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My name is Astrid. I am immortal, forever cursed to walk this earth and be subject to the desire of men and women. They want me and what flows from my engorged bosom.

My freedom is often short-lived. Maybe I am doomed to be an eternal slave?

If that is the case, I do not mind.

Agentle rain fell from the heavy clouds, but the worst was over. The sun was starting to breach the cover on the horizon, and I pulled my cloak in tighter around me to keep warm. The raindrops shimmered in my auburn hair, and I let out a quiet sigh as I saw the ramparts of Carcassonne in the distance. My body was sore from the grueling hours on the wooden bench, and the cart’s quiet driver did nothing to stem my boredom. I let a hand slip in under my cloak to feel my breast; it was swollen and sore.

I need to milk soon, I thought, but I did not want to do it on the move. I absentmindedly rubbed my wrist as I often did. Even after more than a hundred years of freedom, my mind still remembered the shackles I had worn for so long.

A sad, mistful smile appeared on my lips as I remembered my time with the Vikings. For 150 years, I had served Jarl Sven’s lineage. My milk had nourished his twin sons, and when they had come of age, my pussy was the first they had ravaged. Such was my curse, my life, for countless years. I was passed on from father to son, again and again, given as an heirloom. It was a good life; though I was never once released from my chains during that time, I enjoyed the sex, the attention, and the near-religious reverence that was granted me by the later generations.

I felt myself getting wet as I remembered the countless, generous cocks of the different jarls. I enjoyed my freedom, and I knew how to seek out pleasure, but part of me missed being their plaything.

Their hucow slave.

The cart passed a group of monks who nodded grimly at us as we passed them. I had seen the rise of the Church throughout Europe, and it had spelled the end of my life as a Viking slave. People I had known all of their life started calling me a demon, a witch, and had it not been for the last Jarl’s fondness for me, they had likely conducted a thorough test of my supposed immortality.

“You’re free,” he had said when the blacksmith had removed my chains for the first time since I had been cursed. The words still echoed in my mind many years later. It had taken me years to start walking normally again, no longer burdened by heavy manacles, and I had traveled far to escape my reputation as the immortal hucow.

“We will be there soon, Mademoiselle,” the driver of the cart said after a while, breaking a several-hour-long silence. He yawned and took a bite of hard cheese. “Have you been to Carcassonne before?”

The question was out of politeness; nothing in his voice indicated that he was looking to start an actual conversation.

I nodded. “Yes.” I was more than 500 years old at this point – I had traveled through most of Europe several times over. And apart from a few stints in dark dungeons, I had been a free person for most of my years.

“How do you know the Viscount?” He glanced at my simple clothes. “Are you nobility?”

I chuckled. “No. Not at all.” I’m a slave. Always will be. “He enjoys my … company.”

We passed into Carcassonne through the city gates and noticed a commotion in one of the side streets. Burly men were dragging a terrified family from their home, observed by a group of monks. The man and woman, as well as their children, were clapped in irons as they begged the monks for mercy.

“Cathars,” my driver said and sighed. “I thought all of them had gone into hiding.”

I looked at him with a furrowed brow. “Why?”

“The Inquisition.” He nodded at the monks. “They’ve been busy burning Cathars over the last few months.”

My mouth went dry as I saw the family disappear inside a closed carriage. I had heard rumors of the Inquisition’s cruelty, and I made a mental note to get out of Carcassonne as soon as my business here was concluded.

The driver dropped me off at the Viscount’s opulent residence. I gave my last few livre and waved him goodbye. I had nothing with me but the clothes on my back and a little sack with a change of clothes. Years of experience had taught me to travel light and not get attached to locations – or people. I had fallen in love, once, but watching him age and die was still a painful memory, and every time I had tried to settle down in a house of my own, people had at some point gotten suspicious of my eternal youth.

I took a deep breath and knocked on the door. This would be my last visit to the Viscount. After this, I would have to wait at least fifty years before stepping foot in the city again.

Italy. Yes, I think Italy will do for a few decades, I thought and smiled at the servant opening the door.

The grim-faced, stout woman sighed when she saw it was me and let out a sigh. “You. The Viscount is expecting you.”

The Viscount jumped to his feet when I entered. He was aging; since I had met him last, his dark hair and beard had turned gray, but there was a youthful virility in his steps as he strode toward me, smiling.

“My dear Astrid!” he said and embraced me. His perfume was heavy, as always. “I couldn’t believe my luck when you wrote and told me you’d be passing through my city.” He stepped back and looked at me. “You haven’t aged a day! What’s your secret?”

I wiggled my finger. “I keep my secrets close, Viscount. Is that not one of the reasons you enjoy my company?”

“Indeed.” He gestured for me to sit in a comfortable chair in front of the fireplace and leaned against the wall in front of me. “What brings you here?”

I crossed my legs, making sure to show enough skin to entice my host, and leaned back in the chair. “My funds are running low. I figured I’d offer my services in return for a little patronage.” I opened my robe to reveal the unnaturally large bosom that had helped keep me fed for hundreds of years.

The Viscount fiddled with his beard, hypnotized by my breasts. “I’m certain we can figure something out, my dear.” The loose tunic could not hide his growing erection. “How long will you be staying?”

The image of the unfortunate family I had seen as I entered the city appeared in my mind. “I … I’d love to stay for a while, Viscount, but I have urgent business further south. I’ll have to leave again in the morning.”

The Viscount frowned; it made him look like a disappointed child. “Such a shame. We’ll just have to make the most of the time we have, then.” He rubbed his hands with barely contained glee and approached me. I removed my cloak and lifted my breasts out from under my dress. For many years, I had cursed them; they were heavy and restrictive, but in time, I had learned to appreciate the massive udders and turned them into a benefit. I was a lactating woman, unburdened by children, free to move through the world at my leisure. Through the years, thousands of men and women had enjoyed the endless stream of milk, and many had been willing to pay a hefty price for the privilege. A few had taken me as their property and locked me up, but I always found a way back to my freedom, either by escaping or simply asking nicely when enough time had passed.

Not that I truly minded being a slave.

I let out an exaggerated moan when the Viscount’s lips closed around my nipple. Breastfeeding was not unpleasant for me, far from it, but I had found that giving the impression of massive sexual pleasure tended to spur my clients on and increase their enjoyment. He sucked the tit into his mouth. Soon, the milk started flowing, offering me relief from the tension that had been building for most of the day.

“Mmmm … that’s nice, Viscount,” I said and clenched the padded armrests.

He did not answer. He was far away, distanced from the worries of a powerful man, safe in a comfortable memory. The sucking noises filled the room as he started massaging my breast to increase the flow of milk, and his tongue soon joined in, licking my nipple with the grace of a frenzied bull.

He emptied them both before standing back and licking a few stray drops from his bearded chin. “Marvellous,” he said, rubbing his cock through his tunic. “I want you, Astrid.”

I leaned forward, allowing my huge breasts to hang freely. “How do you want me, Viscount?” I crossed my wrists in front of me. “Bound?” I leaned back and lifted my dress, spreading my legs to show him that I was not wearing anything underneath. “Free?” I got up and grabbed his tunic, pulling him in for a kiss. “Or in charge?”

The Viscount was close to fainting from excitement. “I … I want you bound. I … I want to fuck you.”

I removed my dress, pulling it over my head to expose my naked, pale body to the warmth of the fireplace. “As you wish, my Lord.”

We both know who is truly in charge here, I thought and smiled as I watched him undress. Youth is power. I still had the body and flawless skin of a 19-year-old, but the experience of hundreds of elders. I had mastered almost every language in Europe, and I had even learned to read from a perverted monk who kept me chained in an unused part of his monastery for a few years.

It's been a while, I thought to myself as I lay naked on the Viscount’s massive bed with my arms and legs tied to the four corners of the wooden frame. The rope was tight, irritating my skin, but I had tried worse. Much worse. I had been tied up often enough to know that I was completely restrained and unable to escape, but I had visited the Viscount often enough to feel safe.

I looked up at his naked body, visibly trembling with excitement. He was fully erect and stared at me with fire in his eyes. I pulled gently at my ropes, writhing on the bed to further entice him. After hundreds of years, I had turned the seduction of men into an art form, and even though the rise of the Church in the last few centuries had given rise to religious fervor and caused many to distance themselves from the kind of sexual frivolity that had amused my Viking masters, it usually did not take much to make men in this age forget their godfearing ways.

“By the Heavens, you look amazing,” the Viscount said and stroked his cock. “And you’re mine to do with what I want.”

“I am.” I liked it when a man took charge, part of me still yearned for some parts of slave life, but the Viscount was not the type of man who could get me where I wanted to go. “But my dear Viscount, before you enter me … whip me. Please.” I fluttered my long eyelashes at him.

He smiled. “Do you need to be punished?”

I nodded. “I’m a sinner, after all.”

“Aren’t we all?” He opened a drawer and picked up a short flogger with leather strands ending in small knots.

The first lashes hit my breasts, resulting in small jolts of stinging pain, but a soothing sense of arousal always followed them, trickling gently from my breasts to my genitals. I whimpered and cried, pretending to be in more pain than I was, fuelling the sadistic side of the Viscount. The lashes became harder, but they only increased my enjoyment. A few drops of milk started escaping from my nipples, flowing slowly down the side of my breasts, but I barely noticed; the Viscount had moved onto my pussy, flailing wildly at it with no sense of rhythm or precision. Some of the hits were extremely painful, throttling my arousal, but I still relished the sense of helplessness offered by my ties.

The Viscount threw the flogger away and started crawling onto the bed. I was already wet, and though the Viscount was not poorly equipped for the task at hand, I wanted more than merely his cock inside me.

“The rope, Viscount,” I whispered, arching my back as if I was barely able to contain my lust. “Please, tie it around my neck.”

He nodded, not comprehending who was in charge. He grabbed a length of rope from the bedside table and tied it into a noose before pulling it down over my head and tightening it around my neck. The coarse rope scratched my skin, but any discomfort was forgotten when he looped the rope through a hole in the headboard and back; as he pulled it, the rope tightened, choking me.

Oh, yes. That’s better. Part of me missed being collared, the presence of steel around my neck, but this would have to do for now. I could already feel my pussy getting wetter as my breathing was restricted, and the Viscount faced no resistance when he slid inside me a moment later, hard as a rock.

I smiled. Life was good. Tied to a bed, choking as a man fucked me, and fucked me rather well at that. His pelvis rubbed against my clit, and I did not have to exaggerate the moans that began to escape my quivering lips. He was not a rough lover, nothing like the strong, burly Vikings that had been my owners for a long time, but it was still efficient.

He grunted and groaned as he pushed deeper inside me. His lips closed around my tits, and the milk soon started flowing again. Distracted by the pleasure, he started pulling the rope without noticing. It tightened around my neck, making it impossible for me to breathe. I could feel the veins under my skin pulsating.

My vision darkened.

Most people would panic in this situation, but not me. I embraced it. I lost consciousness the moment the Viscount spilled into me.

I came to a while later to find that the ropes had been removed. A visibly distressed Viscount kept pacing back and forth next to the bed.

“Thank goodness, you’re alive!” he said. “I thought you were dead – I could not wake you!”

I sat up on the bed and rubbed my temples. My head pounded like a drum, and I could feel a deep groove on my neck from where the rope had been. “I’m fine, Viscount.” I felt a drop of semen trickle down my leg when I stood up and put on my undergarments. “I just lost consciousness for a bit.” I was not sure if it was the truth; so far, I had managed not to test the full extent of my immortality, and I was not sure if I had been dead for a moment. I smiled reassuringly at the nervous man. “It was a wonderful experience.”

The Viscount started calming down and nodded. “It was. Thank you.” He let out a sigh of relief. “I had the servants prepare the room across the hall for you, as per usual. You will find a generous compensation for your services in a pouch on the bedside table there.” The Viscount smiled. “I hope you will visit me again the next time you pass by Carcassonne.”

I probably won’t come back in your lifetime, Viscount.

“Of course,” I said and curtsied before leaving the room.

I slept soundly through the night. Though I had benefactors in many cities throughout Europe, most of my nights were spent in far shoddier beds than this. I was woken in the morning by a banging sound that made the whole building shake.

“Open up! In the name of the Inquisition!”

A cold fear gripped me, but I had barely managed to get out of bed before the door to my chamber opened. Three giant men blocked the doorway, and behind them stood the grim-faced servant from the day before pointing an accusing finger at me.

“It’s her! I swear it, she’s in league with the Devil!”

The men pushed inside the room and surrounded me. Their leather armor squeaked under the pressure from the thick muscles, and clubs and truncheons hung from their belts. A thin-faced monk in a dark robe entered behind them, smiling deviously when he saw me.

“She does look sinful,” he said. “This god-fearing woman contacted us and reported a witch in the building. How do you respond to this accusation?”

I shook my head and took a step back. “It … It’s not true, Sir.”

“She lies! For twenty years, she has visited my master, and she has not aged a day!” The servant seemed emboldened by the presence of the large men and stepped closer. “Also, her breasts are always brimming with milk.”

The thin-faced monk cocked his head to the side. “Interesting. She might have performed a diabolic ritual to gain eternal youth.” He licked his thin lips. “Do you confess, whore of Satan?”

“N… No! I’ve done nothing wrong!”

Two of the men grabbed me and locked a heavy pair of shackles onto my wrists, but in my panicked state, I found no enjoyment in the feeling of cold steel on my skin, not even when a collar closed around my neck a moment later.

“Bring her. We will get her to confess soon enough.” The monk looked at the servant. “We will deal with your master later.”

A crowd had gathered outside the Viscount’s home when the men dragged me outside in chains. The cobbled street felt cold and slippery under my bare feet, and I had trouble keeping up with the tall men as they dragged me across the small square by the chain connected to my collar. It reminded me of the first time I had arrived at the Viking village hundreds of years ago, paraded through the streets as a prize. A tinge of nostalgia managed to creep through the fear as I looked down at the shackles on my wrists.

At least the craftmanship has improved since then, I thought with a tired smile. The shackles were wider and fit better, but it was hardly comforting. I knew the reputation of the Inquisition, and I knew that few people escaped their grasp unharmed. I was not bothered by the condemning stares from the townfolk watching my humiliating walk, but I felt the panic grow as we neared the closed carriage at the end of the square. A sack was placed over my head before I was pushed inside and the door closed behind me.

What have you gotten yourself into this time, Astrid?

The carriage ride was short and uneventful. I was pulled out of the wagon and inside a building, judging by the sound of doors opening and closing. I could see nothing through the burlap sack, but it felt like we kept walking down sets of stairs for an eternity. I had to feel my way with my feet, but the men escorting me often lost patience and yanked the chain to my collar, sending me tumbling to the sound of raucous laughter. The air became colder and more humid, and the sound of distant screams became louder as we descended.

When the stairs finally ended and the sack was removed, I found myself in a small room. A few flickering candles were the only light source; there were no windows. A heavy wooden table was placed in the middle of the room, filled with stacks of paper. A high-backed wooden chair stood in front of the desk, and the men placed me on the chair before removing my restraints. My wrists were tied to the armrests, my ankles were tied to the legs, and a thick piece of rope was looped around my neck and pulled through a hole in the backrest.

This is a new experience, I thought to myself. I tested my restraints, but they were inescapable. Had it not been for the crushing fear that dominated my body, I might have enjoyed the strict tie.

The thin-faced monk that had arrested me sat down on the other side of the heavy table. The dark eyes burned with zealousness, and the confident smile seemed to be permanently etched onto the unappealing face. “You’re charged with crimes against the Church, conspiring with Satan, using his unholy gifts to prolong your life. These are serious accusations.” He leaned forward; the shadows from the candles danced on his pale face. “Do you confess?”

Despite the low temperature in the dungeon, I started sweating. My fingers clenched the armrests as I gritted my teeth and shook my head. Admitting to those accusations was a death sentence, and I had no intention of seeing how far my immortality was able to protect me. “No. I do not confess, Father.”

A subtle frown appeared between his thick eyebrows. He leaned back in the chair. “I must inform you that I’m permitted to use any means necessary to extract a confession.”

“I’ve done nothing wrong, Father.”

“We’ll see about that.” He glanced at a paper next to him on the table. “You’re only known as ‘Astrid’ around these parts. It’s a peculiar, un-Christian name. Where do you come from?”

“I don’t remember.”

“How old are you?”

“I’m not sure.”

The monk scratched the tonsure haircut. “You look no older than twenty, yet several of the Viscount’s servants insist that they’ve seen you come and go for more than a decade, possibly two. How do you explain that?”

“I look young for my age, I guess.”

“I’m getting tired of your attitude, girl.” The monk nodded at one of the burly men standing behind me. I heard a squeaking sound as if someone was turning a wheel. Suddenly, the rope around my neck started tightening. It was not the pleasant, arousing kind of choking that I had often enjoyed; it was terrifying.

“Confess!”

“N… no …” I stuttered, but my voice did not sound like my own. The man behind me stopped tightening the rope, but every breath was still a chore, and the veins in my temples throbbed desperately. “Please … please stop.”

“If you are indeed innocent, the Lord will give you the strength to endure,” the monk said. He could not hide his enjoyment of my pain. He looked at a man standing next to me. “Remove her clothes. I want to inspect these breasts that her dress can barely contain.”

The man leaned in over me and ripped the dress apart with little effort. My breasts were tense and strained; I had not had time to milk them before the arrest.

The monk got up from his chair and inspected my breasts closely. “There’s no doubt that the Devil’s milk runs in these udders.”

“I … I had a child … it … died recently,” I lied. The truth would not do me any favors here.

The monk smiled. “I don’t believe you.”

Of course, you don’t. My mind raced to find a way out of my predicament, but none presented itself.

“They look sore,” he said and twisted my nipple, resulting in a pained shriek from me and a jet of breastmilk that landed on his black robes. He licked a drop from his finger and nodded. “There is devilry afoot here. I’ve never seen breasts this large. Get the presser!”

The what?

I stared in wide-eyed horror as one of the brutes brought a torture device whose use was easy to guess; it was a large metal vice with small spikes on the top and bottom. The man placed the cruel device on either side of my strained breasts and started tightening it. I screamed as the small spikes dug into my flesh. Milk sprayed from my nipples, and as the device tightened, my tortured udders started turning an unflattering shade of blue. The pain was intense, but I had no way of escaping it. Once again, the rope around my neck tightened, and I feared that I would pass out.

No. I won’t let these amateurs bring me down, I thought in a brief moment of defiant clarity. I had endured hundreds of years of hardship. This was not the first time I had been tortured, though their inventiveness scared me. I could endure pain and humiliation. I would outlast them. Somehow.

I forced myself through the pain and focused on the straps holding my wrists, the rope pressing on my neck. The pain was intense and overwhelming, but I kept repeating the same mantra in my head again and again:

I love the pain. I love the pain.

Somehow, it worked. A fragile spark of arousal flickered in my loins; it did not make the situation any more pleasant, but it was enough to help me endure it.

Blood started dripping from the device as the milk kept flowing. I forced myself to look the cruel monk in the eye as his goons tortured me.

“Do you confess?” he asked, but his voice had lost some of its confidence.

I shook my head.

He sighed. “Release her and put her in manacles,” he said and rubbed his forehead. “We’ll have to try something else.” His eyes lit up. “Maybe pain is not the only way to go …”

The bright sun burned my eyes when I was dragged outside, but the cold wind chilled my naked body. It seemed that the dungeon was placed near a market; a huge crowd was gathered nearby, and many turned to look at the bloodied and bruised woman being dragged forward in shackles. I was paraded through the crowd and the guards did nothing to prevent people from grabbing my breasts or kicking me. My shackles were connected to my ankle manacles by a heavy chain, so I had no way of shielding my face from the spitting crowd or the rotten tomatoes.

It all felt unfair. I had done nothing but bring pleasure to the Viscount. All I had done was ignore my rule against returning to the same place too often, and now I paid the price.

The guard dragged me to a pole on a platform in the middle of the market. I tried to get my bearings, but the obscene comments from the crowd distracted me and made it difficult for me to focus. My shackles were released from the ankle manacles and pulled over my head. The thin-faced monk stepped onto the platform and approached me.

“Hear the cries of the crowd, witch. They have already judged you.”

“I’m still innocent, Father,” I said with a tired smile.

“You all say that.”

“Maybe we all are?”

He snickered. “We’ll see.” He turned away and walked over to his brutes to discuss their next step. I tried to ignore the cheering crowd and looked at the tools of torment lined up on the platform in front of me; a table next to the pole contained a scary selection of whips, floggers, and paddles, but it was the hooks and knives that made my stomach turn. I healed quickly from cuts and bruises, but I had no idea what would happen if they started cutting pieces off me. A squeaking sound made me look up; a young girl was locked in a small cage that was hanging over the platform. The girl looked at me with an empty, soulless stare, barely conscious.

I instinctively struggled against my restraints, but there was no chance of escape. My eyes were still fixed on the poor girl in the cage above me when the first strike of the lash hit my sore breasts. I cried out in pain and squirmed, but the lashes only started coming faster. The pain was intense, brutal, and unforgiving as if the leather-clad man hated me with a burning passion. The crowd cheered at every strike, but I barely heard them.

I screamed as the leather whip drew red stripes all over my body, but every strike fueled the spark in my loins. This was a type of pain I knew well. My cries were sincere, but no one in the crowd knew how much of a masochist I was. The rational part of my mind wanted to escape, to be free of this torment, but the masochist inside relished every strike. I had no desire to move on to the hooks and knives, but the whip was an old friend.

Despite my enjoyment, the pain drained my body, and I was soon hanging by my wrists as I struggled to remain conscious. I had lost count of the lashes a long time before the man unlocked my shackles and pulled me towards a pillory at the back of the platform.

I haven’t tried one of these before, I thought as the heavy timber was clamped down over my neck and wrists. The holes in the wood were a tight fit, making it hard for me to breathe. It was my first time in a pillory; I could barely move, and the bent-over position made me feel vulnerable and humiliated.

The monk addressed the crowd while his goon let a flurry of cane strikes rain down on my exposed butt which was already sore from the whipping. I could feel myself getting wet from the pain, but the arousal did not prevent me from crying out and screaming furiously.

“We will leave the sinner in the pillory overnight,” the monk said to the cheering crowd. He looked back at me with a grin. “Do with her as you wish. Punishing a servant of Satan for her sins, no matter how you do it, is doing the Lord’s work.”

Oh … this could be fun. I tried to look scared. I knew that I would likely change my mind soon enough, but at this moment, the prospect of being ravaged by countless men while immobilized by the pillory sounded wonderful.

The torturer was the first to take the monk’s words to heart. I screamed, not in pain, but from surprise, as the massive cock filled my pussy. I squirmed in my restraints, and laughing faces filled my vision as I tried to squeeze every drop of enjoyment out of the furious fucking I was helpless to stop.

The monk knelt in front of me. “We do not want to discourage anyone from having a go,” he said and pulled out a large metal ring with two leather straps attached. He placed the ring inside my mouth and tightened the strap behind my head, forcing my mouth wide open.

I wanted to deliver a sarcastic retort, but no intelligible words came out of my mouth.

This is intense, I thought as one of the guards placed his dick in my mouth, just as the torturer man pulled out his cock and rammed it into my asshole.

A few hours later, as the sun began to set, the guards pushed back the crowd of men currently having a party with every orifice in my body so I could be fed. My jaw ached when a guard I did not recognize pulled out the ring gag and allowed me a drink of water.

“Tha… Thank you,” I whispered.

The guard snorted. “Don’t thank me. You have a very long night ahead of you.” He nodded at a group nearby, waiting for their turn. “I’m impressed you’ve endured this far.”

“Want a go yourself?” I said. My voice was weak and rough, but even though my pussy and asshole were sore, the afternoon had not been bereft of pleasure.

He laughed and shook his head. “No. But if you make it through this, I might have to seek you out in the dungeon.”

I looked up at the handsome man; he was young, with a well-kempt beard and thick hair. “That sounds lovely.”

“It probably won’t be for you.”

With those words, the man left, and I once again found myself drowning in erect cocks.

The next morning, they finally let me out of the pillory. My entire body was caked in dried sperm, my jaw was sore, and my pussy and asshole were on fire. I could barely walk, and I longed for a cold, dark cell and a little sleep. The men locked me in shackles once again, fastening a thick collar around my neck, but I did not mind. My back was hurting from being bent over for so long.

A familiar, unwelcome face awaited me at the entrance to the dungeon. “Are you ready to confess?” the monk asked me with a smile.

I shook my head. “No. I’ve done nothing wrong.”

“Only a servant of Satan could endure such a fucking,” he said. There was a hint of frustration in his voice, and despite my exhausted state, I drew a certain satisfaction from knowing that my resilience was starting to annoy him.

They placed me in a dark, tiny cell at the very bottom of the dungeon. My collar and shackles were connected to the wall with thick chains, and the heaviest ankle shackles I had ever seen were locked around my ankles. It was meant to wear me down, but I had worn similar, although not as heavy, restraints for more than a hundred years. What I had not experienced before, however, was the Scold’s Bridle. The metal cage enveloped my head, holding a small steel plate firmly in place on top of my tongue. A small spike on the plate dug into my tongue, keeping me from talking, and adding to the intense discomfort. I could taste blood, but even the head cage could not prevent me from falling asleep. I was simply too exhausted.

They left me in there for days, only taking the bridle off to allow me a bite of stale bread or a sip of water. They figured that the isolation would make me confess, but sitting chained in a dungeon was nothing new for me, and nothing prevented me from using the time to explore myself. It kept the worst worries at bay when my fingers found their way inside my pussy while the other hand gently milked my strained udders. It was a moment of intimate beauty amidst the cruelty, and I often pulled against the collar to feel the pressure, the choking; it fueled my lust.

I was no stranger to my own company. I had stopped making friends centuries ago after losing too many of them to old age, and even if the Inquisition intended to leave me in darkness for months, even years, I did not doubt that I would endure.

Had it been weeks? Months? In the darkness, I had lost track of time. They occasionally came to get me for new rounds of torture, but they did not even ask for a confession anymore. I was woken from a restless slumber by the sound of the heavy wooden door opening. A familiar face appeared in the doorway, illuminated by the torch in his hand.

“You look terrible,” the guard said. It was the young man who had shown me a little kindness when I was stuck in the pillory. He had been in the room for some of my torture sessions without participating.

“Mmmph …” I groaned. A flood of saliva escaped my mouth, punishing me for trying to speak while locked in the Scold’s Bridle. I tried sitting up, but after a long time with little food and water, I struggled to lift the weight of the heavy restraints.

The guard placed the torch in a holder on the wall and squatted next to me. “Such a shame to let a beautiful body like this waste away down here.” He let his rough hand run across my breast before squeezing a bit of milk into his hand and drinking it. “You want me to remove that?” He pointed at the head cage.

I nodded.

He grabbed a bundle of keys from his belt and unlocked the padlock holding the cage in place. I whimpered as the spike finally left my tongue.

“Thank you,” I said, struggling to form the words with my sore tongue.

“Are you sure you’re not a witch?” He looked at me with an eyebrow raised. “You’ve endured a lot of torment, you’ve not lost any weight since they put you here, and your breasts are still brimming with milk.”

“I’m not a witch.” I looked up at him. “What do you want? I assume you’re not here to release me.”

“The monks have gone home for the day,” he said with a smile. “I’ve watched them torture you. It makes me hard.”

“Honesty. I like that. So … you want to fuck me?”

“I do.” He handed me a loaf of bread. “Eat up. You’ll need your strength.”

I took a huge bite and let out a sigh of relief. “And what’s in it for me?”

“In it for you?” He laughed. “You get to ride a huge cock and get out of your cell for a bit. You can’t do much to prevent this from happening.”

I shrugged. “I guess you’re right.” No part of me wanted to prevent it anyway; the handsome guard had popped up in my mind countless times in the dark cell.

He dragged me out of the cell by my collar, back inside one of the countless rooms of torture. It was eerily silent; during the day, the stone walls echoed with the cries of men and women being tortured, but no such sound could be heard. For now. I could tell from his cold eyes that the guard had no intention of going easy on me, nor did I want him to.

“Let us see if that mouth can do more than simply deliver snarky retorts to the monks,” he said as he locked my shackles behind my back. He locked them to the chain from my collar, raising my arms until they could go no further. It put massive pressure on my neck, but it felt good. Sensual. He pushed me to my knees and took off his pants, revealing a thick, half-erect cock. It smelled of sweat, but so did I. A tiny inconvenience that would not prevent me from taking all of him in my mouth.

“Whoa …” The guard grabbed hold of the rack next to him as I started sucking his cock. “I … that … Dear Lord!”

I smiled to myself as I felt him harden in my mouth, filling it. It hurt as the smooth skin slid across my wounded tongue, but it did not keep me from enjoying the experience. I grabbed the chain connecting my shackles and pulled it, adding more pressure to my neck.

“What the … you’re enjoying this!” he said, not knowing whether to be impressed or disturbed.

I looked up at him with passionate eyes as I deep-throated his cock, gently licking the underside.

“You’ve done this before.”

I did not answer, though I considered telling him the actual amounts of cocks I had sucked in my life. The truth would probably give the man a heart attack. Loud moans escaped him, sounds that had likely never been heard in this room before, at least not by the victims, and I enjoyed the feeling of power it gave me.

He did not.

“Enough,” he said and yanked my head back by grabbing my hair. “I won’t let you bewitch me.”

“I told you …” I said, licking saliva off my chin. “I’m not a witch. I just have … talents.”

He struggled to catch his breath. His jaw was clenched, and I could see the internal struggle between the primal, horny part of him and the servant of the Church that wanted to resist. It was not an even battle. He pulled me toward a tub of water nearby. I barely managed to take a deep breath before he dunked my head into the icy water, keeping me there.

I hated water torture. The torturers were talented at keeping their victims on the verge of drowning, and it was not a pleasant experience.

Feeling his cock rubbing against my clit, however, was. It was drenched in my saliva and met no resistance as he entered. I screamed into the water as my lungs started burning, aching for air. It only made him thrust harder.

By the Gods, that feels good. When he finally allowed my head to rise above the surface, my entire body was on fire.

“Fuck you!” I cried, glaring back at him for a moment before my head was submerged once again. To make matters worse, he started pulling the chain to my collar while my head was underwater. It was intense. Brutal. Maddeningly arousing. His cock felt like it kept growing within me, fucking me harder and harder. The pressure on my neck made it even harder to get enough air whenever I got the chance, but my body soaked up the fear and turned it into lust, driving me mad. The steel dug into my ankles and wrists as the cock drove me further and further toward the edge.

It was the best fuck I had had in decades.

His hips crashed into my butt, but when I got close, really close, he pulled out of me. He yanked me away from the tub of water and threw my shivering, soaking-wet body onto the stone floor.

“Please …” I coughed. “Don’t stop …”

“You’re a little slut, aren’t you?” he said with a grin, stroking his cock as he watched me squirm.

I nodded. “I … I am. Please …” I had endured weeks of torture and discomfort, but keeping me on the edge of orgasm was far more efficient. I had likely confessed to anything right there and then if it had meant that he would finish the job.

“I think you’re enjoying this a bit too much,” he said and pulled me toward the huge wooden rack at the end of the room. I tried to get up, but the wet floor made it difficult, and I coughed as he pulled me by my collar chain. He released my shackles from the collar and locked them on in front before pushing me onto the rack.

I laid down on the rack as I had done a few times before. He raised my chained wrists above my head and locked them to the roller at the end of the wooden frame. The frame was tilted up at an angle. A similar roller was situated at the other end, to which my ankles were locked after he removed my shackles. The other times I had been stretched on the rack, my feet had been bound together, but now, my legs were spread.

The guard looked me in the eye as he started turning the wheel that made the rollers turn. My body was stretched until the point where I thought he was going to dislocate my shoulders or worse. The ratchet mechanism on the wheel kept me in place, completely immobilized.

“Such beauty,” he said, letting his hands run across my naked body. Every touch was intense against my stretched skin, and when he started drinking from my breasts, I could not help but moan. The edges of my shackles tore into my skin while he drank, but my breasts welcomed the relief.

“AAAAH!” I screamed when his teeth sunk into my nipple. For a moment, I thought he was going to bite my nipple clean off, but it did not happen.

“It tastes good with a little blood mixed in.”

I stared at my bloodied breast, wondering if this man was more dangerous than I had initially imagined. The thought was fed when he found a large leather flogger with small knots at the end. He started raining down lashes onto my breasts, tearing the wounds from his teeth open further. I screamed, but I was helpless to prevent it. The pain was intense and overwhelming, but even this excessive whipping could not keep me from deriving pleasure from it.

“Impressive,” he said after a while. His breathing was rapid, but his cock was still rock-hard. He crawled onto the rack; my body bled from several superficial cuts, and I winced as he lowered himself onto me. He slid his cock in slowly – the pressure from my stretched position and the pain from my cuts made it feel even more intense than before. I had to bite the inside of my arm to keep from crying out.

He took his time, relishing the influence his cock had on me. It felt like I was a slave once more as my mind melted away. No words escaped my lips, only moans as he started fucking me hard. Every thrust tore at the restraints around my ankles, and when he once again drank from me, it stung, adding fuel to my fire.

I came. Violently. There was nothing beautiful about it; the surge drained my body of energy, causing every piece of my skin to vibrate with raw pleasure, and in an instant, all the pain I was feeling overloaded my brain. I screamed and cried, but it did not prevent him from continuing. His cock kept piercing my pussy, and after a while, he slid it out and into my asshole.

“AAAARGH!” He was massive. It felt like I was going to break in half. I loved how much I loved it, loved that he had this control over me. When he spilled into me a moment later, it felt just and right. He had earned it.

He stepped off of the rack and looked at me with a smug smile. “Not bad. I hope they don’t release you anytime soon … I think I’m going to enjoy your stay here.”

I stared at the vaulted ceiling as I felt his seed trickle from my asshole. My entire body was spent and broken, but I could not help but smile.

My stay in the Inquisition dungeons turned into a maddening torrent of pain and pleasure. They continued their torture, but knowing that the handsome guard would drag me from my cell at night to fuck me made it all more manageable. The monks’ frustration grew, however; my arrest and punishment had been witnessed by most of the city, and it soon became obvious that they did not intend to let me go. They needed a confession, or they needed me to disappear.

The thin-faced monk seemed to have lost weight in the months since I had first met him. His hands trembled with anger as I watched his will break. “I’ve had enough!” he screamed and kicked over the barrel of hot pokers they had just used to burn my skin. The smell was sickening, the pain excruciating. “Hang her! I don’t ever want to see her again!”

They did not waste any time. A noose was tightened around my neck, and before I had any chance to object, the rope had been thrown over the rafter above me and was being pulled by two strong guards. My hands were shackled behind my back, preventing me from reaching the rope to take any pressure off my neck.

My mind went blank as my body jerked and spasmed. The faces staring up at me were blurry and seemed to be far away. I gasped for air, but nothing could pass the rope growing ever tighter around my neck. The heavy shackles only sped up my journey toward oblivion. If this was to be my end, at long last, I found it ironic that it was to happen under such pitiful circumstances. The last remnants of air in my lungs were spent on rough, whimpering laughter.

Then it all went black.

When I came to, it took me a while to remember what had happened. My hands were still shackled, and I lay on the floor of the torture room where they had hanged me. The noose was still around my neck. I looked down at my body; the burns from before were gone, healed. The horrifying room was empty, but I could hear voices just outside the door.

I survived. I smiled; for the first time, my immortality had been truly tested. But why am I so horny? My pussy was soaking wet, and knowing that I would likely be in trouble again soon, I took a moment to rub my clit, letting the gentle stream of pleasure wash over me. I did not know if my immortal body could regenerate lost limbs or recover from decapitation, nor did I intend to find out, but at that moment, I felt like nothing could defeat me. I would endure what the Inquisition had in store for me, I would regain my freedom – or I would at least be treated to regular, thorough fuckings from the handsome guard.

They found me shortly after. They yelled at each other, almost forgetting that I was there. Three monks, including the thin-faced one, bickered for what felt like an eternity while two of the guards, including my nightly visitor, held me. Countless inventive methods of torture and execution were suggested, and one of the monks insisted that I should be sent off to be handled by more experienced inquisitors, but the thin-faced monk refused to let me leave the dungeon. In his eyes, it would be a sign of defeat.

It went on for a while, and my stomach turned when they started discussing dismemberment, burning at the stake, and worse.

“Just lock her up and throw away the key,” the handsome guard suggested.

The monks paused and stared at him.

“Why bother wasting any more time on her?” His voice was cold and distant. “She’s not going to confess, and you can’t even be sure you’d be able to take her life if she did. Just throw her in the darkest, deepest hole and forget about her.”

A cold hand gripped my throat and refused to let go. Despite my love of pain, I did not want to be tortured for years, but the alternative did not sound appealing either, even if it would not kill me.

The monks pondered the suggestion for a bit before nodding in agreement. The thin-faced monk let out a sigh. “Do it. Break the key when you’re done. Make her uncomfortable.” He turned around and headed for the door. “I never want to see that woman again.”

The two guards dragged me deeper inside the dungeon than I had ever been before. There were no torches here, and only the lantern in the guard’s hand lit the way. The corridors became more cramped, the stairs more slippery. The other guard, a bald man with a crooked nose, huffed and puffed as he dragged a huge collection of shackles and chains with him.

After a while, they threw me to the floor while they moved several crates and barrels to reveal a thick wooden door. The bald guard had to search his keyring for a while before he found one that fit.

“Does this mean I won’t get to enjoy your nightly visits anymore?” I whispered to the handsome guard while his colleague was occupied.

“No. You’ll rot in here.” He did not look at me. “No one should have survived that hanging; I do not want your taint on my cock anymore.”

The cell was tiny, barely big enough for me to lie down. The feeble light illuminated what looked like scratch marks on the inside of the door. The sight sent an unpleasant shiver down my spine.

“Should we shackle her with her hands over her head?” the bald guard asked.

The handsome guard shrugged. “No need to be too cruel. Lock her in the heaviest shackles we have and chain her well. I want to get back soon, I’m hungry.”

The shackles around my wrists and ankles were replaced with even heavier ones. The steel was wide and almost thicker than my wrists. A similar collar was locked around my neck. It was so tall that I could barely open my mouth, and I struggled to stay standing as more and more weight was added. Thick, heavy chains were locked to all the restraints and connected to large rings on the wall. It was brutal. For a moment, I forgot what was about to happen and felt a wet drop trickle down my inner thigh. To make it all even more intense, they locked shackles around my breasts as well. I wondered if they had been made for me; they were smaller than normal collars, but not small enough to fit ankles or wrists. I shivered when I realized that they were likely meant for children. The breast restraints made my skin even tighter and caused a few drops of milk to drip onto the floor.

“Should we add this?”

My eyes widened as I saw a crude steel chastity belt in the bald guard’s hands. I stared at the handsome guard and shook my head no. If I had to spend eternity like this, not being able to touch myself would be the cruelest punishment imaginable.

He saw the panic in my eyes and smiled. “No. This will do just fine.”

I breathed a sigh of relief as the last chains were locked onto me. It felt like the steel on me weighed more than I did. The two guards looked at me for a bit before shutting the door. As the key turned in the lock, my mind began to panic. Reality came crashing down upon me, and I tore at my restraints and cried for help. I knew that it was of no use, but part of me needed to be certain. I had never felt this helpless before, and the brutal collar was already making it hard for me to breathe.

I tried for hours until I collapsed on the floor. I was able to lie down if I bent my knees, but any movement resulted in any one of the chains connecting my restraints to the wall getting too short, leaving me in awkward positions. The steel dug into my breasts, and I was forced to milk myself for a bit to take the pressure off.

“Well … I guess this is where I live now,” I said to the darkness and sighed. I took a few deep breaths and tried to push the panic away; it did me no good. “There’s only one thing to do now. And for however long I’ll be here.”

I smiled to myself as my finger slipped inside my pussy. The shackles made it difficult, but they were not going to keep me from pleasuring myself. Over and over again.

TO BE CONTINUED
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The Hucow Slaves

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

The Hucow Inspector

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

Tales of a Hucow Slave

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

The Harem of Fertile Hucows

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

[image: ][image: Et billede, der indeholder tekst, beklædning, person  Automatisk genereret beskrivelse][image: ][image: ]


[image: ]

Thank you for reading. If you are interested in reading even more steamy BDSM stories, but without the hucow element, please do check out my other pen name, Jessica Ackles.

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