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Jessica knew she was supposed to be afraid. Her body was supposed to be a mess of fear and anxiety as the guard entered the cell, having interrupted Jessica’s lesbian love session with Vicki. Her body was still sizzling from the orgasm, filling her with confidence, and there was no trace of trepidation or anxiety to be found; she welcomed the prospect of being fucked by the guard. The lust gleaming from his eyes told her exactly what was on his mind. She glanced at Vicki, who did not seem to share her cellmate’s endorphin-fueled courage. Vicki’s face was pale, and she seemed to shrink under the guard’s menacing stare.
“You girls just couldn’t help yourselves,” the guard said with a grin. He stood with his hands on his hips, emanating control and confidence. “You. Get up against the wall.” He pointed at Vicki, who stumbled out of the bunk bed, nearly tripping over the chain connecting her ankles.
The guard proceeded to lock Vicki’s handcuffs to a water pipe in the ceiling, forcing her to stand on her toes with her arms stretched. She was trembling with fear; her eyes were wide and frightened, and her lips quivered. The guard pulled up Vicki’s dress until her beautiful breasts were exposed to the chill prison air.
“Not a bad pair,” the guard said and squeezed them with both hands. A few drops of milk spilled onto the floor. “I really should hand you two over for punishment. Maybe a trip to the basement?” He glanced at Jessica. “You enjoyed your last trip there, didn’t you?” His lustful gaze turned back towards Vicki. “Or maybe you’ll both be whipped in the courtyard.”
Vicki shook her head. “Please, no! Anything but that!”
“Why don’t you just fuck me?” Jessica got up from the bed. She did not attempt to cover up the breasts that Vicki had been licking moments earlier.
The guard scoffed. “Maybe I will. If you do a good job, I’ll consider letting you off the hook.”
Jessica smiled. “Sounds fair.”
“But you have to put on a little show for me first.” He pointed at Vicki. “Drink from her. Properly.” He took a step back and crossed his arms.
What, that’s it? Does he think I’ll find it humiliating? Jessica shrugged and placed her lips on Vicki’s quivering breast, creating a vacuum. Soon, the life-giving, priceless drops started filling Jessica’s mouth. It was sweet, comforting, intimate, and for a second, she managed to ignore the guard behind her. Jessica had fed from other hucows before, and she liked it more each time. It was a stark contrast to the intent behind the hucow industry, the conveyor belt mentality. For one beautiful moment, Vicki was not just another piece of meat on the production line, she was a person giving sustenance to another.
And it turned Jessica on. Every drop of delicious milk on her tongue sent a pleasurable tingle down her spine that eventually nestled in her loins, igniting the embers of lust left over after the intense orgasm she had experienced at Vicki’s hands. And tongue.
Vicki’s reluctant moans fought their way through Jessica’s haze of desire, accompanied by the familiar, slightly nauseating sensation of the guard’s erect cock rubbing against Jessica’s naked ass.
“I’m going to fuck your friend here,” the guard said, directed at Vicki. “And you get to watch.”
Vicki did not dare speak. Jessica knew that she was supposed to just take it, to let the guard have his way, but she was not up for another disappointing quickfire incident. The knowledge that Josh would get her out of prison soon made her cocky. Vicki had to stay here for years, but Jessica did not.
Jessica removed her lips from Vicki’s breast and turned towards the guard. “Are you sure you can handle me?” she said while her cuffed hands started stroking his cock.
“Wh… what?” His face looked torn between the pleasing touch and the words coming out of Jessica’s mouth.
Jessica smiled as she led the guard to the bunk bed with a firm grasp of his cock. He tripped, falling onto the mattress. Jessica knelt astride him, with the legcuff chain tight across his thigh. She could tell that he wanted to protest, but any semblance of cohesive thought went out the window the moment she lowered herself onto his hard cock.
She was in charge this time.
Jessica was in no hurry. She barely registered the struggling of Vicki behind her, still shackled to the pipes. Instead, she focused on the cock’s smooth skin rubbing slowly against the inside of her pussy. Chains rattled and mixed with her moans and the surprised groans from the guard.
“See? It’s much better like this.” Jessica said and dug her nails into the guard’s chest.
He whimpered but did not attempt to escape. His veins were visible on the neck as he strained to hold back the approaching ejaculation, once again arriving earlier than Jessica would have wanted. She slowed down, tried to prolong the pleasant experience, but she could tell that she was fighting a losing battle.
She frowned. “Come on. Be a man. You can last longer than this, right?”
He did not answer, but a crease formed between his eyebrows as a response to the insult.
A moment later, Jessica felt his unwelcome ejaculate inside her. The guard’s face contorted as he groaned. His body shook, adding a few seconds of pleasure for Jessica, but at the same time, he started going limb inside her.
The guard squirmed, but Jessica did not stop.
“I’m not done,” she said and started fucking him harder.
“The fuck?” the guard said, having regained his ability to speak after climaxing. “Get … get off!” A puny whimper of discomfort escaped him.
Lust had quelled all thoughts of consequences or punishment in Jessica’s mind. In her eyes, the cock was hers to use, its whiny host was of no interest to her. The guard grabbed her arm and tried to pull her off, but years of horseback riding had granted her strong thighs – Jessica knew how to stay on top of a stallion that refused to be ridden.
She smiled at the sight of the panicked expression on the guard’s face. “What are you going to do? Call the other guards? How are you going to explain this?” She could feel him get hard again, but he did not seem to enjoy it.
“You … you bitch!”
He grabbed hold of her collar and pulled it to the side. The sudden choking caught Jessica by surprise and made her loosen her thighs’ vice-like grip, sending her tumbling onto the bed. The guard was quick to get up and pull up his pants. His face was red, his lips trembling; it was as if his body was struggling to figure out how to handle the situation.
“You’ll regret this!” he said.
“What, fucking you? I bet most women do.” Jessica knew it would cost her, but she had a hard time taking the disheveled, pouting man seriously. “Are you going to tell your colleagues that a shackled, female prisoner pulled your pants off and took you against your will?”
His eyes became narrow slits. “I … You … Fuck you!”
He stormed off and closed the cell door behind him.
“That was a mistake,” Vicki said.
Jessica sighed. “I know. I just couldn’t help myself.”
“He had it coming, but couldn’t you have held off on the insults until he had released me?” Vicki rattled her handcuffs and glared at Jessica.
The following days were tense. Jessica noticed that several of the guards kept an extra eye on her, but none of them approached her or punished her. The confidence from the spicy night in the cell had vaned, and she felt like she could be jumped at any time. Suddenly, Josh seemed far away, and she could not help but fear that his power might not be enough to get her out if the guards convinced the prison warden to keep her. Part of her knew that the paranoia was simply a consequence of the intense boredom and depressing surroundings, but the thoughts still took up much of her time, to the extent that she had all but forgotten about the reason that she was in the prison in the first place.
But the peace was not to last. Jessica woke one early morning to the sound of the cell door opening. Before she could register what was happening, strong hands pulled her out of her bunk bed and pushed her against the wall. She stared into the cold, harsh eyes of a male prison guard she had not seen before. His square face and bald head made him look menacing; he was not one to be messed with.
“What do you want?” Jessica said, unable to hide the anxiety rushing through her body.
The guard smiled. “You’ll find out.”
Jessica locked eyes with Vicki over the man’s shoulder. Vicki was trying to make herself small under the itchy blanket, and her frightened eyes echoed the emotions Jessica was feeling. The guard grabbed her by the arm and pushed her out of the cell, closing the door behind her.
Where is he taking me? The thought of another stint in the horrible basement or the whipping post in the courtyard made her shiver. The guards at the prison had a relaxed approach to rules, and she tried to push away the nagging thought that they could simply make her disappear. Her milk production was subpar, and even as a fucktoy she was likely more trouble than she was worth.
The guard led her through the eerily quiet halls, into a wing of the prison that Jessica had never been to. They passed through several security gates until they entered a boring corridor that seemed to contain nothing but offices, vending machines, and depressing motivational posters.
The surroundings were far from the dark, gruesome torture chambers that Jessica had feared, but the initial relief soon withered as she realized that there were no security cameras in this part of the prison.
The guard stopped and took a leash from his belt. “I hear you have been naughty.” He locked the leash to Jessica’s collar. “We don’t take kindly to that here.”
Jessica’s heart started racing. She had not seen a living soul since they had entered the office corridor.
“Get on all fours. You’re crawling from here.” He nodded at the floor.
Jessica hesitated at first, but she was encouraged when the guard pulled a taser from his belt. She got down on all fours; the concrete floor was rough on her knees, and she had trouble keeping up when the guard pulled her leash and started walking. The handcuffs forced her to take small, quick strides with her hands. It was exhausting and did nothing to quell the anxiety.
The handcuffs dug into her wrists with every movement, and Jessica was sore when the guard pulled her into a break room. Plush couches and chairs filled the room, but it was the three male guards that got up as she entered that caught her attention.
“There she is.” The guard that had pestered Jessica since her incarceration smiled at her. “I told you you’d regret your actions.” He looked at his colleagues. “Let’s have some fun, guys.”
The crippling anxiety that had driven Jessica’s mind to think of horrible scenarios vanished immediately. Jessica had to suppress a smile as the men approached her; being fucked by four rowdy men was the opposite of punishment in her mind. Compared to the dark basement, a menage sounded like a wonderful time.
The guard that had picked Jessica up from the cell yanked her leash and pulled her to her feet. The strain on her neck as the collar choked her only served to fan the flames of lust that had ignited in her loins. He pulled her dress up over her breasts, displaying her strained udders to the other guards.
“Holy shit, look at that body,” one of the men, a young blonde, said. He let his soft hands fondle the perfectly round breasts. “Nice find, Brock.”
“Don’t be too gentle, Rob,” the familiar guard named Brock said. He pinched Jessica’s nipple, causing a jet of milk to land on Rob’s shirt. “She’s a real cunt, this one.”
Jessica tried to ignore the stinging pain from the pinch and scowled at Brock, but she received only a slap in return. It burned her cheek, but it could not dampen the enjoyment she was feeling, the anticipation as the pack of wild beasts approached her with lustful eyes.
“Who gets to fuck her first?” a black-haired man asked as he grabbed Jessica’s butt.
“You go ahead, Ted, I just want to see her suffer,” Brock said and slapped Jessica again.
“Why didn’t you take her to the basement then?” Ted’s finger slipped inside Jessica’s pussy. He was rough and aggressive; Jessica winced as he explored her, unable to find much enjoyment in his brutal treatment. Maybe this was not going to be as much fun as she had thought?
Brock shrugged. “I will.” He smiled when he saw Jessica’s face turn pale. “She’s going there when we’re done with her. I think I’ll leave her there for a few days.”
A few days? He can’t do that! The thought made Jessica sick; the thought of spending that long in that brutal position was too much to bear.
The young man, Rob, let go of Jessica’s breasts and looked at Brock with a furrowed brow. “For days? Brock, I … I don’t think that is allowed.”
“Shut up, Rob. Fuck her or leave.”
The other men laughed. Soon, all of Jessica’s orifices were filled by prodding fingers. One of the men had grabbed the chain connecting her handcuffs and pulled it back behind her head, leaving her helpless against their touches. Part of her enjoyed it, soaked up the few scraps of pleasure that were to be had, but the prospect of going to the basement had put a damper on things. Ted and the bald, menacing man removed their pants, revealing generously-sized cocks standing at attention; the sight of a helpless, whimpering woman being fingered seemed to be a major turn-on.
“Let’s get this party started!” Ted said with a grin and sat down in one of the comfortable-looking chairs.
Brock found a padlock and locked Jessica’s handcuffs to the ring on her collar behind her head. She had no way of resisting as he grabbed her hair and pushed her face down towards Ted’s towering erection.
This is not a bad piece of meat, she thought to herself as she closed her lips around Ted’s rock-hard cock. The feel of the veiny package in her mouth was oddly comforting, and it helped her push away the concerns and the anxiety plaguing her mind. She sucked it with enthusiasm, allowing her tongue to dance merrily along the shaft. Pleased moans escaped the cock’s owner, who had the leash to Jessica’s collar in his hand, pulling her in closer. She gagged as the cock hit the back of her throat, but she was enjoying it; her body was still being groped and squeezed by the others, and even though it hurt whenever one of them milked her, the aggressive fingers in her asshole and pussy were feeling more pleasurable by the minute.
“My turn!” she heard the yet unnamed guard say behind her.
A few seconds later, a massive cock rammed into her pussy. Jessica had to remind herself to play the part of the terrified victim; she wanted to yell, to encourage the man to fuck her harder. His thrusts were powerful but crude, and she was tempted to silence his boastful shouts with well-meaning instructions, but Ted’s cock was functioning as an effective gag.
“Come on, Rob, get in there!” Brock laughed.
“How? I don’t see …” Rob sounded like he was overwhelmed by what he was seeing.
“She still has hands, idiot!”
Jessica would have smiled, had she not been busy with a mouthful of cock, and she could not help but feel a little sorry for Rob as his average-sized dick found its way into her hand; she had never given a handjob while having her hands cuffed behind her head, and it was not going to go down in history as one of her best performances, but it did not keep Rob from getting hard. Brock soon took advantage of the other hand.
It was wonderful chaos. Jessica was assailed by cocks from every direction, and the men did not shy away from using their hands as well. Jessica still had a finger up her asshole, and strong hands kept spanking her exposed, perfectly-shaped butt. Both Rob and Brock squeezed her nipples, sending milk onto the floor.
Could she come from this? It was almost too overwhelming, but Jessica still felt the peak come into view when …
“What the fuck are you guys doing?” a deep voice sounded.
“Frank! What the hell are you doing here?” Ted said, groaning in between words. “You’re early! Wanna join in? I’m almost done here”
Rob was the only one to stop what he was doing.
The man laughed. “Sure, why not?”
A few moments later, Ted fired his load into Jessica’s mouth. She was surprised at the amount and instinctually pulled her head back, sending most of the sperm onto her face. She had no time to catch her breath before Frank had replaced Ted in the chair and pulled her mouth down over his sweaty cock. Before he did, she noticed the company name ‘Joe’s Tanker Trucks’ on his uniform.
The men kept taking turns for a while, and before long, Jessica was covered in milk, drool, and ejaculate. Her dress was soaked, as was her hair, but she did not mind; despite the rough treatment, it had been a wonderful experience, another thing to cross off her bucket list. Be thoroughly fucked by three or more men – check, she thought with a smile as she sucked Rob’s cock. He was squirming as her lips brought him close to completion; he had already shot his load over her once, but the others had insisted that he go for another round while they washed up and got dressed. Jessica’s throat was sore, as was her asshole and pussy. Her jaw ached, and the arms had long since gotten tired of the odd position, but she had to finish it. It was a matter of professional pride.
Then she noticed the other men talking, barely audible over Rob’s whimpering moans.
“How do you guys explain the missing milk?”
It was Frank’s voice.
“It’s easy,” Brock said. “We underreport the amount each prisoner delivers. On top of that, several of the cows are unregistered immigrants – they’re not in the system. No one misses them, and they are not counted in the prison population.”
Jessica smiled as she swallowed Rob’s seed. Josh was going to love this.
Every muscle in her body ached as Jessica was escorted back to her cell. Her hobbled walk was tired and slow, and she only picked up the pace when Ted yanked on her leash. A tired smile rested on her lips; she had managed to gather the information, Josh sought, and she had managed to have some fun while doing it.
I must look like a mess, she thought as she looked at the stains on her dress. She caught a glimpse of herself in a mirror on the wall as they walked through the office corridors; she looked like someone who had ravaged a cake with cream frosting. The ultimate walk of shame. She could not help but chuckle to herself. Jessica Beaumont, daughter of the powerful, rich Bradford Beaumont, dragged through the halls like an animal, chained, caked in sperm.
If dad could see me now. She found a certain satisfaction in having fallen this far. Her father had not tried to reach out since her incarceration, nor had her mother. Jessica had brought shame to the family, not by driving under the influence and killing someone by accident, but by being caught. Fuck them.
Just as Ted was about to pull Jessica into the facility’s common area, a red-faced woman stopped them.
“Mr. Branson, the warden wants to …” Her eyes widened as she looked at Jessica. “Fuck! What the hell have you guys done to her?”
Ted shrugged. “What does it matter?”
The woman looked like she was about to blow a fuse. “The warden wants to see Ms. Beaumont now. As in right now.”
Jessica smiled as she saw Ted’s rugged face go pale. “Shit! Let’s get her cleaned up, then …”
“There’s no time!” The woman stared at Jessica with a mix of disgust and fear. “There’s a fucking inspector in her office asking to see the cow immediately.”
It was amusing to see the two share in a minor mental breakdown. The leash was removed from Jessica’s collar, and the woman, likely the warden’s secretary, desperately tried to clean some of the spunk from Jessica’s face with a moist cloth, but it was of little use.
What a fun day.
As expected, Josh was sitting in a comfortable leather chair in front of the warden’s desk as Jessica entered, escorted by the secretary. The room was stylish and elegant, as was the warden; she was a tall, gray-haired woman with a surprisingly kind face, considering her position. Her expression mirrored the secretary’s as Jessica stepped forward.
“Ms. Beaumont, as you asked,” the secretary said in a muted voice.
Jessica locked eyes with Josh. His face was cold and did not betray any emotions. Was he mad? Amused? She could not tell, and it made her feel uncomfortable.
“Warden, would you care to explain why my slave looks like this?” he said, turning to look at the shocked woman behind the desk.
“I … I …”
“I can assist you, Warden,” Jessica said in a leisurely tone. “Four of your men fucked me and ejaculated all over me multiple times, as did the driver that had come to pick up the milk you’re selling off illegally.” She scraped a bit of dried semen from her handcuffs. “As I understood it, you underreport the amount of milk from inmates, as well as having a lot of illegal, unregistered immigrants imprisoned here?” She looked at Josh; a tiny smile snuck through the stern façade for a short second.
“That’s very interesting,” Josh said, drumming his hand on his leg. “It supports my findings.”
Jessica had to admit that the cool, powerful demeanor turned her on. Josh was in complete control, and the warden was a stuttering mess.
“I was not aware …” the woman said before Josh interrupted.
“Yes, you were. I have had a look at your bank accounts. I’m going to take my slave with me now. I suspect the police will come to get you and a few of your employees soon.” He looked at Jessica and sighed. “But we’ll need to borrow a shower first.”
“What, I can’t stay a few more days?” Jessica asked. “I was just starting to have fun.”
Josh rolled his eyes, got up from the chair, and grabbed hold of Jessica’s arm, pushing her out of the room.
The warm shower had been pleasant, and Jessica felt invigorated as they drove away from the horrible facility. A dozen police cars were already parked outside, showering the building in red and blue lights. Jessica waved at Brock as he was escorted out of the building in handcuffs.
“Don’t I deserve having my cuffs removed for once?” Jessica asked as the building disappeared behind them. She was still wearing one of the prison outfits, though this one was clean. “I did a good job, didn’t I?”
Josh groaned. “You did what you were asked to do, yes. But I’m getting a little tired of your attitude.”
Jessica felt a chill down her spine. “What do you mean?”
“You spoke out of turn in the warden’s office. I’d prefer if you kept the sassy attitude to yourself.” He glanced at her. “And you dared to deny your master an orgasm when I visited you.”
“Are you going to punish me?” Jessica bit her lip.
“I am.” Josh smiled, but there was no trace of warmth. “But probably not in the way you imagine. And the cuffs stay on.”
Jessica looked forward to sleeping in her cell when they entered Josh’s house. She regretted not being able to say goodbye to Vicki before leaving, but at least the conditions at the facility should improve from now on. There was something about Josh’s behavior she did not like; a playful smile had settled on his face, yet he came off cold and detached.
“Did you miss me, Master?” Jessica asked, trying to break the silence. The confidence she had felt as she exposed the hucow facility’s illegal dealings had evaporated. She wanted to hear her master talk.
Josh shrugged and pushed Jessica into the bedroom that housed her cell. “I found a way to deal with your absence.”
“What do you …”
Jessica fell silent when she noticed that her cell was occupied. A naked, black-haired woman was chained to the wall. She was beautiful and vulnerable, looking at Josh and Jessica with a smile.
“I reconnected with Amber while you were away. She had no trouble settling back into our old dynamic.” He looked at Amber. “She has done very well.”
“Thank you, Master,” Amber said, adjusting the heavy collar around her neck.
Jessica did not know if she should cry or be angry. “You … you can’t do that.” She turned towards Josh and pushed him in the chest. “You can’t leave me in that hellhole and just replace me!”
Josh slapped her, hard, reminding Jessica of her treatment at the hands of the men earlier that day. “Know your place, slave,” he said before leaning in and whispering: “You needed a reminder of who’s in charge. You do not get to play games with me; I wanted to show you that I can play too.”
Tears started streaming down Jessica’s cheeks. She felt betrayed and thrown aside, but most of the anger was directed at herself – she still ached for Josh’s approval and his body. “Please, Master … don’t abandon me.”
He laughed. “You’re still here and not in prison, aren’t you? But if you want to keep it that way, you do as I tell you, understand?”
Jessica nodded and stared at her feet. “Yes, Master.” The thought of being sent back to prison, to be turned away, quelled her bratty, rebellious spirit. At least for the moment.
“Good.” Josh opened the cell door and unlocked Amber’s collar from the wall. She crawled outside with the grace of a prowling tiger, kneeling at his feet without saying a word. “Amber is not going to stay if that is what worries you. But this might be a chance for you to learn from a true submissive.”
Jessica glanced at the gorgeous woman. “If you say so, Master.” She had a hard time connecting the slave in front of her with the confident police officer she had met a few weeks prior.
Josh escorted the two chained women to the basement. Jessica had mixed feelings about the place; she had been taken there for punishments a few times, but she had mostly spent her time in her cell. Pillories, X-shaped crosses, and other BDSM furniture lined the walls. The tools both terrified and intrigued her, but Amber’s presence soured the experience.
“Amber, lock Jessica in the pillory,” Josh ordered and handed Amber the handcuff keys.
“Yes, Master.” Amber uncuffed herself, then Jessica, and escorted her to the wooden pillory in the corner of the room.
“Do ... do you enjoy this?” Jessica asked as Amber locked her in. The feet were locked together with a spreader bar and steel manacles, spreading Jessica’s legs wide, while her neck and wrists were locked in the pillory, leaving her bent over. The pillory barely fit behind the metal collar and gave Jessica very little room to wriggle.
“Very much.” Amber took a step back and observed her work, smiling. She leaned in and whispered: “It pleases me.” She found a large ballgag attached to a leather harness. She locked the straps around Jessica’s head before she had a chance to protest. The red silicone ball opened Jessica’s mouth wide and soon, a long thread of drool hung from her mouth to the floor.
Jessica watched as Amber returned to her master and knelt at his feet.
“Do you deserve punishment, slave?” Josh asked Amber.
She nodded, never taking her eyes off him. They beamed with adoration. “Yes, Master. Always.”
“Why?”
“I am sinful, with wicked thoughts.” Amber bit her lip.
Josh nodded, seemingly satisfied with the answer. He grabbed a chain, which was connected to a rope through a pulley in the ceiling, locking the chain to Amber’s collar. Pulling the rope, he forced Amber to stand on her toes to prevent her collar from choking her. Jessica felt jealous. It was supposed to be her, even if the position looked uncomfortable. The pillory was strict and unpleasant on its own, but she felt left out.
Josh took a step back and observed Amber’s slender body shake under the strain. Her hands held onto the chain, trying to alleviate the pressure on her neck, but to no avail. Her face reddened. He grabbed a thin cane from the wall and struck her exposed breasts. Her cry sent a shiver down Jessica’s spine, though it was more a cry of shock than of pain. He continued to strike, but it was obvious to Jessica that Amber was deriving a certain pleasure from the caning.
Why is this turning me on? It was not just the thought of being in Amber’s place that was causing a flood of arousal to wash over Jessica. She was enjoying the sight of Josh and Amber, two beautiful people, playing their game.
Josh took a pair of handcuffs from a table and locked them around Amber’s wrists, forcing her hands behind her back. She coughed as she lost the slight relief her hands had allowed her neck. A chain was added, pulling the handcuffs up towards the collar, straining her shoulders, and giving the cane access to her round buttocks. Once again, Josh let the cane strike her flesh, rained down pain on the most sensitive parts of her body.
“Do you accept the punishment?” he said between the cries of pain.
“Y… yes! Yes, Master. Thank you, Master!” There was no more pleasure to be traced in her fragile voice. Tears streamed from her panicked eyes. And yet, she did not falter in her devotion.
Is that the type of submission he expects from me? The thought both scared Jessica and turned her on along with Amber’s desperate cries and submissive gratitude.
Josh turned towards Jessica. “Now it’s your turn.” He approached her slowly with the cane in his hand. He had taken off his shirt, and his chiseled upper body warmed Jessica’s body, but it could not combat the fear that had taken hold. She was still not a big fan of pain.
The pillory shook whenever a strike hit the perfectly shaped, exposed butt with a loud crack. Jessica’s screams echoed in the basement as red streaks started showing on her tanned skin. Josh did not hold back; there was force and malice in every hit, but to her surprise, Jessica managed to feel aroused, even from a beating as severe as this.
After a thorough caning, Jessica had had enough. Josh removed the gag and kneeled in front of her.
“I’ll do anything … please …” Jessica muttered. The cane had hit her tender breasts as well, and she was dripping milk onto the floor. “No more …”
He smiled. She could not decode what it meant, but before she had a chance to figure it out, Josh walked back towards Amber, who had regained her composure and watched Jessica’s punishment with a smile.
“Do you deserve pleasure, slave?” Josh asked Amber, but his eyes were locked with Jessica’s.
Amber suppressed a smile. “No, Master.”
“Do you want it?”
“Yes, Master, I do.”
He wouldn’t …
Jessica wanted to cry out, to yell at Josh as he loosened the chain holding Amber’s collar and bent her body forward. He did not stop looking at Jessica as he whipped out his cock and started fucking Amber.
That is MY cock! Jessica thought. She knew that it would make it worse if she protested, but watching Amber receive what she had wanted for so long was more torturous than the caning had been. Amber’s moans were like icepicks in Jessica’s brain.
“Thank you, Master!” Amber whimpered. She was still cuffed to the collar chain, hanging on to it to keep from falling over as Josh’s thrusts increased in force.
“Do you see what a true submissive receives?” Josh asked, looking at Jessica. He smiled. This was just another way for him to show who was in control.
Jessica nodded reluctantly. Despite her anger, her jealousy, her disappointment, she craved that cock more than anything. More than her freedom.
When Josh pulled out, Amber was a blubbering, grinning mess. He unlocked her cuffs from the chain and the chain from the collar.
“My slave, do you want to share some of your pleasure with Jessica?” Josh asked Amber, stroking her blushing cheek.
“I do, Master.” She looked at Jessica with a smile. To Jessica’s surprise, there was no trace of gloating on the pretty face. Josh stepped towards a small locker in the corner of the room, next to the whips. He grabbed something from the locker and stepped back in front of Jessica.
It took a few moments for Jessica to realize what was going on. “What are you … no way!”
She wriggled helplessly against her restraints when Josh put the huge strap-on on Amber, tightening the straps.
Amber looked at Jessica while Josh handcuffed her behind her back. “Trust me. Try to relax, you might enjoy it.” The leather strap running between Amber’s legs had a nice, wide dildo on the inside as well. “I know I will.”
Jessica screamed at first. She could feel the dildo filling her pussy, thrusting inside her to the rhythm of her own yelps and her writhing body in the pillory. The screams returned when Josh grabbed a flogger from the wall next to her, but they were no longer screams of pain or fear; Jessica was reluctantly loving it. She did not want to. She did not want to love being fucked by her competition.
Amber increased the pace. Jessica’s skin was buzzing and sweat poured from her naked body. Josh pinched her nipples, sending stinging pain through her already tormented body, but his touch was more gentle than expected; it felt good. She could hear the milk drip onto the ground.
When the orgasm finally came, it made every muscle in the slender body tense up. Jessica cried out, fighting her restraints as she was overwhelmed by the reluctant climax. Amber pulled out and appeared in front of Jessica. As Josh removed the strap-on, Jessica saw both dildos were dripping.
Josh kneeled in front of Jessica. “Do you think you can be a true submissive?”
Jessica was still reeling from the massive orgasm. “I … I want to, Master. I really do.”
“I do find your bratty attitude amusing at times, but try to pick your moments.”
“I will, Master.”
Josh nodded. “Very good. So, do you deserve punishment?”
What, that caning wasn’t enough? A snarky remark rested on Jessica’s tongue, but she managed to swallow it. “Yes, Master.”
“I agree.”
Josh took Amber and placed her in a tall, narrow cage in the corner after securing a large penis-shaped gag in her mouth with a strap. He grabbed another cane from the wall, thicker than the one from before, and returned to Jessica. He disappeared behind her; she could not turn her head to look for him, restricted as she was by the pillory.
Is he just watching me? The thought enticed her, and she could not resist sensually waving her shapely posterior.
Then the first strike from the cane hit her ass. It was a sharp, intense pain, and the surprise made her cry out.
It was not followed by another hit. Instead, a strong, gentle hand caressed the point of impact.
Sharp pain again, this time on the other buttock, followed by Josh’s caring touch.
Every strike inched closer to Jessica’s genitals, adding to her arousal. Josh was not hitting her with his full strength; the pain was intense but pleasurable, and she found herself enjoying every hit.
A hit graced her labia. Jessica’s screaming turned to moaning as Josh’s fingers teased the outside of her pussy.
She wanted him to hit it, just to feel his touch.
Nothing happened. Jessica knew that Amber was watching from her cage, but she was too absorbed by Josh’s teasing to notice.
She opened and closed her hands in frustration, tried to move, but it only served to choke her and increase the arousal that was already reaching critical levels. The frustration was soon forgotten, however, as she heard the sound of pants dropping to the floor behind her.
Please let him …
Silky smooth, delicate skin touched her pussy, teasing it, disappearing only to reappear seconds later.
“Do you want my cock, slave?” he asked. Jessica could hear the smile in his voice; he enjoyed watching her visibly aroused body writhing, searching for his penis.
“Yes, Master! Please!”
There was no menace, no violence as he entered her. It was a grand entrance. He allowed every nerve ending in her pussy to feel him as he filled her.
Such a magnificent cock …
She had expected, and received, pain and torture in the cellar, but this was a different kind of anguish; no whipping could have tormented her like Josh’s meticulous, slow penetration did. She convulsed and spasmed, walking the edge forever, unable to find release.
After what seemed like an eternity, he pulled out. Jessica screamed in frustration, pulled at the pillory, and kicked her legs until the steel dug into her ankles.
“Do you deserve pleasure, slave?”
Fuck yeah, I do!
“No … no, Master.”
She glared at him as he opened the pillory, removed the ankle restraints, and locked a set of shackles around her wrists. Before she knew it, they were locked to a ceiling chain, forcing her hands above her head. Josh retrieved Amber from the cage and removed her gag. He did not give her any instructions; she knew what to do.
Damn, that feels good, Jessica thought. Every teasing touch of Amber’s hands felt more intense than ever before. The edging, the teasing; she had never experienced this level of arousal and lust ever before. She was not aware that it was even possible. Amber’s fingers and lips were magic, exploring her body, gently drinking from her breasts, teasing her hungry pussy, kissing her thirsty lips. Indecipherable vowels escaped Jessica as Amber started using her tongue to explore Jessica’s upper body. Her body shook, rattling the chains whenever Amber found a ticklish spot, and Jessica’s breathing deepened as Amber took her nipple into her mouth while her hands grabbed Jessica’s butt.
She started moving downwards, kissing Jessica’s stomach.
Holy sh…
Amber’s wide, wet tongue took a long, deep lick across Jessica’s sensitive clitoris.
Jessica’s entire body was ready to explode, but she knew that she was only allowed to climax on Josh’s order. Every muscle tensed up as the licks increased in speed.
“Are you holding back, slave?” Josh was standing behind Amber, observing the sensual display with an amused smile.
“Y… Yes, Master,” Jessica mumbled, biting the inside of her arm to keep from screaming.
“Would you rather … I fuck you?”
Yes, yes, thousand times YES!
“If … if it pleases you, Master.”
He moved Amber to the side and smiled, calm and composed, a contrast to Jessica’s trembling mess of a body. His large cock was erect and ready, glistening in the glow of the nearby lightbulb. His strong hands grabbed Jessica’s legs and lifted them.
She grabbed hold of the chain as her weight shifted.
He entered her, faster this time. Jessica’s pussy was ready and wet, her body already edging badly. His thrusts quickly picked up speed, and she felt like she could pass out from pure, undiluted ecstasy. The gentle touches and teasing play were all gone, replaced by a bestial display of power and raw energy.
“You have my permission.”
Jessica came in a violent scream as the world blurred before her eyes. A tidal wave of mind-blowing joy and pleasure washed over her; Josh stayed deep inside her, allowing her to milk every drop of orgasm from his cock as his upper pelvis massaged her clitoris.
“Thank you … thank you, Master.”
Jessica and Amber were alone in the kitchen, preparing a simple meal to help replenish their energy. They were both still naked, collared, and handcuffed, but neither of them minded. The animosity Jessica had felt towards Amber at first was gone, washed away the moment Josh had finally entered her.
“He likes you, you know,” Amber said while she found three glasses in a drawer; she seemed familiar with the kitchen’s layout.
Jessica looked at her with a furrowed brow. “What? No, he doesn’t. If he does, he has a weird way of showing it.”
“You are his slave, that is a fact you cannot change.” Amber smiled. “He could have just left you in your cell whenever you weren’t on assignment.”
“I guess. How … how did you …?”
“Become his slave?” She shrugged. “It felt right. I wasn’t sentenced to be his, if that is what you were thinking. I was his slave for six months. It was great, it just didn’t fit well with being a cop in the long run.”
“That makes sense.”
“It was fun to try it one more time, though.”
The two women grabbed the trays and headed towards the living room, where Josh was waiting.
Josh looked up at them. “Amber, come sit down, get something to eat. You want me to remove the restraints now?”
Amber shrugged. “Leave them on for a bit. I’ve missed them.”
Josh nodded. “Very good.” He looked at Jessica. “Time for you to go back to your cell – you can eat there.”
Jessica should be annoyed. Insulted. Mad, even. But she was not. “Of course, Master. Thank you.”
Anything to have a chance at that cock again.
TO BE CONTINUED
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Read the next part of Jessica’s story.

Find it on Amazon




[image: ]
Make sure to read my other series “The Hucow Slaves” as well.
Find the complete series here
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You can also find the series “Hucow Damsels” on Amazon.

Find it here
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