, and the weather was a pretty good indicator of the season. She was constantly exposed to the elements in her little cabin, day and night, so it was impossible for her to be oblivious to the weather.


    Perhaps she could ask the slave who fed her twice a day and walked her around the neighborhood for ten minutes. Feeding minute was the only time her mask and gag were removed. The name was accurate. She had only one minute to finish her slop and drink her water. If she failed to do that, her gag was replaced and she’d go hungry until the next feeding. So there was no time to ask questions.


    She wasn’t allowed to talk anyway. Not in human words. She was a woofer.


    All she could hope for was hearing some useful information from passers-by. Sometimes she got lucky and caught bits and pieces. She had heard that there was a big explosion at the capital a while ago, for example. She didn’t know where, why, or how, but that was better than nothing.


    She rose from her blanket and left her cabin, then crawled a few circles around the portion of the yard she was confined in to stretch her legs. she approached the far end of the fence and looked around it to see what the unusual commotion was about. Her chain was just long enough for her to do that. It had been so much shorter in the beginning, but they had later given her more slack so she could reach the concrete basin where they could hose her down easily.


    It was mind boggling. How could a slightly longer chain make one so happy! That extension had practically quadrupled the size of her world. Now she could move around the yard. She could look around the fence.


    More amenities had followed. She was given a proper dog bowl and a suck-bottle first, then an old blanket to make her cabin a little cozier. A neighbor brought her a couple of dog-toys to play with. That was another unexpected jolt of happiness. Chewtoys she could not chew on because she was always gagged? She still liked to look at them. Their bright colors and tawdry designs amused her.


    She had nobody to interact with. Occasionally people mocked her as they passed by, and kids of the neighborhood enjoyed throwing things at her for fun. The young slavemaid who was in charge of her maintenance wasn’t allowed to talk to her. She experienced human contact only on anal rape days. It wasn’t a regular thing, and she had no idea why it happened. Some days, the maid would hang a sign on the fence and place a money-bucket next to her. She would then put her head on the ground, raise her ass in the air, and wait without moving an inch. She got assraped several times throughout the day by neighborhood men, and on rare occasions, their dogs too. They covered her in jizz, slapped her around a bit, and dropped a few bucks in her bucket.


    Perhaps this was how she earned her keep? She no longer was a wife, but a taxed property that costed a lot of money to maintain. If she didn’t bring in a few bucks every now and then, her owner could decide to cut his losses and get rid of her.


    As she reminisced, she continued to watch the Watson boys install a wooden platform in front of their house across the street. It started to look like a simple pillory after a while. When they were finally done constructing the thing, George Watson appeared from the house, dragging his wife Haley by the hair. She was naked except for stockings and heels. The woman was not a slave, so it was an unusual sight to behold. She looked reluctant and unhappy, but didn’t resist at all. Freewoman or not, a wife was her husband’s property, after all. The man forced his wife to bend down, locked her head in the pillory and hanged a bucket under her face pussy.
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    A pillory and a bucket? Haley Watson was to be lawned? Molly certainly hadn’t expected that to happen to that woman. Not this early, anyway. The redhead was George’s third replacement wife, and she was still quite young and fuckable. Only in her mid-twenties, she guessed. Was this a punishment for disobedience? Perhaps.


    A loud shriek from the other side of the road distracted her. A couple of houses over, another unusual scene was unfolding. Fergus Keyes, the portly accountant who never smiled or talked, was shoving his daughter Karen into what could be described as a glass box. Just like her older neighbor Haley, the girl was bare-chested and bottomless. Her hands were cuffed at her back and her ankles were tied together too. Keyes locked her in there and went back in the house ignoring the sobs and pleads of the young girl.


    She didn’t understand. The girl wasn’t accessible in that box, so she wasn’t being lawnwhored. But two men dragging their family members outside like this and humiliate them publicly? It couldn’t be a coincidence.


    She was startled when the front door opened with a screech. It wasn’t feeding time and she didn’t need a hosing. Another unusual development. Could it be her owner? Her heart skipped a beat with anticipation. He rarely used this door. Like the rest of the people in the house, he preferred the sliding door by the pool instead. Perhaps they didn’t want to be reminded of her, her ex-husband or her son. Everybody avoided her like the plague. Out of sight, out of mind.


    It wasn’t him, of course. Instead she saw the smiling face of Tawnie Puppycunt, looking incredibly sexy and coy at the same time. The dutiful slavemaid was the only human she had regular contact with. The girl wasn’t allowed to talk to her, but she always smiled at her during feeding anyway. It was impossible to hate the young brunette, even though Molly held her partly responsible for her downfall. She was mad at her husband, her son, the floozy who had replaced her, that fucking Carol and her little brat, and all the other fresh bitches walking around the house she built with her own hands… but not innocent little Tawnie. She was an angel.


    Her eyes opened wide when she spotted the shiny metal thing the girl carried. The bucket.


    But this time she brought something bigger too. No, it wasn’t the usual sign. Rather, it was a big, cumbersome whatchamacallit out of sturdy plastic. It looked like a folded cardboard box from where she knelt. Tawnie put the bucket down and dragged the thing next to it. She pulled the sides and unfolded it, easily transforming it into a simple rapemeat holder. Molly could see the holes where her head and limbs would fit. She could read the phrase “Happy Horrowtide” written in big festive letters over the holes.


    Horrowtide? Where did she hear that word before? “Must be a festival or holiday judging by the ‘happy’ part,” she thought. “Probably a new fad.”


    Tawnie stood back up and looked at her handwork for a second, adjusted its position and placed the bucket right in the middle. Then she came over and started to unlock Molly’s dog-mask.


    “You are allowed to talk tonight,” she said unexpectedly as she removed the dogwoman’s gag. “But not with me,” she quickly added when Molly opened her mouth in shock. “All your holes will be accessible to the public from dusk till dawn. One-buck fucks. You are going to properly greet your rapists, beg to be used, say your pleases and thank yous, and wish them happy horrowtide at the end. I was ordered to tell you all this. Nod if you understand.”


    She looked into Tawnie’s eyes gratefully and nodded. She was extremely happy to be released from her mask and leash. “Do you even know what horrowtide is?” asked Tawnie this time.


    Molly shook her head no.


    “Me neither, actually. But it doesn’t matter. Just say the thing, okay?” She paused and sighed. “It will be a long night.” Then she grabbed her chain and led her to the foldable fuckmeat holder, and secured her head and limbs in place.


    “I’ll go and bring out some lemonade for your customers,” said Tawnie when the puppified milf was fully restrained and ready to serve the neighbors. “I baked some cookies too. Your recipe, actually.” She smiled at her awkwardly again and went back into the house.


    When she finally returned with the treats several minutes later, Molly was already being roughly spitroasted by a couple of teenagers.
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    The Pilot


    After ‘Reckless’


    


    “Okay, let’s pause here for a moment.”
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    Ashe stopped sucking the man’s cock and sat back on her heels with a confused expression on her flushed face.


    “Is there a problem with the scene, Sir? Or… Oh… I hope I wasn’t sucking too fast… I know you wanted a slow and-”


    A hard slap interrupted the young girl mid-sentence. Her eyes watered. Goran Lopov rarely slapped his fuckmeat during rapes, but on the rare instances he did, he hit with full force.


    “Your blowjob tempo is fine. The pacing of the opening scene isn’t. I want the scene to be longer. The camera should go in and out of cells and labs, dwelling on multiple rapes and torture sessions. We can even show a number of women who are about to be mutilated, delimbed, even snuffed. Ruthie, take note.


    Lopov’s loyal sexretary took her tongue out of his asscrack for a moment to jot notes down on the copy on her lap.


    “Yes Sir. Longer scene. Longer focus on rapes. Show mutilations.”


    “Alright. You may continue.”


    The two women on their knees leaned forward to resume the rim-blow they have been ordered to perform as the studio executive reviewed the first draft of the pilot. He turned a few pages frantically until he found the part he wanted to focus on.
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    “Let’s see. Two years later… Right. She is infiltrating the Butcher’s lair in this scene… You have to rework this entirely. We’ll shorten the part she fights her way in. She’s not allowed to use violence against men. We’ll do the robot henchmen and mind-controlled female drones thing. A few chick-fight scenes with big tits flapping around.”


    He looked down at Ashe, who had another surprised expression on her face.


    “I-know-I-know! Yes, we had to change all those scenes in the Felis movie too. New entertainment regulations from the ministry. No more depictions of female-on-male violence in media. Female characters can fight only other females, robots, monsters or aliens.”


    He chuckled and rolled his eyes. “Our lawyers think that we should make sure that even these aliens and monsters cannot be identified as male.”


    He grabbed Ashe by the hair and pulled her head back. “What do you think? Can you do that without changing the plot?”


    “Yes Sir,” she said, after swallowing his pre-cum. “Mind-controlled female drones sound good. Perhaps they can be the other girls Doctor Pullermann rapexperimented on. We can insert some exposition in the dialogue, you know, about The Butcher capturing some of those girls and manipulating them with mind-control collars, injections, chips, or something.”


    “Or something,” he said and roughly shoved his cock back in her mouth. Ashe found her balance on her knees and continued to suck him off obediently. “The part where the Butcher captures her is fine. You’ve done a very good job there.”
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    “Perfect!” said Lopov as he unloaded into Ashe’s obedient throat. “This Butcher, I like his style. If I didn’t know better, I could say you modeled this despicable psycho after me, Aeryn.”


    She looked up without stopping. He wasn’t too far off in his guess.


    He pulled out of her mouth and dropped the script on the table. She sat back on her heels and waited for his next command. Ruth too stopped rimming her boss and brought him a chair to sit on.


    “Bring me an energy drink… and Firedoll,” he ordered.


    Ashe rushed to the mini fridge on the corner to fetch a highly caffeinated erector drink, and Ruth pulled the trolley with the “reduced” movie star in it.


    “Go and start designing that monster, Ashe,” ordered the man as he picked Flo up and started to jerk off using her. The girl looked fully resigned and emotionless. Ashe couldn’t tell if she was drugged or not. It was impossible to watch this cruel act and not think of the scene with the giant monster and Holli Kau. She lowered her eyes in horror.


    “Give me different versions, little cunt,” ordered the man. “Do one with two cocks, one with tentacles, one with cybernetic parts. You know, do your thing.”
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    The Main Ingredient


    After ‘Karma 02’


    


    “Are the maid-cunts ready?”


    “Yes Sir,” nodded Beatrice, as the small group watched the helicopter descend to the pad. “I prepped seven of our best protocol virgins to attend to our guest’s needs, and 13 more in case she requests replacements or…”


    Cyrus Savarkar waved his hand to shut the young sexretary up and walked towards the now landed helicopter. Two slavegirls in uniform rushed to the vehicle ahead of him to assist their guest get off.


    “Miss DiFotze,” the portly man exclaimed with opened arms. The tall woman jumped out with a stern expression on her face, pulled three platinum-blonde puppygirls out of the cabin and handed their leashes to one of the slavegirls.


    “Mr Savarkar,” she greeted with the least friendly voice imaginable. She threw a quick glance at the coy looking sexretary standing next to him, and turned her attention to the huge facility rising behind the welcoming committee.


    “So, this is where the magic happens, eh? The home of the world-famous Stallion Milk!”


    “Yes Ma’am,” the man responded deferentially. “We are incredibly honored by your visit. The staff is very excited too. They cannot wait to meet the illustrious Maria DiFotze, now our biggest shareholder.”


    Beatrice pursed her lips. It was the first time she had seen her boss speak to a woman in such a respectful tone. Of course, Maria was not just a woman. She was the daughter of the richest man in the world, Hermann DiFotze, owner of countless mega corporations, and if the rumors were to be believed, a few smaller nations on the map. He wasn’t Pussianan by birth, yet he owned most of the country and a decisive portion of its politicians anyway.


    As a woman, Maria was an anomaly. Unlike her father, she had Pussianan citizenship through her mother, and she spent most of her time in the country. She lived her life in full throttle, partying non-stop, leaving a path of destruction behind her. She was always followed by a small private army of bodyguards and a baggage train of paparazzi, but she was also rumored to “go incognito slumming” from time to time. People often claimed to spot her crashing neighborhood parties, visiting so-called “garage-brothels,” and playing with cheap “lawn-whores.” Some even accused her and her inner circle of friends for organizing illegal raperaids in lower income areas.


    Beatrice had no idea if any of that was true or not. Perhaps all that stuff was fabricated by the media to denigrate the strong-willed woman? Protected by her family’s money and clout, Maria was practically untouchable after all, and the only way to attack her was to write lies about her. Regardless, the sexretary could clearly see the effect the woman created around her. She looked, talked, and walked like a goddess. Even the fat fuck who treated all the females around him as cheap fuckmeat was magically transformed into a scared kitty in her presence.


    Savarkar was not a total psycho like many others Beatrice had served under, but he was not a nice man either. He raped her regularly, of course, and other bareneck femployees too, but Beatrice didn’t mind. Sexual relief was one of her functions clearly listed in her job description, and the man wasn’t a beater. He was often easily satisfied with a quick throating.


    “This is Beatrice Jument, my personal ass-instant,” introduced the man suddenly, making the young sexretary jump in panic. “She prepared twenty virgins to attend to your needs during your visit. Please feel free to let her know if you require anything else. She’ll be more than happy to assist you in any way possible.”


    “How do you do, ma’am?” she curtsied. Maria’s gaze barely touched her big hazel puppy eyes and moved on. This disappointed the sexretary. She felt silly for hoping to impress the woman with her “begging for blowjob” face.


    “I don’t think I’ll stay that long,” she said and started to walk towards the facility. “I’m not interested in seeing a bunch of stallions mounting phantom-mares or being sucked off by machines. I just want to see my ‘donations’ in action.” She turned to Savarkar without breaking pace. “I trust you have already put them to use. The pictures you sent me looked a bit… how should I put it? Staged?”


    “I assure you ma’am,” Savarkar answered hastily, “they are all in there, taking real cocks. Big ones… The biggest ones we have in our stables, actually. The photos were taken by our PR department. They probably tried to make the process look a bit more humane than it really is. Force of habit.”


    “Very good,” said Maria. “The more inhuman the process is, the more satisfying it becomes.”


    Something in the woman’s voice made Beatrice shiver. Was that how pure evil sounded like?


    When the news about DiFotze buying the majority shares in the company broke a couple months ago, Beatrice had been excited like the rest of the staff. The company hadn’t been doing well at all at the time, constantly losing chunks of its small market share to its bigger competitors like Swiney’s and DoggieJizz, so when the DiFotzes decided to pour their endless money into their coffers, everybody was relieved.


    Beatrice didn’t think this would change anything at first. Immediately after the move, DiFotzes started to make unusual demands. One of the most important ones was creating a special product line that implemented real women as “jump-mares,” instead of the usual mechanized phantom sperm-extractors. The new product was to be called “All-Natural StallionMilk” and marketed as such, the main ingredient fully extracted by use of slavegirls.


    Of course, the process was far from being “natural.” First and foremost, it was slow, inefficient, and difficult to implement. But also, anybody with half a brain could predict that it would create extra costs because of the high AFT rates and rapid turnover of broodmares. Regardless, the stallions seemed to like the girls better than the phantom mounts.


    Difotzes didn’t just pump money into the operation, but also provided some ‘material support’ as well. The first batch of fuckmeat for the new section was sent by Maria DiFotze herself. Some staff members immediately recognized former friends and foes of the infamous socialite among the arriving slaves, which perpetuated the rumor that Maria was using the StallionMilk program to punish females who had wronged her in the past.


    Beatrice hadn’t given any credence to that rumor at all… Not until she heard the cold disdain in the woman’s voice just a moment ago.


    “We built a special facility for ‘natural extraction’ of the main component,” explained Savarkar as they turned the corner and a rustic looking two-storey building was revealed. The sign above the gate read “DiFotze Ranch.” The man looked into the woman’s eyes carefully to see if Maria was pleased, but she appeared completely unimpressed by the naming gesture. “We made it look like old-school stables, with wooden panels, dirt floor, classic jugs, all that stuff you requested. We also built a small field hospital for the broodmares. The process takes quite a toll on their bodies. We treat them over there when they are rendered unfuckable.” He stopped when a slight frown appeared on Maria’s face. “I hope you don’t have a problem with that.”


    “No,” she replied after thinking for a few seconds. “I trust you put them back in jump-mare duty as soon as their holes are restored?”


    “Of course,” Savarkar grinned. “We never waste viable fuckmeat here.” He slapped Beatrice on the butt. She forced a smile.


    They arrived at the entrance of the special stables. the sexretary perked up and took a deep breath. She had played an active role in the process of creating this new section of the facility, but she had never visited it in person. The impressions relayed by the femployees who had seen it were always scary, so she expected to see hell beyond those big wooden doors.


    Uniformed slavegirls opened the gates for the visitors to enter. A cacophony of muffled screams and moans welcomed the group immediately. Apart from that terrifying detail, the place looked normal, like a classic stable as Savarkar described. A wide, seemingly endless corridor divided the building into two, with spacious wooden stalls lining up on either side. The foreman welcomed them at the gate and led them to one of the stalls.


    Beatrice froze in shock. Eyewitness stories weren’t exaggerated at all. If anything, they didn’t reflect the real horror these poor women were facing.


    The first thing the sexretary saw as soon as they arrived was a heavily bruised round bottom glowing with purplish red color. Her eyes were immediately drawn to the gaping orifice, filled to the brim with viscous white stuff. Cum flowed down her legs into a sack, which funneled it into a metal jug beneath her tied legs. The poor mare’s fuckhole was barely recognizable. It took the young sexretary a few seconds to understand which orifice she was looking at.


    “We prefer assrapes,” explained the foreman as he circled the naked woman tightly bound onto a metal frame that provided easy assess to her genital area. “Jump-mares last longer that way. AFT rates increase dramatically if the primary is utilized.”


    “Very good,” said Maria and walked around to look at the heavily raped woman’s face.


    “Ah!” she smiled. “Hello, Leena. Long time no see.” This made the bound woman shudder. Beatrice couldn’t see the captive’s face from where she was standing, but she could see the poor woman violently struggle against her restraints. She also muttered something nasty into her oversized gag, but that desperate act only widened Maria’s victorious grin.


    The rumors were true. These women were not just jump-mares whose sole function was to extract horse semen.


    They were Maria DiFotze’s enemies being punished for some slight.


    “A former acquaintance of mine,” she giggled when Savarkar looked at her with questioning eyes. Apparently even the boss wasn’t aware of the true purpose of this program. She turned to the foreman, ignoring the effect the revelation created among the group. “I understand this one was utilized recently. How long do you have to wait before she can be raped again?”


    “Two hours, sometimes three,” replied the man. We have to drain her fully first. Then we apply the necessary ointments to the fuckhole for quick recuperation, inject her with stimulants…If our resident fem-vets greenlight it, we bring in another stallion and repeat the process. One jump-mare can extract 6 full loads a day on average. Up to 8, if we don’t let them sleep. Roughly a liter.”


    “Wonderful!” exclaimed DiFotze. That haughty, indifferent bitch-face she had when she arrived was now gone. Her blue eyes glowed with infernal joy. “I guess Leena here will be taking a break now. Can I see another one in action?”


    “Of course”, said the man, “please follow me.”


    They passed a number of stalls which contained one or two women each, some recently well-pounded and oozing semen, some being prepped to be mounted soon. They finally arrived at a two-girl stall where a black stallion was getting ready to meet his bride for the day. He faced a tough choice. On the left side lay a young redhead, with short hair, slender body, and big fearful eyes. Next to her lay an athletic beauty with raven hair that matched the groom’s mane. Both were heavily restrained and tied down on a metal frame with leather-covered attachments for the big boy to rest his forelegs on.


    “Perfect!” exclaimed Maria when she recognized the duo. The two recognized her back. Just like Leena, they struggled in their unforgiving fuckframes and shouted unintelligible cursewords into their gags.
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    “May I present Excavator, one of our best,” introduced the man proudly and pointed at the slender redhead. “He was about to mount number 67 here. She is a very g-”


    “No!” interrupted Maria. “This one. I want him to rape this one.”


    “I’m sorry, but she’s still recuperating,” the foreman said. “She took a big one only 20 minutes ago. We just finished draining her, so…”


    “I don’t care,” said Maria. “I want that monster mount this one and fuck her as violently as possible.”


    The foreman turned to Savarkar in confusion. “But she could-”


    “Don’t worry about her,” Maria assured. “You’ll have 160 more broodmares before the stud is finished with this worthless cunt. The trucks are on their way.”


    This news made Savarkar smile. He nodded to the foreman, who commanded his men to redirect Excavator toward the raven haired woman. Beatrice looked at the poor thing in the eyes, expecting to see terror and despair. Instead, she saw pure hatred and no tears.


    “This is great,” said Maria as the horse climbed over the frame and penetrated the restrained young woman with the help of his handlers. She then turned and scanned the accompanying group. “You, the ass-instant,” she said after a brief evaluation, pointing at Beatrice. “Come here and get down on your knees. You’ll lick my pussy while I’m enjoying this spectacle.”


    “Yes ma’am,” she replied coyly. “It will be my pleasure.”

  

  
    Third Time’s the Charm


    After ‘the Stevensons’ p. 1076


    

  

  
    01


    The building was made out of cheap materials that provided no noise isolation. One could clearly hear everything that happened in the neighboring rooms or in the common area outside. On one side, several friends were playing some kind of boardgame. On the other side, a girl was being raped by an unknown number of assailants.


    Despite the ruckus around them she managed to silence her thoughts and relax a bit after a few minutes. She had dabbled in meditation all her life, studied relaxation techniques, and even attended some special retreats, so she had developed the ability to tune out the world whenever she needed. These techniques she had learned and practiced for so long helped her concentrate better and made her one of the top performers in her class.


    She slowed down and opened her eyes timidly to look at the boy’s face when he moved his legs unexpectedly. His eyes were closed. He looked content. Relieved, she continued to suck his cock at medium pace. She hadn’t benn ordered to bring him to climax after all. It was a “soft-and-slow.”


    She knew she wasn’t the ideal fuckslave, but she considered herself an above-average cocksucker. She’d had a lot of practice since she had come to Pussiana, voluntarily and involuntarily, like every female in this country of course. More importantly, she enjoyed it most of the time. Giving head was a good way to clear one’s head. Blowjobs could often be repetitive enough to be considered a form of meditation, especially when the cocksucker was given some agency and freedom to perform the way she wanted.


    Men rarely let it happen, of course. More often than not, blowjobs turned into violent skullfucking towards the end. She didn’t like that part at all.


    She checked his face again. He was still relaxed and enjoying it.


    She closed her eyes and continued to serve dutifully. Her position was far from optimal. It was rather hard to maintain her balance with her wrists tied at the back, and the cheap carpet was chafing her knees with every bob of her head. Still, she didn’t mind the discomfort. She wasn’t important. The only thing that mattered was his pleasure.


    She owed him. Her life was his.


    It was now official too.


    Her eyes immediately shifted to the single page document that lay on the bed. It was her “ownership certificate.” The title deed to her body, now reduced to nothing but a 20-year old piece of mediocre fuckmeat. He had downloaded and printed it out a few minutes ago, before ordering her to suck his cock.


    She was property. She had a new owner, a new name, and a new purpose.
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    All those unsettling thoughts creeping back in her mind… She shook them off again by concentrating on the big fat dick between her full lips. No teeth… her tongue massaging from below… up and down… up and down… up and down…


    He let out a barely audible groan. She felt a tiny jolt of elation filling her brain. She continued to serve with greater enthusiasm and passion. Her new function in life was to give him pleasure. Nothing but pleasure and satisfaction. She mustn’t fail. Not again.


    Never again!


    She shuddered when regret hit her like a mental slap. She had been a stupid bitch. A stupid, ungrateful, no good whore. She deserved the horrible hell she had almost found herself in. It was pure luck that she was rescued at the last second. It must have been divine intervention, an impossible cosmic accident that gave her this miraculous second chance. Somehow, the universe had been too kind to her in the end, even though she managed to ruin the best thing in her life.


    “You may pick up the pace,” he said softly and brushed a few loose strands of hair behind her ear. She immediately started to go faster and deeper. It took her fifteen seconds to bring him to a climax. He unloaded in her mouth with a loud groan of pleasure. She gladly swallowed her reward without hesitation.


    When finished, she sat back on her heels and waited. She had no proper slave training and had no inkling about what she should do or say after utilization. If she were a bareneck, she would have climbed on top oh him and sit on his cock, probably. She desperately needed him to penetrate her at that moment. She wanted her knight in shining armor to screw her brains out. But she wasn’t a bareneck any more. Her thoughts, emotions, needs and desires meant nothing. She was a mere toy to be played with, not a human with her own will.


    So she knelt silently, waiting for her next command.


    He sat up straight and looked into her pretty eyes for a moment, which immediately made her avert her gaze and look down. It wasn’t the expression on his face, but the shame and guilt she felt.


    “I’m so sorry,” she mumbled.


    “No,” he said. “It was very good. I liked it a lot.”


    They weren’t talking about the same thing, obviously, but she was relieved that her oral service was satisfactory.


    She swooned and exhaled when he stroke her hair gently.


    “Get up. Come sit on my lap.”


    She hesitated for a moment, and stood up clumsily. Her hands were still tied at her back and her body wasn’t used to it yet. She gently sat on his left thigh. He wrapped his arm around her naked body and cupped her left breast. She gasped with a mixture of shame and desire.


    He picked the BFA-issued female ownership certificate with his free hand.


    “You didn’t say anything about the servonym I picked for you,” he said. “What do you think, Yummydummy?”


    “I think,” she started timidly, “my opinion doesn’t really matter. I’m just a sex slave, and…”


    “You’re not just a slave,” babe,” he said. “You’ll be my wife soon. As soon as I find the money for the marriage permit, I’ll take you to the Registrar’s.”


    “Oh god!” she exhaled and started to sob uncontrollably. “You’re being so good to me. I don’t deserve such kindness! After all I had done, you’re-”


    “Hush!” he interrupted and swept her tears away. “You made some bad decisions. That’s why I put the dummy in your servonym.” he smiled. “Well, that and the Registry kept declining the more flattering servonyms I came up with. What was it, seven rejections? Apparently there is some kind of algorithm that overrules names that aren’t humiliating enough. We are lucky the word ‘dummy’ wasn’t too mild for them.”


    “I love it,” she sniffled. “I love Yummydummy. It’s just… It’s too flattering for an ungrateful dumb cunt like me. You should have called me just that, actually. Dumbcunt! Dumbcuntwhoreingratemoronbitch. Fits much better.”


    “Come ooon,” he chuckled. “You’re being too hard on yourself. I won’t even call you Yummydummy, babe. It’s just for the Registry, or for formal occasions or whatever. To me you’ll always be Shivani. I just love the sound of your name. It’s soothing music to my ears.”


    He held her chin and kissed her on the lips. She immediately melted in his arms.


    “Now,” he said after a long mind-wiping make-out. “I’m sure you’re wondering, what’s going to happen now?”


    “Yes” mumbled Shivani. “Jay… he… I mean, I was enslaved only yesterday. My life didn’t really change. Just this band.” She touched the metallic button at the center of her BFA choker. “I think… I’ll have to pick up my stuff from my dorm, cancel the utilities and stuff, cancel my college meal plan… Oh my god! there are so many things I must do! We see girls getting enslaved and don’t even think about all that stuff they leave behind. I never really thought about that. What happens to their belongings?”


    “Technically, the girl’s owner owns her belongings too, of course,” Frank shrugged. He then grabbed her by the waist and raised her, then placed her on his rock-hard cock. She let out a scream as the rod penetrated her fully. “But mostly, people loot the stuff they like and the rest end up in the landfill. And don’t worry about your regular payments and such. When you’re registered, the state takes care of all that. They have an efficient system in place. There’s a BFA sub-directorate, called ‘female repurposing facilitation services,’ or something like that.”


    “Female repurposing?” she moaned as he moved her tight body up and down his shaft.
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    “Yes, see.” He stopped fucking her for a moment to pick up his phone, and logged on to his Registry account, then navigated to Shivani’s file. “Here. There’s a button next to your servonym. Says ‘activate full S2C transition.’ It terminates your financial obligations, transfers your possessions to your owner, replaces your birthname with your new servonym in all state records… You get the idea.”


    “It basically declares me dead,” She said with trembling lips. “Oh god! It’s true. I’m… I’m dead.”


    “Of course not, babe,” the boy chuckled and continued to fuck his new toy. “Your life doesn’t have to change in a drastic way. You can still attend classes and graduate, for example. I have no problem with that.”


    “Thank you… master,” said Shivani with a grateful smile. Frank never specified the manner she should address him, but she wanted to call him “master” anyway. She wanted to get used to it as soon as possible. So far, it felt weird. Just yesterday, Frank had been an ex-boyfriend who wasn’t in her mind. Today, he owned her.


    She wasn’t sure if she was supposed to switch to formal cuntspeak either. Calling Frank “master”was super easy compared to calling herself “this cunt.” The humiliation! She hoped he wouldn’t make her do that.


    “But I’ll live here with you, right? To serve you better, I mean. I’ll be at your disposal, day and night.”


    “Of course.” He smiled as he casually pulled out of her pussy and penetrated her asshole the next second. The hard rod tore her apart with surprising ease, despite the weak resistance her muscles put on initially. She suppressed a pained scream. It was the very first time a man ever entered her that way. She was surprised and confused for a long moment. “I guess you have a lot of questions about your new life,” he continued, seemingly oblivious to her pain.


    She managed to nod.


    “This entire thing was out of the blue for me too, you know,” he said. “I had no chance to think about it, so I cannot say how our schedule would look like right now. But of course, like every young man, I fantasized about having my own sex slave… a lot. And I had many fantasies about you. I even…” He stopped, seemingly embarrassed.


    “Even what?” she asked coyly. She was getting more used to getting fucked in the ass every passing minute. Perhaps her extensive experience in relaxation techniques was proving to be useful?


    “You know, after you broke up with me… I was a bit… sad… angry… very angry. I kept daydreaming about you… sneaking into your dorm room, kidnapping you, raping and torturing you until you would love me again. Silly, right? Just a fantasy of course.”


    “Oh?” exhaled the girl. “I’m so sorry that I hurt you Frank… master. As I said before… I was a fool. A dumb bitch cunt moron.” She paused for a moment and looked into his eyes. “ I think… you should do it.”


    “Do what?”


    “Torture me. Beat me up. Every day and every night. Make it a part of our daily routine. Hurt me… Rape me… Then hurt me again… I think… You need to.” She swallowed and continued before he could react. “And I need it too.”


    “I don’t know,” he said with a soft voice. “But the thought of hurting you, making you scream and cry… I’m ashamed to admit it, but it turns me on… so much. I think I always wanted to do it. Even more than I wanted to fuck you.”


    “Yes! Please. Make me pay! Punish me! I’ll suffer for you. I want to suffer for you, Frank!”


    He paused and looked at her for a spell. “You’ll call me master,” he said calmly. “And don’t worry. You’ll have your wish.”

  

  
    02


    The rest of the day was exhausting for Shivani. Propelled by the intense mixture of guilt and gratitude she felt, the college student-turned-slavegirl enthusiastically worked hard all day to please her gallant savior. She tidied up the dorm room and cleaned it from top to bottom, did his laundry, and prepared him snacks between rapes.
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    Frank proved to be insatiable in bed. He threeholed his eager whore three times throughout the day, and made her slowblow him in between. Shivani was more than happy to serve, feeling a strong urge to redeem herself. She found unexpected satisfaction in the act of relieving Frank while he studied, then again when he kicked back with a video game. These open-ended soft-and-slows quickly became her favorite activities as a fresh dormslave. She didn’t even mind the hard spankings that bookended them.


    After another intense threeholing session, Frank decided to go out for a bite. He chose the pizza place they frequented while they were dating. The idea of returning to the place where she eventually dumped Frank made the girl a bit anxious. She was worried even further when Frank didn’t untie her when they left the room.


    Nevertheless, the experience turned out to be quite pleasant. The moment they entered the tacky joint, the smell of cheap oregano in the air grabbed them by the nose and threw them back in good times. They forgot all about the tempestuous events that transpired earlier.


    Until a surprise guest arrived.


    “Hello Frankie” greeted a beautiful blonde.


    “Hello Una,” replied the boy. He stood up and kissed the girl. “Thank you for coming.”
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    “So,” she said as he pulled her a chair, “who’s this?”


    “This is Shivani. Remember? I told you all about her when we first met?”


    “This is Shivani? Your ex? The one that got away?” Una asked, amused. She leaned over the table to shake the stunned brunette’s hand. Shivani reflexively attempted to respond, only to remember that her wrists were tied at her back. “Wait a minute! She is banded!” The blonde turned to the boy with a mischievous smile and play-punched him on the shoulder. “Naughty boy! What did you do?”


    “Yes,” admitted Frank guiltily. “I bought her. She can’t get away now.” He chuckled.


    “Wow!” exclaimed Una and turned to Shivani again. The slavegirl was still too shocked to say anything. She managed to nod to affirm the news after a few awkward seconds.


    “Soooo, you called me here to break up with me, I guess?”


    “I’m afraid so, babe. So sorry about this. You know, it came as a surprise to me too… but… I intend marry her as soon as I save the money for a permit.”


    “A wife-slave, eh? That’s great!” chirped the other. “That’s a shame of course, but no hard feelings, Frankie. We said from the start that we were just having fun anyway.” She kissed the boy on the cheek. “Oh no! Wait a minute! Does this mean you won’t be taking me to Iggy’s birthday gangrape this Friday?”


    “I can still take you,” said Frank. “Shivani won’t mind, will you sweetheart?”


    Shivani shook her head no, still stupefied.


    “She doesn’t talk much,” observed Una. “Did you forbid her from speaking or something?”


    “No, I think she’s a bit confused, that’s all.” He slapped his forehead. “Ah! Of course… everything happened so fast, I never had the chance to mention you.” He opened his arms to gently stroke both girls’ cheeks simultaneously. “Shivani, this is Una Vikalp, my restricted regular.”


    “Just say ‘girlfriend’ like a normal person, you jerk!” chuckled the blonde. “See, sweetheart, these assholes come up with such stupid neologisms just to objectify us sluts even further. I’m his restricted regular because he utilizes my holes regularly and nobody else can.” She paused and giggled. “Well, I guess that’s all you now, girlie.”


    Shivani nodded with perplexed eyes.


    Una found the other’s continued inability to speak quite amusing. She turned back to Frank again. “You know, even though I’m no longer your ‘restricted regular,’ you can still do me whenever you like. Until I find another hard one to suck on, of course.”


    “Sure thing, babe,” Frank smiled.


    “So, Shivani,” restarted the blonde. “How do you like the sex slave thing so far? Do you recommend it?”


    Shivani froze. Her brain failed to find the proper response.


    “I mean, I often think about it, you know. Finding my soulmate and surrendering to him? And by soulmate I mean handsome and rich, of course.” She winked. “This life, it’s too hard. I didn’t even want to attend college in the first place. My parents forced me to. They bought me a short term freedom permit and shipped me out here. It’s the only way to escape slavery for a girl like me, they said.” She threw her hands in the air and rolled her eyes. “Yeah, right! They had no idea what the latest statistics say. I’ll tell you what will happen. I’ll graduate and find an office job in a big corporation in a couple years. Then the clock will start ticking, and I’ll probably be enslaved within five years like 83% of the clueless bimbos like me. If I somehow escape all the traps and loopholes, I’ll be too old and totally unfuckable in a decade, at which point my useless butt will be laid off. And after that, it’s either starve or survive on bum jizz, you know.”


    “83 percent? I didn’t know it was that bad,” stammered Shivani.


    “Aaah! she speaks!” Una smiled and slapped the brunette on the shoulder in a friendly manner. She certainly was a charmer, this strange girl. “Yes. 42% of girls are enslaved within their first year, actually. That’s last year’s numbers, though. Must be even higher now. This place, it just delays the inevitable, I tell you.”


    “Una is a statistics freak,” explained Frank. “She knows her stuff, believe me. Actually, that’s how we met. She somehow got her hands on the student database and applied some of her stat magic in order to compile a list of eligible bachelors in the campus. I guess I was high enough on that list, so she asked me out a few weeks ago.”


    “You asked him out?” asked Shivani in disbelief.


    “Sure. Frank was great on paper. Good grades, high intelligence, middle class family, not too violent, not too clingy, not too possessive, and good looking to boot. Has a nice dick, and his own car too. So I approached him at a party and sucked him off, then asked him to find and violate me when I least expected. Yeah, he was as surprised as you look right now, but three days later, he grabbed me on my way to class. Tied me up and stuffed me in the trunk of his car. Turns out he rented a cabin in the mountains just for the kidnapping. Made me his mindless fucktoy for an entire week. I missed a few classes but gained a great boyfriend in the end.”


    “W-what? Frank did… what?”


    “Hey!” yelled Una all of a sudden. “You should take Shivani there too, Frankie. It’s the perfect place to rape.”


    “Perhaps I will,” said the young man.


    “Perhaps he will,” repeated the girl with a big cheshire smile and put her face between her hands. “Tell me Shivani, why did you even dump this awesome boy in the first place? Momentary lapse in judgement? Brain worms?”


    “I… I d-don’t know,” stammered the slavegirl. “I was still new here. The entire thing was very confusing. It was a big culture shock, you know. I felt overwhelmed.”


    “Aaah!” exclaimed the other. “That’s right! You’re from Veshya, aren’t you? But why, Veshya isn’t a pre-slavery country, as far as I know?”


    “It’s mixed,” replied the brunette. “Slavery is compulsory in some provinces and voluntary in others. Moreover, people don’t rape in public. It’s frowned upon, flaunting one’s possessions. Every house has its own private sex dungeon for female utilization. Generally underground, windowless and sound-proof.”


    “Cool,” the other said. “I get it. Man, eastern cultures are so fascinating. It must be a lot more spiritually fulfilling, living your entire life chained in a windowless room, doing nothing but fulfilling your owner’s sexual needs. No distractions, no interruptions, no complications… just a cock to serve.”


    Shivani nodded.


    “I just watched a documentary on Jinü traditions,” Una continued. “They are technically a pre-slavery culture… still, at this day and age, if you can believe it… but they have a rich history of objectification, commodification, and utilization of their womenfolk. Did you know that men can use any Jinü woman they want, anywhere, anytime? No exceptions. If they like you, they can rape you right there and then. You just serve until they are satisfied and then go about your business. Isn’t that just wonderful?”


    “Yes, I knew that,” said Shivani, “but you know… Veshyans and Jinü are two entirely different peo-”


    “Sure, but basically the same though, right? I mean, you know. Anyway, are you guys going to do it that way? The Veshyan way, I mean.”


    “No, we… master had something else in mind,” Shivani said timidly, throwing a glance at Frank for confirmation. “I’ll continue to attend my classes as usual. The remainder of my time, I’ll be serving him of course. In every way that I can. Indoors, outdoors, wherever he wants.”


    “Sweet deal! And you’re so sweet too. It’s kinda hot imagining you moaning under Frank’s hard rod.” She fondled Shivani’s cheek and turned to Frank with begging puppy eyes. “All this rape-talk made me so wet, Frankie. If you’re gonna do her after this, may I join for a round or two? Would be proper send-off, eh? What do you say?”

  

  
    End of Shift


    After ‘The Stevensons’ p.1096


    


    “Hey Marisol!”


    “Hey Kat. How did your econ exam go?”


    “Went very well, actually. I’ll probably get full marks.”
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    “Yeah? Good for you, babe. Speaking of full marks, what’s all that on your bum?


    “Oh? That’s….. Fuck! I begged him to take it easy.”


    “Took a detour on your way here, eh? Who was that this time? Larry?”


    “Yes, that jerk, and one of his fucking friends. They ambushed me by that big oak on my way here. They spit-roasted me for a bit. Thankfully they had mercy and let me go before my shift begins, but you know… that asshole, he likes to spank hard as he rapes….. The customers, they won’t mind, right?”
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    “Naah, you’ll be fine. But let this be a lesson to you, little red. No shortcuts.”


    “I know-I know!… So, how was your shift? Anything to report?”


    “Not much. It was unusually calm here today. It’s sunny outside, so most people prefer to rape on the quad, you know. I did suck a few good ones though.”


    “Yeah? Tell me right now how much you made in tips, girl. You know I get very competitive.”


    “Ha-ha! Let me see… 18… 21… 26 bucks. Try and top that, bitch!”


    “What the hell? A confused millionaire walked in here and fell dick-first in your mouth or something?”


    “I wish. Just the usual crowd. Students, and maybe a couple professors. A few of them tipped well for some reason.”


    “No fair. I cannot get that kind of numbers. Mine is the worst shift. Mostly nerds and girls.”


    “Ha-ha! I believe in you, babe. Deploy that sexy catwalk thing you do so well. I’m sure you can seduce a few of these girlies, perhaps do some cunnies.”


    “Very funny. You know as well as I do, sluts don’t tip.”


    “Not here at the cafe perhaps, but I had a few very appreciative pussied customers at the club. I love when it happens. You know, they often ‘reciprocate’ too.”


    “The night club, yeah! You gotta get me in there, dude. I can use the extra money.”


    “I’m on it, sister. I keep badgering the asshole managing the girls over there. He says he has too many on the roster right now. If a spot opens, you’ll be the first to hear, don’t worry.”


    “Uh-oh! Speaking of assholes… here comes the biggest one.”


    “There you are, my sweet angels! Ready to pass the ‘baton,’ are we?”


    “Yes boss!”


    “Yes boss!”


    “Alright. First thing’s first. Marisol, you did three hours today, right? You get 9 bucks for that. The list says you sucked off 16 customers. That’s another 8 bucks. Good job.”


    “Thank you kindly, Mr Ford.”


    “Sure. Alright then. Turn around and pull your skirt up, so I can remove the anti-penetration plug.”


    “Yes Sir… Ouchie! Darn, I can never get used to that thing.”


    “Really? Here I thought you girls liked that feeling.”
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    “You forget it’s there after a while, but it really hurts while locking and unlocking it.”


    “I see. Well, you gotta do what you gotta do, I guess.”


    “Easy for you to say, boss. You don’t have to walk around with that thing shoved deep in your butt for hours. Not to mention these fucking pointy boots we have to wear.”


    “Ah-hah-hah! Believe me, you’re as big a pain in my ass, Kat. Now, spread those sweet butt-cheeks so I can shove this in.”


    “What? I don’t get a fresh one?”


    “Don’t make me walk all the way to the dildo cabinet, girl… Here, I’ll wash it… see?”


    “Goddammit!… Fine, I guess… Aaahh! Not so rough.”


    “Oh, don’t be a crybaby. You’ll live… Aaaand there you go. Ready?”


    “Yeah, sure.”


    “Alright then, go get ‘em. See you in three hours….. And I’ll see you on Saturday at eight, Marisol.”


    “Okay, boss.”


    “See you, Mr Ford.”


    “…”


    “Fucking jerk. You know he’ll take a three-hour nap in his office while you’re busting your ass in there.”


    “Tell me about it… The lazy fucker didn’t even bring me a new plug.”


    “Come oooon. It’s not like we have never shared rapists.”


    “Yeah-yeah… By the way, this darn thing feels a lot bigger than the last time I had it in me. Am I going crazy?


    “No-no, you’re right. This is a brand new model. These ones supposed to have a mild-electroshock function, I think. Customers will be able to ‘buzz’ them to call the waitresses by pressing a button.”


    “What the fuck? They will zap our butts? Girl, I didn’t sign up for that!”


    “Ha! You said the same thing when they made these pointy-boots compulsory. What are you gonna do, quit?”


    “Oh, shut up! Yes, I got used to the boots quickly, but I don’t think I can ever get used to a giant buttplug zapping my cute little butt every few minutes.”


    “Relax, will you? They haven’t installed the buzzers in the seats yet. Mr Ford says the system won’t be fully operational for at least another month.”


    “Ford says that, huh? I don’t trust a single word coming out of that fucking prick’s mouth.”


    “Right…. I never asked before. He ever raped you?”


    “Yeah, twice. What about you?”


    “Many times. Seven… eight… Something like that.”


    “What the hell? Talk about preferential treatment! You’re practically his restricted regular.”


    “Ha! Regular, perhaps, but certainly not restricted….. Hey, listen, Looks like all the customers are content at the moment. I can give you a quickie before I leave, if you like?”


    “Oh yeah? I’d love that, to be honest. Been a while… Alright, but don’t expect a tip from me, you little slut!”


    “Ah-hah! Compliments of the house, babe… Go on then. Sit over there, lean back, and spread your legs.”
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    01 
Sweet Angelcunt


    She raised her head and listened. Her ears were now fully attuned to the subtle sounds of her new home. Recognizing his footsteps approaching, she jumped from her pillow and rushed towards the door on her hands and knees. She reached her spot just before the key turned in the lock. The door opened, and she rose on her knees with her paws pressing her big tits together, the way he liked to see them presented.


    “Woof!” she yapped to welcome her master and shook her butt to wag the tail firmly plugged in her ass. He walked in and smiled, dropped his briefcase in the corner, and patted her on the head.


    “Hello my Sweet Angelcunt,” he said lovingly as he removed his necktie. She beamed with joy at the mention of her caninym.


    Wondering what he wanted her to do, she adjusted her posture and focused on his right hand. A finger pointing to his belt simply meant “suck.” If he made a circle in the air instead, it meant “turn around, put your head on the floor, and raise your butt for a quick assrape.”


    She loved doing both, serving her master and relaxing him after a hard day at work in any way he wanted, but she had an order preference. If she could slop it up first, it would be less painful for her. Luckily, it was his preference too, usually.


    He parted his legs a bit and pointed to his belt. She let out a happy woof and leaned in to open his zipper with her teeth. This was the only permissible use of a slave’s teeth, of course. Too excited, she struggled to find the zipper, so she put her paws on his thighs in order to stretch his pants and catch the damn thing. It worked. When she pulled his briefs down, his big member sprang out of the flap and lightly smacked her on the forehead. She yipped with mild surprise and started to lick the semi-erect organ enthusiastically.


    This beautiful cock, it was her life. She existed to serve it.


    Once she managed to bring it to full-hardness with her talented tongue, she pressed her paws onto her nipples, joined her knees and adjusted her height, then took the organ in her eager mouth. She started by sucking on the tip until he thrust his hip forward ever so slightly. She picked up on the subtle signal and increased the depth bit by bit. Soon she was speed-deepthroating him with ease. Her gag reflex was long gone.


    As usual, he soon grabbed her by her cute pigtail buns to ram his rod down her throat, turning her pretty head into a jerk-off toy. It hurt a lot when he did that, but she took it as a compliment. She was what he wanted her to be, and that very moment, he just wanted a pretty fuckhole and nothing more. It was a wonderful, warm, liberating feeling.


    He picked up the pace until his balls gave up. He hugged her head and buried the entire length of his cock in her face. His godly instrument stretched her full lips to the limit, parted her jaw painfully, punched her tongue and uvula out of the way, and squeezed into her throat like a crazed anaconda.


    Thankfully she was no longer that stupid virgin who was kept in a dark basement as a rapetoy. She was now a well-trained and experienced fuckpuppy, and she knew how to handle this kind of abuse without choking or passing out. She held her breath and let his glorious essence flow down her gullet. It was sweet, salty, viscous, and fulfilling. It tasted like a warm “attagirl!”


    She assumed the proper paws-up position and swallowed her reward, hoping for his finger to make a circle. He didn’t. He zipped up his pants, patted her on the head, then walked into the kitchen. She fell on her hands and knees and followed. He grabbed the last pack of girlfeed from the cupboard and emptied it into her bowl. She patiently waited for his signal to eat. He went to the fridge and picked up a can of beer, sat down, and finally pointed to the bowl. No stop-clock this time? She was glad she didn’t have to rush to finish her feed within a minute. Regardless, habit kicked in and she quickly bowed down to lap up her pig-cum flavored nutritional balls designed to keep her pretty and fuckable.


    She happened to know exactly what was in this stuff. After all, she used to be a nutritionist and happened to have been part of the team that designed the very girlfeed she was eating.


    That was before her kidnapping, enslavement, and eventual puppification, of course.


    No, her master was not the asshole who kidnapped her. It was one of her colleagues from the lab she used to work at. One day she made the mistake of agreeing to get a cup of coffee with the creep, and woke up in his basement the next day. She was tied-up, completely naked, and raped god knows how many times. He kept her there for more than a year, heavily restrained and gagged, until her freedom permit ran out, then registered her as a slave. She was already broken by then. She didn’t even try to complain as he dragged her in and out of the registration office.


    It had turned out to be both the worst and the best day of her life. Her kidnapper, rapist, and now owner wasn’t planning to keep her any longer. He immediately took her to a second-hand cunt bazaar and sold her to the first man who was interested in her well-used body.


    For the first time in her life, she got lucky. That man was her current master, the man she had come to love and cherish.


    Martin Miller was a wonderful man and a gentle cunt-owner. No random beatings, no starvation, no heavy punishments, no heavy restraints. Just a dog-leash and daily threeholing. She spent her days slow-blowing him as he worked or rested. She served him extensively before bed, and did the full rituals in the mornings.


    Sweet Angelcunt wasn’t as miserable as she had been in the rape dungeon where she was broken in by that asshole. She found her new life quite comfortable, satisfying even. She had learned to enjoy serving her new owner. But no matter how well she served, he looked depressed most of the time. She had later found out that his wife was killed in a car accident some time ago, alongside with their beloved family dog. So when he took her to the local cuntpound one day, it dawned on her: She was supposed to replace both. A fucktoy and a puppy, all in one.


    She didn’t know if he’d already had the idea when he purchased her, or it came to him later, but the moment they entered the training house was the moment her life changed forever. It was her last day as a human, and first day as a dog.


    The local cuntpound, Wagger-Shaggers it was called, was basically a slave boutique specializing in petgirls. They had a very popular puppy daycare service, and they provided basic pet training for enslaved and yet-to-be-enslaved women. Her owner would leave her there in the morning on his way to the office and pick her up after work.


    The training wasn’t that demanding or exhausting, nothing like an intensive Cummypaws or BFA bitchschool program. She was not utilized by her trainers either. She and her fellow trainees were taught bitchwalking, basic dog-commands, woof-language, no-paws service, stuff like that. They fed her and spanked her properly before her owner arrived, and she happily followed him home on her hands and knees.


    She accepted her new identity surprisingly quickly. It all came natural to her. The leash, crawling on all fours, eating girlfeed from a dog bowl, drinking from the toilet… Only part she didn’t initially like was being dragged around the city completely naked. By then she was used to being naked all the time of course, but not in public. And the worst part was having to relieve herself outside. As a dog, she was no longer allowed to use the facilities at home.


    All that had been almost two years ago. Today, she was her beloved master’s perfect fuckpuppy. Always happy and eager to please.


    She finished her girlfeed and licked the bowl clean. He gave the close fist signal and pointed towards the corner. She picked the bowl in her mouth and carried the bowl where he pointed at, then returned to her former spot to wait for her next command. She waited calmly on her knees as he drank the rest of his beer and checked his messages on his phone.


    “Ah!” He exclaimed. “It was today? I totally forgot about your Fem-Vet appointment.”


    “Woof!” yapped Sweet Angelcunt, wagging her tail. She both hated and loved the Fem-Vet. Specifically, she loved the waiting room with all the other petgirls. She liked watching them. Sometimes she even got to play with them. Her FV was a nice old man, but the examination itself wasn’t always a pleasant affair. They sometimes poked and penetrated her for half an hour with all those scary gadgets. Not in a fun way.


    Master replaced her lightweight home collar with a thick leather one and attached a short leash to its metal ring. It was coincidentally her favorite too. One might assume that a puppygirl would prefer a longer leash that allows more freedom of movement, but she liked to be on a short leash. She liked to be close to him, crawl by his heel. She liked the feeling when he yanked her leash whenever she failed to match his speed or messed up her gait. She liked being tightly controlled by her god-master as much as serving him. She felt liberated under his rule.


    A tap on his hip followed by a gentle pull of her leash. She quickly heeled. He led her to the SUV and opened the back door, where her travel cage waited for her. She jumped in and lay down on the blanket. The cage was rather small, since it originally belonged to her owner’s real dog that passed away years ago. Her petite body fit in there alright, but it certainly wasn’t very comfortable. Luckily their Fem-Vet was only a few minutes away by car.


    Unless he stopped for grocery shopping on his way, of course. This time, he had to. They were out of girlfeed and beer. He let her follow him to the supermarket entrance and locked her leash to the slave parking-bar next to the gate. He gave the open palm stay sign before disappearing into the store. She waited like a good girl on her knees with a few other young women.


    She counted two slavegirls, three puppies, one catgirl, and a leashed bareneck. A restrained freewoman at a market entrance was a rare sight, but not shocking at all. Sweet Angelcunt knew well that not all fucktoys carried BFA bands.


    He was done in a jiffy. She was back In the cage, on the road, and finally at the door of the Fem-Vet clinic within a few minutes.


    A slave sexretary opened the door and welcomed them. Master picked a seat in the waiting area away from the crowd of pets and owners lined along the opposite wall. Angelcunt knew that her owner was not the most sociable person. He didn’t like strangers, pleasantries, or small talk. She didn’t actually know if he had any close friends. He sometime went out and left her home alone, so she assumed that he had some social life. The petgirl just wasn’t a part of it.


    She sat with paws on the floor on his right side, ready to get in fellatio position, but he chose to pick up a magazine and gave her a palm down. This wasn’t one of the hand signals she was taught at Wagger-Shaggers. It was what her master did to tell her to keep her distance. He did it when he needed some space. She understood, of course. Sometimes she could be too clingy, suffocating even. It had felt like rejection in the beginning, but she came to appreciate these cool-down periods. In time, she learned to relax and rest during these interrape breaks.


    Temporarily released from her duties as a fuckpuppy, she was now free to do what she loved most at the Fem-Vet: Pupwatching!
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    She spotted some familiar faces in the group right away. The Spoling twins Jane and Jean, now caninized as Butterboobs and Sugarbutt, were kneeling at the feet of their owner Master Trener. They looked calm and cosy with their heads resting on his thighs. Angelcunt knew them from the training school.


    She also immediately recognized Lady Spankbuns’ distinctive slurping sounds even before she turned to the nook at the corner. The redhead was well known among the men of the neighborhood for the cutesy moans and slurps she made while sucking cock. Angelcunt had no idea whether the pup was actually good at fellatio or not, but she certainly loved listening to her melodious moaning like everyone else.


    There was another fuckpuppy she wasn’t familiar with playing with her toys right in front of them. Her young pussy looked unusually pristine. A recent addition to the family kennel perhaps?


    While Angel was watching the fresh little bitchling nibble on her plastic bone, Dr. Upton emerged from one of the examination rooms with a petwoman in her late twenties, gave her a treat, and send her away with a big smile. The man was in his early sixties, balding, had a slight hunch, but he also had an unusually warm fatherly smile that could calm the most nervous puppy within a couple seconds. It had certainly worked on Angelcunt when her owner first brought her here after her full puppification.


    Unlike many of her colleagues who completed two-year certificate programs, Upton was a real medical doctor. Angel remembered him telling her master that he used to be a gynaecologist before the glorious revolution. When his patient profile started to change radically after the enactment of the Compulsory Female Slavery Law, the man quickly realized that he had to transition to post-rape care business. He opened this clinic with a trauma surgeon friend, and quickly made a name as one of the best Fem-Vets in the region.


    “Sweet Angelcunt!” He exclaimed with his gravelly voice and took her pretty head between his calloused palms. “How is my favorite patient doing? Tell me, have you been a good girl?”


    “Woof!” She yapped proudly. Of course, her owner would be the final arbiter on that.


    “She’s been a wonderful pup,” he affirmed. She blushed like a ripe tomato.


    “Fantastic! Come on in. Let’s take a good look at this lassie, eh?”

  

  
    02 
The Fem-Vet


    Angelcunt happily followed the old man to examination room three. He tapped on the table and waited for her to climb on it using the puppy ladder on the side. He gave her a treat and quickly examined her eyes and ears. He then cupped her big breasts and squeezed, gently slapped them around to observe how they moved, and let out a groan of admiration. “Very good,” he said and walked around to examine her bottom. He removed the tail plug, squeezed her asscheeks, inserted his fingers in her primary and secondary and moved them around to test her musculature. “Wonderful!” He exclaimed this time. “Very tight and highly responsive. As fuckable as ever. What a wonderful fuckmeat you are, Sweet Angelcunt.”


    She beamed with pride once again. Was a there a bigger compliment a woman could receive?


    “You don’t share her, if I remember correctly. Any changes in her utilization schedule since your last visit?”


    Miller shook his head no. The Fem-Vet picked a blank inspection form from the cabinet and started to fill it in.


    “Exclusive slave, one-hole-at-a time use, won’t get much wear-and-tear. Personally, I don’t have a problem with that, but you know, the BFA recommends regular spitroastings and threeholings for females in her age group. Legally, all females, privately owned or not, belong to the national rapestock and must be trained well enough to meet the FSO criteria.”


    “Yes, you gave me the same talk a few times before, doc. I still think these state guidelines are pointless bullshit, but I get it. I even bought a spitroasting machine to train her after our last appointment. Didn’t have a chance to take it out of the box yet.”


    Dr. Upton gave Miller a friendly squeeze on the arm. “Fine. You fire that thing up once in a month. A couple hours of double penetration will do wonders on this little beauty. I know you youngsters feel like it’s man insult, but there is no shame in this.” He slapped the girl’s round bottom hard. “These things solely exist to accommodate cocks. One man cannot possibly fuck a girl as much as she needs to be fucked.”


    “That’s debatable,” dismissed the man. “Anyway, just do your tests, doc. Let’s get this over with.”


    Upton threw his hands in the air in surrender and called in one of his assistants. A technician rolled in two penetration dummies and attached them to either side of the examination table. Angelcunt’s happy expression was quickly replaced by an anxious frown at the sight to the devices. She didn’t like these soulless automatons at all. Their dildo attachments had a very rough texture and a repulsive smell. The machine itself had many speeds and modes, many of them randomized to simulate a real rape, but all felt like brutal beatings instead. She didn’t understand why her beloved owner and the good doctor regularly hurt her this way, but she took it like a good girl anyway. After all, they knew what was best for her. It was for her own good.


    The technician adjusted the height of the pistons, attached the dildos, and inserted them halfway in her primary and secondary fuckholes. She opened her mouth and waited obediently as he did the same with the tertiary penetrator. Once the dildo was in place, she quickly took it into her mouth before she was ordered to. She was familiar with the procedure by now. She expected an attagirl, but the technician didn’t seem to care. He waited for Upton’s green light, then pressed the big red button.


    The pistons in her pussy and asshole started to move first, slowly in the beginning, but soon picked up the pace. The oral penetrator came alive next. It was milder and slower, but she hated the smell and the taste.
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    As the mechanized threeholing progressed, the doctor continued to walk around the pup’s strained body and examine her reactions. He gave her a few squeezes and smacks on her perky round bottom, a couple pinch-and-pulls on her engorged nipples, and gentle strokes on her rosy cheeks. She smiled as the plastic dildo continued to fuck her pretty face and throat mercilessly.


    Dr. Upton smiled back. “Everything looks perfect. I’m sure she’ll be fine even if the FSO storms your home and drags her to a test gangrape tonight. What an absolute sweetheart! I trust she is taking her obedience meds regularly?”


    “Sure,” the man replied. “Like you said, she improved so much since you prescribed the stuff. No more sulking or weeping. She barely remembers her first year in that asshole’s basement, I believe. She is energetic, enthusiastic, always eager to please.”


    “Wonderful,” the FV said and picked up a box of Submicin from a nearby drug cabinet. “This stuff is nothing short of a miracle. Makes them docile, happy, and well-lubricated. Here, you must be almost out.” He handed the box to her owner.


    He nodded to the technician again. The man deactivated the machines and rolled them out. Angelcunt exhaled in relief, and beamed proudly when she got congratulatory pats on the head from both men. She was officially a good girl.


    Upton stroke her nose gently and raised her chin with his finger. “Tell me, Angelcunt, do you ever feel any urge to stand up?” She shook her head no. “Goooood giiiiirl! Puppies always keep their knees on the floor, don’t they?”


    “Woof!” she affirmed.


    “That’s my good girl. I love the smart ones who follow the rules. I hate having to cut any tendons or break any toes.” He let her chin go and turned to the man once more. “So, anything else? Any modifications you had in mind? We recently acquired a new delimbing machine to remove unnecessary parts, if you need something like that done. You know, she doesn’t really need anything below the knee, fingers, hands…”


    “No, no, I like ’em intact, doc,” said the man. “I’m a traditionalist, you know. Actually, I kinda want the opposite. I want to add to her, not remove from her.”


    “Ah! Breast enlargement, neck lengthening, spinal arching, vaginal deepening?”


    “No, nothing like that. I ‘m considering breeding her. You know, my late wife and I were trying for a child, but she passed away before we could… So I thought, I’ll try again with Angelcunt.”


    Her eyes opened wide in shock. Her master wanted to breed her? Her chemically subdued mind exploded with excitement. Her limbs started to shake.


    “Very good,” said the doctor and reached under her to stroke her belly. “She is a prime specimen. Perfect for breeding. We can start prepping her immediately if you want.”


    “What do we need to do?”


    “First of all, we’ll have to change her diet completely. As you know, everything we let females eat or drink is laced with contraceptives. You need to switch to a special girlfeed without ‘undisrupted female utilization safeguards.’ Look for a ‘UFUS-free’ label on the feed packs. Same with water. No tap water. UFUS-free drinks only.” He pointed to the box of meds he handed him earlier. “Those are safe to use, but no GPAC-derivatives, if you are using them.”


    “Alright, no problem.”


    The petgirl caught herself nodding. As a trained nutritionist, she knew all about UFUS. She just never imagined herself on an UFUS-free diet. It was of course forbidden for females to purchase or consume such products without CMR or owner consent. Slave or free, female reproductive organs belonged to men, not the women themselves. It was, after all, strictly a matter of state security and national survival. Women were a natural resource, perhaps the most important one, and they had to be tightly controlled and responsibly utilized.


    “After that, we can do a number of things,” Doctor Upton continued. “One option, the simplest one, you just keep doing what you do. Continue raping her regularly and keep your fingers crossed. Of course, in the post-Calamity world, it’s considerably more difficult to conceive a child in the natural way. Even if you somehow manage to impregnate her, the chances of having a male child is roughly one-in-seven.” He paused for a moment. “Actually, it’s wrong of me to assume… I have to ask what you had in mind first. Is this legacy or investment?”


    “Legacy or investment?”


    “I mean, do you want a male child to ensure the continuation of your lineage, or a long-term investment that would pay in eighteen years. If it’s the latter what you want, we can easily do twins, triplets, even quadruplets nowadays.”


    “Right. It doesn’t matter,” replied the man, and made a face. “Quadruplets? A whole litter, seriously? Do I look like a girlfarmer from the north, doc?”


    “Ah-hah! Fine. I’m just saying that we have the technology to do it. Very profitable, this business. Movie studios pay astronomical numbers for talented identical multiplets these days.”


    “Yes, I heard about that. Not interested in that type of thing,” the man dismissed.


    “I understand. You can go with the first option and hope for the best, but my recommendation will be in-vitro fertilization. We’ll harvest her eggs, fertilize them with your sperm, select male zygotes, and insert them in her uterus. I know, it does take the fun out of it, but it’s the only way to guarantee the sex of the offspring.”


    “No fun, eh? What about that show on TV? What was it called? Ah, Deeper Violation.”


    “Haven’t seen it. Is that a medical show?”


    “Partly. They take a woman, generally a bareneck, restrain her on a medieval torture rack, inject her with hallucinogenic drugs and pain-inducers like GPAC, rape and torture her for hours of course, and sometimes place fertilized eggs in her uterus to render her pregnant. They add a different gimmick every week. Quite entertaining.”


    “How awful,” the doctor replied. “What was the name of the show again?”


    “Deeper Violation. Channel 3, Wednesdays at 8.”


    “Eh? Maybe I’ll check it out tomorrow. Anyway, If you had made up your mind, we can immediately start with the injections. Forgot to mention that, you’ll have to bring her here for regular injections.”


    “That’s fine. My Sweet Angel loves our Fem-Vet visits… don’t you, sweetheart?”


    “Woof!” She barked.


    Dr. Upton gave her another attagirl treat before starting to prepare the fertility cocktail. “This will increase the sensitivity of her erogenous zones a bit too,” he warned. “Labia, clit, areolas… Are you a fan of the flogger, Mr. Miller?”


    “Not really, no.”


    “You don’t beat this pretty thing up? Not even for a few hours a week?”


    Miller shook his head.


    “You know,” the doctor wagged his finger with a mischievous smile, “you have to do it once in a while. No matter how obedient she is. It’s the law.” He cleaned the petgirl’s left butt-cheek with a wipe and stabbed her with the injector without warning. Angelcunt let out a pained yelp.


    “What are you talking about doc?” the man pursed his lips. “The law? Nobody can tell me how to train and utilize my property.”


    “Actually, they can,” said the FV and stabbed her in the left tit this time. A bigger, more surprised yelp escaped the girl’s mouth. “The CFSL specifies a minimum amount of ‘disciplinary action’ you have to take.”


    “Disciplinary action? Sounds rather vague to me. Fine, I sometimes take her toys away when she misbehaves. How about that?”


    “Ah-hah! sure, that might work,” chuckled the old man. “Still, my medical report will say you’re administering daily half-hour-long floggings. Regular beatings on CVB - Chest, vulva, buttocks. Just to be safe, eh?”


    “You’re the expert, doc,” shrugged Miller.


    “Fist round of fertility injections are done, and you know what to do with her diet. She is ready to be bred,” the doctor said with an upbeat tone. “So, what’s the decision? You want to do the in-vitro?”


    Miller paused for a moment. “Naah!” he declined eventually. “I think I’ll do it the fun way.”
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 Holiday Special​


    The warm rays of the morning sun found her beautiful face and tickled her button nose. She opened her eyes and looked around drowsily. Her master was still asleep. She raised her butt, arched her back and stretched her arms and fingers, then crawled out of her doggie bed as quietly as possible.


    She approached his bed and raised her head to see. A smile appeared on her face when she saw him lying on his back. His cock was fully accessible. She turned to see the alarm clock on the night stand. Two more minutes! Hundred and twenty seconds… Hundred and nineteen… Hundred and eighteen…


    He didn’t really need an alarm clock. She was what woke him up every morning. She had been performing that important task since the beginning of their relationship as master and slave. The day he purchased and registered her, he had told her clearly that she was to wake him up at 6:15 every day, the proper way a woman should. He had said it softly and gently, but with irresistible authority, as if he was casting a magic spell. At least that’s how she remembered it. In her eyes, he was nothing short of a wizard. No, he was a god. His wishes were divine commands. She had to satisfy him no matter how humiliating or painful the task. Luckily, he rarely chose to do anything that made her feel those nasty feelings. Satisfying him fully was its own reward, and it was her life’s purpose.


    She kept watching the little screen of the digital clock, her excitement growing with every passing second. When it showed 6:15, she took a deep breath and held it, put her latex glowed paws on the bed and pulled herself up slowly and quietly. She climbed on the bed and positioned herself over his crotch. He slept fully naked. She scanned his athletic figure with wide-eyed admiration for a few seconds and turned her focus on his “morning wood.” His erection was mouthwatering. It was what she existed to serve and please.


    She lowered her head and exhaled in anticipation. Her warm breath hit the monster and made it move a bit. She could smell herself on it still. Her pussy ached with longing. He had fucked her for hours before he falling asleep the night before, mouth and pussy, pussy and mouth, filling her with his marvelous essence multiple times. He came in her pussy exclusively now. It was his routine since their last visit to the Fem-vet. He wanted to breed her.


    She was incredibly proud. He wanted to bless her with his seed, make her the mother of his child. Could there be a bigger honor a god could bestow upon his worthless fucktoy? She prayed every day to be worthy of his incredible generosity. She treasured the spunk he filled her with.


    The only downside was, she wasn’t allowed to swallow it any more. She missed the taste. She missed the warm liquid love. She missed the feeling of satisfying him with her lips and tongue only.


    As she admired his godly erection, he moved in his sleep, possibly because she had been breathing on his bare crotch like a thirsty puppy. His dick raised its head a bit, as if it was startled by her. She couldn’t wait any longer. She stuck out her tongue and started to lick the shaft from base to tip with quiet, delicate strokes. He responded as usual, by moving slightly, but she knew he wouldn’t wake up yet. She had been performing this particular “morning ritual” for a long while. She had perfected it.


    She kept licking the steely organ, giving it little angel kisses every now and then. His cock somehow got even bigger and harder. Unable to reign her desire, she eventually took the bulbous head of the thing her mouth and moaned in ecstasy, savored the feeling for a moment, then pushed her head down to swallow its entire length. She rarely lost control like this. Perhaps her growing thirst for his cum was getting to her? Luckily he was still asleep.


    She managed to regain control and paced herself. She started to suck him slowly and softly, with loosened lips and patient tongue. Her mouth filled with saliva, intensifying the warm embrace of her face pussy. She sucked and sucked, a tiny bit faster and deeper with every bob of her desire-filled head.
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    Inevitably, he woke up after a few minutes. He raised his head to look at her, catching her worshipful eyes. He smiled, and she beamed back with her cock-stretched red lips. “Morning my Sweet Angelcunt,” he said and patted her on the head gently. “Happy New Year!”


    New year? She had no idea. It meant nothing to her anyway. Every day was “please-him-day” for this little fuckpuppy. Every day was bliss and fun. She’d worship his cock all day, he’d rape her hard whenever he wanted. Every day, every week, every month…


    Of course, she knew that this positive outlook and extreme devotion to her master was mostly, if not completely, chemically induced. She wasn’t an idiot at all. To the contrary, she had been a very smart young woman, prior to her uncommon journey of enslavement and puppification. She was a chemist, and her job had been to synthesize female-control ingredients for food products. She had authored a few scientific papers on extra-powerful girlheaters too. She was no longer given food with girlheaters since her master was trying to impregnate her, but she was still on a strict regime of “Submicin,” a powerful mind-altering drug that was developed to turn frigid rapetoys into enthusiastic cockmunchers.


    She didn’t mind it at all. Knowing didn’t change anything. She was happy. Devoted. Eager. She was satisfied. Before the fem-vet prescribed the drug, her life had been miserable, dark, devoid of hope and joy. She never wanted to go back to that. No, she wanted to live like a dog to please her master. Eat her yummy food from her plastic bowl, kneel at his feet as he rested, suck his cock whenever he wanted. That was the most fulfilling, peaceful life. She loved her bowl, she loved her collar, she loved her leash, she even loved the flogger he rarely used. Falling asleep on her doggie bed with his warm cum in her womb and her tummy was the ultimate form of satisfaction. A satisfaction she could have never experienced had she remained a low-level chemist at a major food-processing company.


    She felt the change in his reactions. He was about to reach that point of now return. She looked up pleadingly. Would he allow her to swallow his delicious jizz this time?


    “Stop!” he commanded, and gave her a thumbs-up. The gesture made her happy momentarily because her brain interpreted as an “attagirl” at first, but she quickly realized that has merely ordering her to get up and shove the organ in her babymaker before he ejaculated. She quickly raised her head, threw her leg over his body, and lowered herself onto his glistening member. She grabbed the thing and guided it head into her excited cockslot. The moment he entered her, she started to shake and spasm, and instantly reached a tiny climax when his entire length was buried in her vaginal canal.


    The head of the organ hit her cervix, made her moan loudly like a whore in heat, and exploded a moment later. She felt him throb like crazy deep in side her, squirting load after load into her. It was impossible to feel it, of course, but she could almost see in her mind his bountiful semen filling her young womb like a water balloon. It was another satisfactory feeling she had experienced again and again since he started the breeding process.


    After filling her to the brim, he grabbed her by the small of her back and rose from the bed without taking his cock out of her primary fuckhole. He moved her petite body up and down his shaft like a masturbatory toy for a while, sending his loyal puppygirl to a higher level of pleasure. Then he rose from the bed and walked out of the bedroom, as he kept pumping the blissed-out slavegirl’s pussy. now totally out of control, she moaned and screamed as he lay her down on the kitchen table and fucked her for several delightful minutes until he started to ejaculate again.


    He stood there with his cock buried deep inside her belly until his balls were fully drained, then took a big step back. His cock popped out and dropped, with a couple of beads of his seminal fluid still dangling at its tip. Angelcunt felt a strong urge to drop down to her knees and lick ‘em off, but unfortunately no cleaning command was given. He simply turned around and walked towards the fridge to pick up a carton of milk. She sighed quietly before pulling her knees to her stomach and hugging her thighs. It was what the fem-vet told her to do after insemination.


    He took a few sips from the milk, then pointed at the stuff at the corner. Angelcunt let out a happy woof. She dropped down off the table, crawled towards the pile of plastic toys and dildos, and returned with her dog bow in her mouth. He poured the remaining milk into her bowl and gave the “drink” command. She woofed yes and lapped it up quickly. She still couldn’t believe that he was feeding her human food instead of slavefeed or pig-cum.


    She licked her bowl clean and carried it back to the corner, then returned to receive her well-deserved attagirl pats. At that moment, something magical happened. Just when he was giving her a gentle stroke on the cheek, she was filled with a warm feeling she never experienced before.


    She somehow knew.


    It was done. She was going to give him a son.
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    The boy continued to fuck her face pussy furiously. She was lying on her back, unable to breathe, but it wasn’t that bad. She had been serving for the past six years as their live sex doll. She knew how to take it when they got this rough.


    She no longer had any gag reflex of course, but the young boy’s exceptionally long cock was reaching record depths in her throat, hitting and stretching never-before-fucked spots. At least that’s how she felt. This new recruit, Nathaniel was his name, had a long, slim and curvy one that fit her face pussy perfectly. It was pleasant to lick, a joy to suck, and rather easy to fully deepthroat. Only downside was, the boy was too horny and full of energy. He often forgot that she was a real woman made of flesh and bones, and fucked her face like he would a silicone fucksleeve.


    He had superhuman stamina too. Sometimes he went on raping her face for tens of minutes. He slowed down and let her do the work every now and then, but once he attained full-hardness again, he started pounding her neck without mercy.


    She didn’t complain. She never did. She was just a woman, the club fucktoy who existed to serve cock and nothing else. It was the only life she knew. Only life she remembered, to be exact.


    Just the six full years she spent in these woods. Nothing from before.


    She had been the main attraction in the area. “Fallen Angel in the Woods Club” was the best kept secret of the town. Which town? She didn’t even know that. It must be a small settlement, possibly one close to the southern shore judging by the occasional seagulls that flew over her.


    A lot had changed during the past year. After most of the original members of the club grew up to get jobs and families of their own, she was passed down to a new generation of horny teenagers. The first generation simply wasn’t able to utilize and maintain her any more. Even the group who raped her at the weekend barbecues got smaller and smaller every week. The last “gangrape” had had only two guys. They had spitroasted her twice and flogged her once before calling it a day. It was like going through the motions. She had spent the entire Sunday alone, idling, reading her Bunnyhops comics, and masturbating to memories of old rapes.


    Unlike the originals, the juniors were full of energy and spunk. They visited her after school during the week to use, clean, and feed her, and they even took her for walks around the woods. The youngsters quickly had developed their own utilization style and schedule. The camp was moved from the original location to a rock shelter up the hill. She was glad to have some kind of a roof over her head after so many years living at the mercy of the elements. She got a new tent and a comfier mattress too. They also rewarded her with a 10-meter-long chain. She could now stand up and walk around her little cave, even step outside and take in the beautiful view whenever she wanted.


    They kept furnishing the new “clubhouse” with old furniture and appliances. A table and several chairs, a few containers to keep the sex toys and torture equipment organized, and even a makeshift kitchen for her to prepare sandwiches and snacks for her rapists.


    But the best thing about her new home was the spring nearby. She could listen to its pleasant song all day from where she lay.


    Nathaniel slowed down and changed his position. Without taking his cock fully out of her mouth, he sat down on her chest, grabbed her by the hair and pulled her head up so she could continue sucking on the shaft. Finally, a chance to relax and catch her breath.


    Another one of the junior members left the circle around the camp fire and approached. She heard him unzip and kneel on the mattress between her parted legs. He reached down and grabbed her bottom and roughly penetrated her primary without losing any time. She couldn’t see who the boy was. If he had been a member of the original squad, she could have immediately identified him by the cock size and raping style, of course. She was still getting to know the juniors.


    “She’s so tight for a discarded whore!” the one in her pussy exclaimed incredulously. “I still cannot believe how fun and pleasant to fuck this cunt is.”


    She immediately recognized the squeaky voice. It was the one they called Raz, the newest member. Joined only the week before, this was only the second time he was using her.


    “Why didn’t they name her?” he asked. “I mean, they have been using her as a mindless sex doll for the past six years, right?”


    “What are you talking about?” said Nathaniel and grabbed her head with both ends. “Of course they named her. She’s called Angel.” She realized that it was violent skullfucking time again. She surrendered and relaxed her neck muscles. The boy immediately started to pound her face mercilessly.


    “Naaah!” dismissed the other. “Angel is not a proper servonym. It’s too nice a name for worthless fuckmeat like this.”


    She flinched. She knew well what she was, of course, but it had been a while since the last time she was called worthless. The originals, they treated her a lot better, especially in later years. To them she was more like an angel who served with devotion, not a simple whore to be raped and beaten.


    “You’re right,” Nathaniel agreed as he finally ejaculated down her gullet. “We should rename her. Let the big bros keep calling her whatever they want at their weekend gatherings, but I think we should have our own name for her.” He pulled out of her mouth. She obediently swallowed her reward.


    “Finish quick,” he urged. “Let’s take her outside so she can do the blowjob circle. We can vote on a new name.”


    “Almost done,” the other said and picked up the pace. She did her best and squeezed hard to help him cum. She was going to be a good girl no matter what they decided to call her.


    The boy pulled out just in time and quickly shoved it in her face to finish. As soon as her lips sealed around his throbbing organ, it exploded and filled her mouth with fresh manjuice. She sucked and licked it clean and swallowed like a proper whore.


    Apparently satisfied with her service, the boys untied her wrists and ankles and propped her on all-fours. A hard kick in the butt launched her towards the camp fire. She counted 4 boys outside the cave, 6 in total with the two walking behind her. She bitchwalked over to the circle and smiled eagerly. Most of the members were new faces. It was exciting in a way. She couldn’t wait to start serving them, get to know them, hear their noises of pleasure. Just like she had done with their big brothers for years.


    None of the juniors returned her smile, however. Uri, Michael’s brother, was the closest. She stopped in front of him and sat on her heels. Without saying anything, he parted his legs. It was all she needed. She crawled in, opened his zipper, and began sucking his semi-erect cock. ++


    “Raz and I were talking,” started Nathaniel. “Why don’t we rename this cunt? After all, we use and abuse her more than the assholes who thought calling her Angel was a good idea.”


    “But that’s what she is,” said one of the boys. She couldn’t remember his name. Another recent addition to her list of regular rapists. “It is called the Fallen Angel club, isn’t it? Mike said she fell from the sky, literally.”


    “Please! She landed with a parachute,” another added. “My brother told me all about it years ago, even before I joined the club myself. They used its ropes to tie her up. Her first tent was literally her own parachute.” He paused for a moment when Uri finished in her mouth. The Angel quietly swallowed and moved down the line. She had listened to the story of her ‘fall’ many times before, of course. It didn’t help her remember what happened then, and it was unlikely to do the trick now.


    “I looked it up online,” the teenager continued once she started working on the next cock and balls. “She was probably one of the ‘rocket girls’ they launched from the Fair that year. It was like a lottery, yeah? Some met a spectacular, fiery end. Survivors were supposed to become public slaves wherever they landed. Our girl apparently got extremely lucky. She survived, but her memory didn’t. Perhaps it’s a blessing, eh?”


    She paused at that very moment. A rocket? Now that part of the story was all new. Suddenly a few blurry images flashed before her eyes. Being led into a big arena… Being strapped to a scary looking rocket… She didn’t like the feeling the images brought. She shook off the confusion and tried to focus on the cock in her mouth, which coincidentally started to ejaculate a second later without any warning. She swallowed and smiled gratefully at the boy, then crawled to the next one.


    “Whatever,” interrupted Nathaniel. “Her story is irrelevant. She was fuckmeat when they found her, and she is fuckmeat now. Nothing more.”


    “Why don’t we go with that?” asked one of the boys. “Fuckmeat. Simple and to the point.”


    The group agreed. She finished sucking her third and obediently moved on to the next boy. “What do you think, girl?” he asked before she could start serving. “You new name, Fuckmeat. Do you like it?”


    “Yes master,” she smiled. “This worthless cunt is happy to be your fuckmeat. It’s all she is and all she does.”


    Then she opened his zipper and took his cock in her mouth. She sucked and licked like an angel, and swallowed like a seasoned whore. She smiled to herself, knowing that she fully satisfied all six junior members present. Traditionally, she was allowed to rest and given a little treat when she completed a full round. She sat on her heels and looked at the members’ faces with a smile. What would her reward be? A bar of chocolate? Perhaps the latest issue of the Bunnyhops comic?


    “Look at her smile like a moron,” said Uri, then he grabbed her chain and pulled her towards himself. “She thinks we’re done with her for the moment.” He held her by the waist and turned her around, and entered her from behind. “No, Fuckmeat. This is a whole new world for you. You need to forget everything you’ve learned and start adapting to the new reality. We are only beginning.”


    “No, you aren’t stopping at six. We will rape you again and again, keep going and going for years, until nothing’s left of you, Fuckmeat.”


    She looked confused for a second, then took a deep breath. “Thank you, master, ” she smiled. “This fuckmeat will be happy to serve you till that very last moment.”

  

  
    Eleven Sufferings of Ileadhra​


    After “The Stevensons” pp. 1226-1235


    


    “The god Ayera decided to have a companion. He raped all the goddesses one by one in search for a worthy bedmate for his eternal use. Melka was the most beautiful, Maa was eternally wet and full of desire, Jida had the tightest womanhood, Mahra was skilled in the ways of pleasure, Aleinda had a heavenly moan, and Nisha never got tired. Each goddess had a quality that he wanted, but none had them all.


    Frustrated and erect, he ordered his viziers to search the cosmos to find him a worthy woman who could soothe his rage. His servants traveled to the far reaches of the universe, even the corners where the light of Shaa could not reach.


    Nine-hundred-and-ninety-nine of them returned with the best women they could find.


    They presented their captives to the master of the universe. Ayera raped them all for the next thousand days, but none could withstand his divine might.


    His anger doubled, the god summoned Thalabu the Wise, the only vizier who did not return with an offering. Thalabu explained that he found a candidate worthy of Ayera’s mighty manhood, but did not bring her back with him. Instead, he took her to the farthest end of the universe, and left her in the deepest well of Qatum, beyond the Hayatan Valley, beyond the Infinite White Sea of Bidhara, beyond the gaze of the ever-vigilant sons of Jibel.


    He told her that if she could traverse these impossible obstacles and reach the high throne of the fathers, she’d prove her worth to the council of gods. Then she could become the companion to the God of Gods, and serve his divine manhood for all eternity.


    Ayera asked who this woman was. Thalabu replied that she was a human princess known as Ileadhra the Virgin. Ayera’s anger tripled when he heard his vizier deemed worthy a human woman who carried the unforgivable sin of Eilhuria. Thalabu explained that Ileadhra was the only sinless one among the low-world females.


    Years ago, when Eilhuria’s wickedness spread, Thalabu was visiting the young princess in the form of a fox. Having seen in a dream what would come to pass, he brought the girl a small cherry as a gift. The princess gladly accepted and took a small bite. However, the fruit was enchanted by the wise fox. The delicate fruit started to grow as it passed her throat and the princess started to choke. At that very moment the original sin reached her, she coughed the fruit out and thus was spared.


    Thalabu’s foresight and resourcefulness pleased Ayera. He promised his wise vizier a place in the council of gods if the sinless princess completed this perilous journey successfully.


    Beyond the the Hayatan Valley, beyond the Infinite White Sea of Bidhara, beyond the gaze of the ever-vigilant sons of Jibel, Ileahdra was alone in the deepest well of Qatum. Far from Shaa’s all seeing eye, the bottom of the well was dark as the primordial night. There was no way out. She was cold, hungry, and homesick. Overcome by grief, she started to sing a song of sorrow and yearning.


    Her beautiful voice filled the well and spread to the entire Qatum. Her song enthralled the wicked creatures of the forsaken land, large and small. Soon they all gathered around the well. Iledhra’s seductive voice filled their heavy testes with seed, and huge rods with lust. Soon enough, all unsheathed and unloaded, showering the beautiful princess with their bountiful seed for a hundred days and hundred nights. Their semen filled the well, lifting the princess up and up until she was able to emerge fully covered in their blessings and adoration. The moment she stepped out of the well, all creatures of Qatum bowed down to the delicate pale beauty, their rage soothed, their seed depleted, their evil eradicated.


    Having domesticated the unruly creatures at Qatum with her dulcet voice, Ileadhra departed for the valley of Hayatan, where two evenly-matched armies were locked in an endless battle since the dawn of time. Every morning they attacked, and every evening they retreated back to their camps.


    Ileadhra entered the serpentine pass between the two hordes at dusk, hoping to cross the valley before sunlight. Alas, when Shaa appeared over the valley the next day, she found herself in the middle of the battlefield. Horns as loud as Ayera’s wrath heralded the arrival of the two armies with ranks replenished, hardened warriors lined up, flags were raised, and bows were drawn.


    The princess, trapped and hopeless, attempted to calm the ferocious warriors down with a song once more, but the horns and battle cries drowned out her voice. The armies started to march. Ileadhra was not scared. She calmly undressed, lay down in the middle of the field, and spread her legs wide. Her womanhood bloomed and glistened like a beautiful flower, even brighter than Shaa himself, drawing every single eye to it.


    All stopped and gathered around the shining flower. Inevitably, their hunger for battle turned into a lustful frenzy. A brutal gangrape began and went on for a hundred days. Warriors tore each other up for a chance to enter the princess. The perfect balance between the two sides was upset, and warriors fell one after another. At the end of the hundredth day, the only one who could stand back up was the Princess without Sin.


    The princess rose and continued her journey. She was cold, hungry, and tired. She walked and crawled, until she reached the shores of the White Sea of Bidhara, where Ayera had beaten his father Hou by cutting his testes after a battle that lasted an eon. The vanquished father fled and left his domain to his rebellious son, creating the great white sea with the seed from his testes as he retreated.


    Ilheadra stood and looked into the horizon, but she couldn’t see the other side. She walked along the shore to find a place to cross for a hundred days. She couldn’t find a way. Desperate, she went down on her hands and knees, bowed down, and started to drink the sea of semen. She slurped and swallowed, for days and weeks and months. At the end of the hundredth day, she drained it enough to create a path across.


    When she finally reached the other side, the only thing between her and the divine master of all universe was the ever vigilant sons of Jibel who stood watch along the borders of Medneleh. The sons were the steep mountains that encircled the gods’ city. Whenever an uninvited foe approached with ill-intentions, they rose up and crushed it.


    And they rose, all eleven sons, when Shaa woke up and shone on Ileadhra’s angelic form approaching from the East. When she saw the mountains coming, carrying their rocky erections with both hands, Ileadhra knew that she had to go through this final obstacle by sacrificing the last bit of her innocence. She had already forfeited her flower to drain the battle lust of the two armies at Hayatan Valley, and violated the purity of her mouth by draining the White Sea of Bidhara. Now she had to surrender her third hole to drain the testes of the sons.


    When they arrived and lifted their manhoods to crush her, Ileadhra fell on her hands and knees and turned around with an arched back, presenting her beauty and willingness to satisfy even the biggest and hardest of men. Once again, she was able to stop the beasts with her generous offering. The sons began raping the delicate princess like a lowly street bitch in heat. Each son lasted a year, but all fell one by one like the wild creatures of Qatum and the warriors of Hayatan before them. In the end, Ileadhra was able to stood up once again, well-used and abused, but not broken.


    All the impossible obstacles now behind her, she walked into the celestial city of Medneleh, naked and bruised, Her womb and stomach overflowing with semen. All the gods descended from their golden towers to watch her pass, admiring her indescribable beauty. Thalabu the Wise, himself delighted by her hard-earned triumph, welcomed her at the palace steps. He had her drained, cleaned, oiled, and clothed for an audience with Ayera, the undisputed master of the universe.


    Unbeknownst to the princess, Ayera had tasked Shaa to follow her throughout the journey and report everything she had done and everything that was done to her. He had read the sufferings of Ileadhra at the end of every day as chronicled by his younger brother. He was impressed and pleased by her resilience and devotion. When Ileadhra was finally brought before him, he had already made his decision.


    Ayera left the wise vizier Thalabu in charge of the realm, took the princess to his bed at the highest tower of Medneleh, commanded her to sing for him, and began raping her as it was his divine right. Ileadhra obeyed and served without complaint or hesitation. He was delighted by her elegant features and graceful form that made the beautiful goddess Melka look like an ugly old crone in comparison. He was amazed by her wet tight flower that turned the twin goddesses Maa and Jida red with envy. He was pleased to find her abilities to please much greater than the skilled Mahra. He was enchanted by her dulcet singing voice that silenced the honey-lipped Aeinda. He was surprised that she was able to outlast the indefatigable Nisha, the mother of all whores.


    Ayera raped Ileadhra for a hundred days, as it was the custom for captured high royalty. The council of gods gathered at the palace to wait for the couple to emerge from their chamber, but they did not arrive. The divine violation continued for another thousand days.


    Overcome by jealousy, the six goddesses Maa, Melka, Mahra, Jida, Aeinda and Nisha conspired to enter the chamber and mutilate the new bride before Ayera’s seed could take root in her womb. Melka lured the guards away with her captivating beauty, and Maa and Jida distracted Shaa with their womanly charms. The others climbed the tower in the darkness, entered the chamber to find Ayera and Ileadhra sleeping after a particularly exhausting rape. Aeinda sang her best lullaby in order to keep the God of Gods asleep, while Mahra and Nisha cut Ileadhra’s limbs off, leaving her in a diminished form. Ever so obedient, Ileadhra did not make a sound as they tore her perfect body. They stole her pieces and scattered them around the sky.


    It was the Fifth Adorning of Heavens.


    When Ayera woke up and saw his new bride limbless, his rage quadrupled. He swore to punish the ones who were responsible, but Ileadhra begged him to spare the wrongdoers, for they were nothing but one last obstacle between her and her eternal master. She was determined to serve and obey, with or without an intact body. Her devotion softened the God’s heart. He spared the goddesses lives but banished them away. Aeinda and Nisha were sent to Qatum to serve the wild creatures of the dark for all eternity with their warm mouths. Jida and Maa were sent to Hayatan to serve the two armies with their glistening flowers, Melka and Mahra were sent to serve the sons of Jibel with their unholy holes.


    The princess-turned-goddess, reduced to her essence as a woman, continued to serve her god and master forever, without complaint or hesitation.


    This is the story of Ileadhra the Sinless, sometimes called Ileadhra the Limbless. The song ‘Eleven Sufferings of Ileadhra’ is sung during wedding ceremonies to bless marriages, to remind women of their duties to their shepherds.”


    “But mom… Why eleven? I don’t think… The kidnapping, the well, the valley, the sea, the mountains, and the quartering. That makes… six, right?


    “No, my lamb. Each one of the five obstacles shows us two sufferings. One is the agony itself, and the other is the agonizing choice to bear it.”


    “Oh.”


    “Remember Ahira, when it’s time for you to hear the verses, you will not sing along. You’ll just listen on your knees, with your eyes lowered. Just like Ileadhra listened to Ayera reading from the chronicle of Shaa. The last note will make you a wife in the eyes of the keepers. Only then you will be a real woman, and your cleansing will begin.”


    “Yes, thank you, Mama.”

  

  
    The Law Office


    After the novella “the Lawsuit”

  

  
    The Choice


    


    Hello my dear fellow sickos and sickettes.


    A brief disclaimer: For the uninitiated, the so-called Erenischverse is an alternate universe I’ve been developing for a long time, where female sexual slavery is the norm. All of my comics, novellas, and most of my illustrations are from this fantasy world.


    (This office-themed story is the first part of a short burst, but you can also find a number of full length novels and novellas at my website.)


    Enjoy…


    


    Somehow, she was calmer now. Within a few minutes, the loud voices in her head started to wane. The initial shock was magically gone, and her worries started to disappear. Her mind went blank and instincts took over at some point. She suddenly found herself “in the zone” once again, even though it had seemed impossible just moments ago.


    It often happened when she performed fellatio. A magical, totally unexpected point in time when her mind shut up, shut down. A soothing hum… Total calm and serenity… Nothing in her head. Just a big fat dick in her mouth. Going in and out, stretching her lips, pressing down her tongue, entering her throat, fucking it and fucking it and fucking it.


    It felt natural. It was natural. Very simple too. People often said sucking dick was easy to learn but hard to master. Not for her. She was an exceptional cocksucker right from the start. She didn’t even need the praise the men who utilized her often showered her with. She could simply tell from their reactions. She was smart and skilled, learned new techniques fast, adapted quickly to different needs and tastes, and most importantly, she drew great satisfaction from a job well performed. The act itself could be humiliating and painful, of course, as it was often the case. Men were brutal, and they rarely cared about the mouth they fucked, especially here at the office. But she managed to see every throating as a task she had to perform well. Even with violent skullfuckers, she felt the urge to contribute and did her best to enhance their experience.


    Two minutes ago, her worst nightmare was realized. Faced with a terrible choice, she had been at the precipice of a panic attack. Now, as she sucked on this particular penis, the world seemed simpler. It meant no more choices. Mo more dilemmas, complex machinations, worrying about the next step and the next choice and the next problem. Getting down on her knees and sucking this dick was probably the last real choice she’d ever had to make.


    ***


    15 minutes earlier.


    She put the phone down, took a deep breath, and stood up. She froze like a confused meerkat for a moment, her nervous mind racing at full speed. It was the first time she was summoned by her boss Mister Ulfbock to his office since she was hired by the firm. What could be the reason? Something bad, most definitely.


    She gasped when a number of disaster scenarios rushed to her mind. Suddenly there was no air to breathe in her tiny office, which was slightly bigger than a standard toilet stall. She looked down and checked her dress. Unfortunately, she wasn’t wearing her best outfit that day. She quickly slipped out of the cheap tearaway two-piece she wore on Tuesdays, and put on the baby-blue emergency outfit she kept in her bottom desk drawer. She replaced her shoes with her best pumps. She was ready within a minute.


    Mr Ulfbock had a reputation of harshly punishing lateness, so she knew she had to be quick. She took the elevator to the 45th floor and walked down the corridor that led to the offices of Mr Ulfbock and Mr Hirsch. She’d been on the executive floor only once before, when she needed to drop off some files two years ago, but never seen this part of it. This place was off limits to lowly mortals like herself.


    “Sofia!”


    She stopped in her tracks and nervously smiled at the young sexretary standing at the end of the corridor. The tall graceful woman smiled back. She looked vaguely familiar. “Hello! Remember me? Shani. Shani Mrembo. From the executive relief training… Three, no, four years ago?”


    “Yes!” exclaimed Sofia a little too loudly. “I remember, of course. Shani. How’ you been?”


    “Quite well,” the other beamed and pointed at the big ornate door of Ulfbock’s office. “I’m the big man’s sexretary now. One of them, I should say.”


    Sofia tried to keep her smile up. She was too nervous to engage in small talk. “Um… Do you have any idea why I’m here?” she asked timidly. “Is this about the Tyran case, or…”


    “I‘m not at the liberty to comment, I’m afraid” the other pouted. “Mr Ulfbock has been conducting interviews since yesterday. There’s someone in there right now. Why don’t you take a seat over here? I’ll call you when he’s ready to see you.”


    “Thank you” nodded Sofia and collapsed on a highly ornate but extremely uncomfortable chair in the waiting area. The boss conducting Interviews? She was even more confused now.


    After a few minutes, the door opened and a familiar face emerged from the office. Sofia recognized Inez Cadela, a veteran paralegal who worked at the floor above hers. She quickly examined the woman from tip to toe for clues, but her face revealed nothing. As she walked by, she caught her gaze and smiled politely, then left without saying anything.


    “Sofia, the boss will see you now.”


    She stood up and took a deep breath, and followed Shani into the big boss’s huge office with shaky legs.


    “Masterless slut Sofia Necia from the 42nd, Mr Ulfbock,” announced the sexretary. The man dropped his reading glasses on the desk and looked up. With his long white hair neatly bunched in a short ponytail and well-trimmed beard he looked like an ageing painter rather than a ruthless lawyer.


    “Slut Necia,” he repeated with a smile and stood up, then gestured toward the two leather chairs by the huge window. “Have a seat.”


    “Would you like something to drink?” the sexretary asked.


    “Coffee for me.” replied the man and sat down. Sofia asked for a glass of water and perched on the edge of the other chair.


    “Of course. Anything else?”


    “Thank you Shani. That will be all.”


    The woman bowed respectfully and left like a floating fairy. Sofia followed her graceful steps as if she was mesmerized.


    “I’m sure you’re wondering why I asked you here, masterless slut Necia,” started the man. Sofia nodded nervously and forced a smile. “Do you have any guesses?”


    “I t-thought… Perhaps the Tyran case?… I was on that team, and…”


    “That case was not winnable,” dismissed the man. “I don’t blame anyone for that. Certainly not a female paralegal who was charged with babysitting those two scared girls.”


    Sofia smiled again, but was hardly relieved.


    Ulfbock opened the file he brought from his desk and took a look inside. “This is your 5th year with us, right? You’re a very efficient and hardworking femployee. I’m told you took the bar exam and passed with great marks last year. Unofficially, of course. If only you were a man, right?” He looked up and smiled.


    Sofia nodded again, unable to find the correct response. She was flabbergasted. The boss was nothing like she’d imagined him to be. He was relaxed, cordial, and almost friendly.


    “This says you had your annual review recently, slut Necia,” he continued. “Passed with flying colors. I see nothing but praise here. Knowledgeable, competent, hardworking, teamworker, good communicator, exceptional cocksucker, tight holes.” He dropped the file back on his lap. “How are they treating you down there, on the 42th floor?” he asked. “What is the femployee utilization schedule for your department?”


    “Weekly threeholings by the section chief, and monthly office-wide gangbangs, Sir,” she answered timidly. “And blowjobs, of course, whenever required.”


    “Of course,” he nodded. “I talked to your section chief, Mr Clausen. Actually, you’re here on his recommendation. He said he met many women with brains, many with exceptional fellatio skills, and many with tight holes. He claims that you are the only one he met with all three qualities.”


    “Oh?” Sofia exclaimed. Should she be flattered? Once again, she didn’t know how to respond. She had no inkling about where this conversation was going.


    “How old are you again?”


    “I’m… twenty-six, Sir” she answered. Then fear hit her. Was she getting too old for the firm? was she going to be laid off?


    “Not married or engaged. Not regularized?”


    “Currently… I’m not regularly utilized outside of work, Sir,” she replied.


    “That’s good.” Ulfbock commented. It was good? What did he mean by that? “Here’s the answer to the question in your head, Necia. You probably heard that my wife of 47 years passed away recently.” Sofia nodded. Mrs Ulfbock was killed in a car accident less than three months ago. “After her passing, I decided to get rid of the rest of my harem too. Donated them to charities, to be exact. I had my reasons. That’s not important.” He leaned forward and looked into Sofia’s widened eyes. “Long story short, I’m getting sick of the rentals I’ve been fucking since. I decided to build a new one.”


    “A new one?”


    “A new harem,” he smiled. “And yes, you guessed it. You are one of the candidates I‘m considering to acquire.”


    Sofia opened her mouth but was unable to produce a sound. While she tried to find something to say, the sexretary returned with a tray and served the drinks.


    “I had the same talk with Shani last week,” the man said and leaned back with a wider smile. “After some soul searching she agreed to be put on enslavement track. I’ll be testing and training her throughout the month. At the end of this trial period, I’ll decide whether or not to enslave her. So far, she is doing a very good job. I’m especially impressed with her morning ritual technique. And of course, this wonderful ass. Simply a delight to fuck.”


    He reached and squeezed the young woman’s butt. To Sofia’s surprise this didn’t make him look like a dirty old man abusing an employee. Somehow, he managed to appear like an affectionate fatherly figure.


    Shani thanked for the lewd gesture with a smile. Sofia searched the woman’s face for a sign of fear or deception, but couldn’t find any.


    “And that’s why I invited you here today, masterless slut Necia. You are just the type of woman I want in my harem. Not too young and stupid to have a meaningful conversation, and not too old to fuck. I had the company detectives prepare a thorough report on you, and their results support my initial opinion. Just the perfect combination of brains and pussy to satisfy both my intellectual and sexual needs.”


    He pulled a document from the file and handed it to the stunned young woman. “I’m officially putting you on executive enslavement track, Sofia. Starting tomorrow, you’ll be working here, on this floor. You’ll join Shani and two others who are on the same program. You’ll be given a spacious office with a nice view. In addition to all the essentials you need to perform your usual duties, you’ll also have a bed in there for me to fuck you whenever I want. You’ll allocate 40 percent of your time on learning new pleasuring techniques and improving your sex skills. You’ll accompany me to meetings and serve me under the desk from now on. It’s nothing you haven’t done before, I’m sure.”


    Sofia looked on with her mouth wide open. Her mind was gone blank. Her ears were ringing. Was this a nightmare?


    “Of course, as a freewoman, you can reject this generous, once-in-a-lifetime offer,” the man continued. “Just know that such a decision will effectively end your employment with the firm.”


    She shivered. They both knew that she wouldn’t be able to find another job in her field of expertise as a twenty-six year old woman, and it would be impossible for her to pay for her next freedom permit. Her current permit was going to run out in less than a month, after which point he could simply confiscate her for free. Surely the timing of this offer wasn’t a coincidence. There was no way out. It was a hostile takeover of her body.


    “How long do I have to think about your… g-generous offer, Sir?” she stammered after a long silence. “This is a very big deci-”


    “You have ten seconds,” replied the man and smiled. “I’ll count to ten, and when I’m finished, I want to see you totally naked, on your knees, with my cock in your mouth.”

  

  
    The Contract​


    “Are you ready?”


    Sofia nodded. She felt like she had been nodding constantly since that moment she agreed to be put on “executive enslavement track” by her boss Erhard Ulfbock. It was almost like she was already a slave, mentally.


    “You brought your copy with you, I’m sure?”


    She nodded again, and tapped on the file she was holding in front of her crotch like a shield. Shani smiled. “Very good. Follow me. There is an unoccupied meeting room around the corner. We’ll go over the contract before you meet Mr Ulfbock.”


    Another nod and a nervous smile, then she followed the tall sexretary into a mid-size glass-walled room with an oval table and a few chairs. It was one of the so-called “aquariums” they used to meet clients in. She sat down across her and put her file on the table.


    Shani opened her own copy of the EET contract and looked at the nervous paralegal with a warm smile. “Try to relax, Sofia. This is standard boiler-plate stuff. I’m sure you have gone through a million of these.”


    “Actually,” the redhead started, “I worked… specialized in involuntary female acquisitions. I’ve never seen one of these before.”


    “No problem,” the other waved. “It is simple and straightforward. A comprehensive list of your duties and obligations as an enslaveable femployee, some new restrictions you should be aware of, and some other legalese you’d be better equipped to understand than a simple sexretary like me.”


    “You signed the same contract?”


    “Yes, I have. Exactly a week ago.”


    “Any… regrets?”


    “No. I mean, I…. No, of course not.”


    Sofia nodded like a puppet, again. At least her neck was getting some exercise. She needed the flexibility for the endless under-the-table-blowjobs anyway.


    “He mentioned that… he liked the morning rituals you performed,” started Sofia after a long awkward silence. “Does this mean-”


    “Yes, he took me home a few times for overnight utilization,” interrupted the young woman. “I performed it twice so far, as well I could. I never had a relationship before, so it was my first time too. Kinda winged it. Luckily, my performance was satisfactory for Mr Ulfbock.”


    She turned the page and moved her index finger down until she found the section she was looking for.


    “Here. Page 3, section c, article 5 clarifies the times and locations you can be utilized. It’s a thorough list. To be honest, you’d basically agree to serve wherever and whenever the boss wants… including his home after work hours, obviously. See the following clause. Even in your own home, he’ll be entitled to visit anytime to rape you.”


    “Of course,” Sofia mumbled, trying hard to hide her terror. “Did he-”


    “Yes, once,” Shani replied quickly. “I don’t think he liked my bed though. Bought me a new one the next day, with integrated shackles and stuff. So, I expect him to visit again soon, and often.” She paused. “You should too, I guess.”


    Sofia straightened up and cleared her throat. “I’m more concerned about the work hours,” she started with a shaky voice. “Mr Ulfbock… um… or is it Master Ulfbock? What should I-”


    “Mister is fine for now,” Shani smiled. “You don’t have to change the way you address him until he makes the decision about you at the end of the trial month. I have to admit, I made the same mistake once. In front of one of his clients too. He gave me an immediate corrective spanking. Fully nude, of course. Once again, expect it to happen to you if you screw up. It’s a part of the training process.”


    “So… Mr Ulfbock said yesterday, that I have to perform my usual duties… but I also have to devote forty percent of my time here to develop sexual service skills.” She nervously looked down to find the relevant section in her copy of the EET contract. “These skills are not specified here, but a reference is made to an official guideline. I don’t have any idea what that is.”


    “Yes,” said Shani and put a handbook on the table. She put her slender fingers on it and pushed it towards the redhead. “The latest S2C Transition guidelines published by the BFA Department of Female Allocation and Management. It’s mostly about legal procedures and financial matters, but there is a section listing all the skills a woman is expected to acquire at the end of her transition from ‘masterless slut’ to ‘owned cunt’ status. The instructions are very clear and easy to understand for females. The detailed illustrations are helpful too.”


    Sofia picked up the manual with another robotic nod, and quickly shuffled through it. Humiliating homework. That’s what it basically was. She had participated in a lot of S2C cases throughout her career, of course, but they had all been hostile takeovers and confiscations, not voluntary transitions where the client had ample time to prepare herself by studying manuals. She herself never had to deal with the transition part. Her job generally ended when the contested woman was enslaved, or in the rarest cases, survived with her freedom.


    “Of course, this is just theoretical stuff,” Shani clarified. “In practice, you’ll probably do what I have been doing. Watch instructional BFA videos and porn… Lots and lots of porn. Mister Ulfbock gave me a long list of materials he personally approved. I’ll share it with you.”


    “Thanks,” Sofia mumbled. She was going to be paid to watch porn at work?


    “If we take my experience as a template for what you’ll be doing,” started the sexretary, “you’ll be performing what you had learned immediately and often, especially in the first few days. As you might know, there are four of us. It’s you, me, Hannah Sanderson and Juliana West. We don’t know how many of us Mr Ulfbock plans to enslave in the end. It could be all of us, or perhaps none of us. We will be both competing and collaborating to serve his cock to our best abilities. You’ll experience that duality in action every morning. The procedure is simple. We will welcome him at the door of his office, in sheer stockings and high heels and nothing else, follow him to his office, suck his cock one by one and in combinations until he decides to pick one of us to threehole thoroughly. He has a fully equipped raperoom at the back of his office.” She paused to let her description sink in. “Don’t be discouraged if he doesn’t pick you to fuck a few times in a row. It doesn’t necessarily mean you failed, or the other candidate won. It’s just the way he trains women. Keeps us constantly on our toes.” She smiled. “I mean, literally. You’ll always be on your toes, high heels or not. It’s his preference.”


    Sofia kept nodding absentmindedly. This entire thing sounded surreal. “You said there’s a chance that he won’t enslave some of us,” she said after a while. “What happens if I’m not chosen at the end of the month? How will the next day look like?”


    “Simple,” Shani smiled. “You’ll go back to the 42nd.”


    “So… I’m not going to be fired?”


    “Of course not. You’re one of the best femployees the firm has. I’ve seen all the glowing reports from your superiors. They love raping you down there.”


    “I see,” mumbled Sofia. She should be relieved to hear that, but somehow, she wasn’t sure if that was an outcome she wanted.


    “I know what you’re thinking, because I have gone through the same process,” said Shani, noticing the way Sofia’s face changed. “I’ll simplify it for you. You have three ways out of this. First and worst case scenario, you refuse to sign the EETC, lose your job, your permit runs out next month, after which Mr Ulfbock can immediately enslave you against your will. I know he will for a fact, because he made me buy a stock option on you just before yesterday’s meeting. And believe me, he might be vindictive and brutal if you refuse him. Let’s be honest, he’s a successful cutthroat lawyer… and you know these guys well, they are all ruthless sociopaths.”


    Sofia was surprised to hear these words coming out of the sexretary’s mouth. For the first time since the beginning of the conversation, she resisted the urge to nod in affirmation.


    “Second and best case scenario, you agree to become his slave voluntarily. Your job is half way done, really. He had researched and watched you, and in the end decided to put you on EET already. Serve him well and impress him further, make sure he doesn’t change his mind. As masters go, he’s not the worst, believe me. He is very rich and very busy, he’ll be surrounded by women to utilize here at the office and at home, leaving you alone most of the time. It’s the best life any of us could ever imagine.”


    She paused and waited for Sofia to feel the need to nod this time. “And the third option is this. Fail to impress, go back your life of regular office gangrapes and an uncertain future. Actually, it is the real worst option, if you think about it. We both know that we girls are only postponing the inevitable here. One day, we’ll all be enslaved and turned into a mindless fuckdoll by a random asshole, right? Can you imagine meeting anyone better than Mr Ulfbock? This is, as he said before, a once-in-lifetime opportunity for all of us lowly office sluts.”


    “You’re right of course,” stammered Sofia. She certainly was.


    “You read the contract many times already, I’m sure. Any questions?”


    Sofia shook her head.


    “Great,” Shani smiled. “Then let’s go in there and sign it, eh?” She stood up and Sofia followed. They headed towards the boss’s office. The twenty-six year-old redhead took a deep breath when the sexretary raised her fist to knock on the door. Her life was about to end… change… transform…


    Shani turned to her one last time before she knocked. “I don’t want to ruin the surprise, but Mr Ulfbock had me reschedule his appointments to clear the next three hours. I think he will use that time to rape and torture you thoroughly. It will be brutal too. He will test your limits, see how much pain you can take. Maybe he’ll do us together, or use me to fluff and clean. That’s exactly what he did to me after I signed. Juliana was the fluffer to my first violation.”


    She turned and knocked.


    “Come in!”


    Even though her mind started screaming in panic the moment she heard the boss’s voice, Sofia followed the sexretary inside, as if her body was taken over by a strange force. Ulfbock smiled as she approached his desk like a shy bride, his amusement grew when he noticed the confusion and reluctance on her blushing beautiful face. Despite all that, she picked up the pen and signed the document like a programmed robot. Everything felt like a lucid dream.


    “Very well,” the man said and stood up. “Slut Mrembo, take slut Necia to the raperoom. Remove her clothes and restrain her with her arms up. I think I’ll begin with a full body flogging this time.” He put the contract in a drawer and started to unbutton his shirt. “I hope you don’t have any lunch plans, ladies. Because I’ll keep you two here for a while.”
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Holli Kau
First Draft - Not for distribution

ACT ONE

EXT. STEPPE - DAY
Camera slowly zooms into a facility that looks abandoned from the
outside. Female screams are heard in the distance, faint and
muffled at first. Camera enters the structure and dips downward ,
quickly moving through subterranean levels where hundreds of bound
women are being tortured and raped by uniformed personnel. Screams
and moans get louder and and louder. Camera eventually slows down
and focuses on a young blonde woman, shackled spreadeagled to a
high-tech X-frame. She is being fucked in all her orifices by
mean-looking mechanized dildos. Nasty cables and pins are stuck in
her engorged nipples. A man with a clipboard approaches to inspect
her oversized mammaries. At that very moment she starts to shudder
and experiences a violent orgasm, and suddenly milk starts to
spurt out of her nipples, hitting the man in the eyes.

HENCHMAN 1 (to colleague in the distance)
Fuck.. We have another one.

HENCHMAN 2 (laughing)
Got you in the eye, huh? From way over there? Impressive. I guess
we should take her to Doctor Pullermann for a full evaluation.

The second man approaches and unlocks the shackles of the
exhausted looking woman, and pulls the injectors out of her
nipples to inspect further. More milk spurts out and hits him in
the face too.

HENCHMAN 2
Goddammit! She got me too. This is the one we pumped with the new
stuff, right?

He turns around to look at his colleague when no answer comes. The
first man is lying unconscious on the floor. Confused, he stumbles
and falls next to him. The young woman manages to free herself
from the mechanized dildos and collapses onto her knees. Camera
zooms into her face, her eyes glow.

FADE TO BLACK
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ACT THREE
INT. BUTCHER’S LAIR - NIGHT

Two henchmen drag Holli across the control room and prop her limp
body up on her knees. She was heavily beaten and violated. Her
naked body is covered in bruises and semen. Cum leaks out of her
genitals, leaving a trail behind her. Her hands are restrained
behind her back. Her super-nipples are clasped shut by high tech
devices, rendering her powerless. The Butcher rises up from his
seat and and approaches.

THE BUTCHER
Well well well! The stray cow returns. (To his men) Not willingly,
I guess?

GUARD 1
No Sir. She tried to sneak in through an air vent. Managed to take
out a guard too, but she tripped a silent alarm. We cornered her
at level four.

THE BUTCHER
(points to the trail of cum behind her)
Looks like the men had some fun after capturing her.

GUARD 1 (nervous)
Yes Sir. I’'m sorry Sir. The men, they didn’t know who she was.
They thought she was an escaped lab-cunt, so..

THE BUTCHER
Relax. It’s good that they loosened her up for my little pet.

The butcher signals to a guard on the other side of the room, who
unlocks a huge door. A giant humanoid monster is brought into the
hall, controlled by four guards with powerful electro-shock
spears. The two guards holding Holli Kau retreat in fear. The
semi-conscious superheroine finds herself in the giant’s shadow.
Her eyes open in terror. Before she can react, the giant grabs her
by the waist and lifts her up in the air, then wears her beautiful
body like a condom. Thanks to her super-healing powers, Holli
manages to survive the initial penetration that would instantly
crush a normal woman.

HOLLI
(screams)
Nooo!

THE BUTCHER (delighted)

Marvellous! Even better than I expected. You see boys, he destroys
her uterus and breaks her pelvic bones with every thrust, but she
quickly regenerates to receive the next one. She is truly a
miracle!
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The monstrous rape goes on for a while. In the end, The Butcher’s
“pet” ejaculates into the unconscious heroine and throws her limp
body away. She rolls and hits the wall. Cum gushes out of her
wrecked holes, which quickly regenerates. Nobody notices that one
of the power-dampeners that restrained her nipples gets loose with
the impact.

THE BUTCHER (pets the giant on the shin)
Well done, my boy. Now go and rest. I’'11 let you play with her
again soon.

He signals his men to take the giant away. The guards pick the
unconscious Holli up and bring her back to the center. Her body is
covered in thick monster semen.

THE BUTCHER
But before that, I will play with her myself. Take her away and
clean her up. I want her restrained in my raperoom at 5pm.

Butcher walks back to his chair and sits down, watches Holli being
dragged away.

FADE OUT AND CREDITS
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FEMALE OWNERSHIP CERTIFICATE

BUREAU OF FEMALE AFFAIRS
Department of Female Allocation and Management

This certificate authorizes the use of the female specified below as a slave.
A copy of this document will be kept by the Bureau of Female Affairs for verification purposes.
Destroying or modifying this document without authorization is a criminal offense.

Attach pictures of the property below for easy visual identification. (See acceptable pose guidelines: section P:34)

Face/tertiary orifice Mammaries Breeding/primary orifice ‘Anal/Secondary orifice

SERVONYM (See slave-naming guidelines: section N.2-8) GRADE

Yummydummy B

Owned Female’s

Pre-slavery name: Shivani Sundar Birth date: 15/8/2019

Previous servonyms, if any: ~ Dumbdummy

Owner/Master: Frank Dorn

Enslavement date: 10/9/2089 Registry#: _ REGIN1VSR6

Enslavement method: Birthright Voluntary surrender | X/ Kidnapping/confiscation
Marriage Purchase Gift
Other (Please specify):! volunteered-resold-resold

Main uses: Pleasure/Fuckslave | X Torture/Painslave X| Visual/Performance
Housepet Service animal Labor
Other (Please specify):

Special Training, if any: ~ Maid training Housepet training Pony training
Other (Please specify):

Tax classification: Private use X| Communal use Commercial use

Marriage Exemption:

Primary Inspection Amendments Modifications
Grade: B Date:

Date: 10/9/2039 (E-day) Amended grade:

Ref#: 3977789435 Reason:

Recommended FR date15/8/2049

Notes:

-Foreign national (Veshyan) | p,e.
-naturalized by enslavement | o ...ded orade:
grade:

Inspector’s REGID Reason:
and signature: BFA -KK1-RT15
Use the diagram to specify removed limbs
N and/or permanent modifications to the female
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