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It had been a year since she had arrived at Mr. James’ estate, nervous and ashamed of what she had signed up for. A year of being milked like a cow and fucked regularly in an attempt to breed her. Emily could not help but reflect on how the twelve months had changed her in ways she had never imagined. In the beginning, the now familiar walk toward Mr. James’ bedroom had been accompanied by nausea and fear, but she looked forward to it now.

Maybe it’ll work this time, she thought as she fiddled with the chain connecting her wide steel wrist shackles. She barely noticed the restraints anymore, not even the heavy collar that always weighed on her neck. She hoped he would get her pregnant; although she relished being bound and fucked, the thought of what happened to the slaves that did not get pregnant with Mr. James’ offspring within the first year sent a shiver down her spine.

No guards accompanied her. They rarely did these days. Heavy shackles weighed on Emily’s ankles and wrists, preventing her from running away, and unlike most of the other hucows at the farm, she was often allowed to walk around unaccompanied and tasked with doing menial chores.

She opened the door to the intimidating bedroom filled with cruel devices of bondage and torture, but the trepidation she was feeling had nothing to do with the pillories, chains, and whips, but rather that it was likely the last time she would ever get to enjoy them. Her chains clattered as she walked around the room, letting her fingers run across the floggers, stocks, and racks. A breeze from an open window caressed her naked body and made her shiver.

When she heard footsteps outside, she moved to the middle of the room and kneeled. She let her fingers run through the long, platinum-blonde hair to ensure that she looked her best before placing her shackled hands behind her head.

Mr. James entered the room and walked up to Emily. Every stride of the long legs was filled with confidence and power, and a pleasant warmth spread through Emily’s body as she looked up at him with a devoted gaze.

“Good morning, Master,” she said and smiled.

A slight crease appeared at the edge of his mouth, but not enough to be called a smile. “Hello, Emily.” He placed a finger under her chin and lifted it. “The year has passed. I like you, Emily, you’re a good slave, but this is your last chance.”

The words were like a punch to the gut for Emily, and she felt a tear form in the corner of her eye. “I know,” she said. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t talk.” Mr. James grabbed a large red ballgag from a nearby shelf and pushed it inside Emily’s mouth. The huge ball hurt her jaw, but she would never protest. Mr. James took off his robe, folded it nicely, and placed it on a chair. “It’s going to hurt today, Emily.”

I don’t mind, she thought with a smile. Not anymore.

“Get onto the rack,” Mr. James said and gestured toward the medieval-style torture rack in the corner.

Emily had never tried it, and she felt a tinge of anxiety as she crawled onto the wooden beams. Mr. James preferred starting their sessions with a bit of pain to ‘get the blood flowing’, as he said. He pulled Emily’s hands over her head and locked them to the top of the rack before doing the same to her ankles. There was no trace of emotion to be seen on his handsome face as Mr. James started turning the wheel, stretching Emily to her fullest on the tilted rack. She knew that he would never do anything that could hurt her permanently, he hoped he would be the mother of her child, after all. The steel shackles dug into her wrists and ankles, and Emily was barely able to move a muscle when Mr. James finally stopped.

“Such a gorgeous body,” he said as he let a finger run across the skin on her stretched belly. He leaned in over her huge, engorged breasts and closed his lips around one of the nipples, sucking out a few drops of the milk that was a byproduct of the hormones every slave was given to increase the odds of pregnancy.

A delighted moan escaped the gag as the milk started flowing. It was a tender moment, and Emily embraced it with the knowledge that the pain would soon replace it.

She did not have to wait long.

“MMMMPH!” Her muffled screams filled the room when Mr. James grabbed a cane and started violently striking her breasts and stomach. She had not been milked today, and the strained breasts sprayed milk into the air every time the cane landed just right. The stinging pain was excruciating, but it was accompanied by waves of intense pleasure.

Emily loved it. All of it.

More strikes. Harder and harder. Out of the corner of her eye, she could see Mr. James’ giant cock rise a bit every time she cried out. Tears flowed from her eyes, milk trickled down her sides, and her conflicted mind both wanted it to stop and to continue.

When Mr. James finally stopped, Emily barely recognized the bruised and battered breasts. Her brain was overloaded with signals from her tormented body, yet she wanted the fully erect cock inside her. He had never tortured her like this before, and there was a sense of finality to it; it was a way for him to close the book on yet another slave that could not bring him what he wanted. When she had first arrived, she had hated Mr. James and the way he treated her, but now, the guilt of not giving him what he yearned for stung as hard as the pain from the cane.

Mr. James unlocked the ankle restraints from the rack, but he left Emily shackled by her wrists. He removed the chain connecting Emily’s ankle shackles and instead locked the ankles to the top corners of the rack, forcing Emily’s legs to spread in a V-shape, exposing her hungry pussy to the chilling breeze. Mr. James then crawled onto the rack and placed himself between her legs. He did not even look at her as he entered her, despite Emily seeking his gaze. He filled and stretched her, even after all this time, and his thrusts were quick and violent.

Not that she cared. Her skin still burned from the caning, but powerful bursts of pure lust and desire shot through her as his hips clashed with her buttocks. He went deeper and deeper, and it was as wonderful as always, yet he seemed more distant and distracted. Emily knew that he had a few different slavegirls he tried to breed with at a time, but she felt like he had already tossed her aside. The feeling blocked her from achieving orgasm, and a muted melancholy started taking hold of her as he fucked her.

He drank from her.

He slapped her breasts.

He pulled the chain to her collar, choking her until she was close to passing out.

But she did not come. She could not. It had never been Mr. James’ purpose to bring her pleasure, but his stamina had often caused her to experience intense orgasms before he had deposited his load inside her.

When he finally came, it was with a tired groan. She felt his cum fill her pussy, and in her mind, the pussy embraced the ejaculate and refused to let it go.

“We’re done,” Mr. James said and pulled out. The words had a foreboding finality to them. “I may call on you for different services during your stay here, but this …” He nodded toward her pussy from which a large pool of cum was slowly trickling down toward Emily’s asshole. “… this is over.”

He turned around and left, leaving Emily alone on the rack with her thoughts.

***

A loud sigh escaped Emily as the memory of her last breeding session with Mr. James played out in her mind. She absentmindedly touched herself before she continued cleaning the floors of the large barn where Mr. James’ slaves all lived. Despite not having been fucked by Mr. James for a long time, she was still a favorite of his, and Emily was one of the only slaves allowed to leave the cell regularly. The others found her odd; she always smiled, even though she spent much of her day sweeping and washing the floors or doing other menial tasks, but the constant rattling of her chains and the feeling of the heavy collar pressing on her neck turned her on, leaving her in a near constant state of arousal.

“The old Emily is long gone,” she whispered to herself as she emptied the trash can in Doctor Vivian’s office. She saw a glimpse of herself in a mirror nearby. A woman in her late twenties looked back, with long, blonde hair and full lips. Emily Vaas had been a rising star in the financial sector, a part of the elite that did not need to live in the horrible ghettos where most of the other slaves came from, but she had lost it all. The job, the house, the boyfriend. All gone because she had made a bad deal that cost the company millions. Mr. James had offered her a way out; he would make her debts disappear in return for four years of slavery. One hell of a deal, Emily thought to herself. The woman in the mirror was no longer a hard-boiled businesswoman. She was an obedient, submissive painslut, addicted to being bound, fucked, and punished.

A pregnant painslut. There was no way to hide the huge bump on her belly. Despite her status, the guards had still been allowed to use her as they pleased soon after Mr. James was done with her. She was now six months pregnant. It did not bother her, it was part of the contract after all, and though it was odd to feel the baby move, she had accepted that it was not hers to keep. A wealthy couple had already paid Mr. James a ludicrous amount for it. So many guards had fucked Emily that she had no idea who the father was, just as Mr. James wanted it to be. All the guards were prime, fertile stock, winners in the genetic lottery.

“Hey Emily,” a voice sounded from above her. Emily was lost in her thoughts and had not noticed Amber, one of the recent arrivals, locked in a tiny cage hanging from the ceiling. The young girl looked tired; dark areas were visible beneath her eyes, but she managed to muster a smile when Emily looked up at her.

“Amber? What did you do to end up there?”

“Why? Do you want to repeat it so you can join me?”

Emily shrugged. She often got herself into trouble to be punished and fucked by the guards. “They won’t let me go in the cages anymore,” she said and rubbed her belly. “Enjoying yourself?”

Amber shook her head. “I don’t feel the same way about this as you do, you know that.” She rested her wavy blonde hair against the dark steel bars. “I told Mr. James to stop during our last session, he didn’t take it well.” She tried to move to get comfortable, but there was no room. Amber’s wrists were locked behind her back with a pair of rigid handcuffs, and her knees were pushed against her breasts. Milk dripped onto the floor from Amber’s strained udders, and Emily felt sorry for the poor girl.

“They haven’t been milking you?” she asked.

“No. Part of the punishment, I guess. It really hurts.”

Emily looked around, but she saw no guards nearby. They were usually eating lunch at this time, and even if someone came by, she was not scared of being discovered.

Quite the contrary.

Emily hobbled her way to the switch on the wall that let her lower Amber’s cage closer to the floor.

“What are you doing, Emily?” Amber said, staring wide-eyed as the cage lowered. “You’ll get in trouble!”

Emily shrugged. “I hope so. I’m a little bored.” She approached the cage that was now dangling a few feet above the floor. “I don’t have the key for the cage or your cuffs, but I can try to make you a little more comfortable.”

It was not easy for Emily to squeeze her hand through the bars and in between Amber’s upper body and her legs. Amber winced as Emily’s cold shackles rubbed against her skin, but the frown turned to relief when Emily started gently milking her.

“Aaaah … that was nice,” Amber whispered and closed her eyes when Emily was done with both breasts. The milk ran down her body, past her exposed genitals, and onto the floor. “Thank you.”

“My pleasure.” Emily licked the milk from her hand. “Time for the encore.”

“What do you … oh …”

Emily moved to the front of the cage and started slowly massaging Amber’s pussy. Emily’s fingers traced the outside of the labia. The fingers slid easily back and forth; Amber’s crotch was drenched in breastmilk, and Emily felt herself getting turned on when Amber started moaning. Two fingers soon found their way inside Amber, rubbing firmly against the G-spot.

“God, I wish I wasn’t in this cage,” Amber moaned, biting her lower lip.

“It’s better to embrace it, Amber.” Emily’s thumb massaged Amber’s clit as her fingers worked their magic. “Feel the cuffs restrict you. The collar against your neck. Embrace the helplessness; it makes it all more intense.”

Amber did not answer, but her moans got louder.

“What the fuck are you doing, Emily?” a gruff voice sounded. Rick, one of the guards, walked into the barn from a nearby doorway and strode toward Emily with a furious frown on his rugged face. “She’s supposed to be punished, not pleasured!” He pushed Emily to the floor and pressed the switch on the wall, sending Amber’s cage toward the ceiling, higher than before. The muscles hiding beneath Rick’s tight T-shirt looked imposing as he looked down at Emily with arms crossed. “You’re in trouble now.”

Emily put on an expression of exaggerated shock as she placed her palms on her cheeks. “Oh no! What’re you going to do to me?”

Rick bared his teeth in a sadistic grin. “I know you get in trouble on purpose, but you’ve gone too far. We’ll see if you’re still enjoying yourself when we’re done with you.” He pointed to the puddle of breastmilk on the floor. “Lick that up.”

That’s it? Emily felt a tinge of disappointment as she got on all fours and started licking the milk from the dusty concrete floor.

“Deeper.” Rick grabbed the back of Emily’s collar and pushed her nose into the puddle. Emily’s belly scraped against the floor, and her hair became drenched as it landed in the milk. It was humiliating and degrading, but she relished the attention. It was a nice break of pace, and though she did not doubt that Rick was going to make her pay for her insolence, she looked forward to it. She could feel his strong hand on her raised buttocks, and she awaited his spanking with bated breath.

The slap stung, but it was more arousing than painful. She knew from experience that Rick enjoyed it as much as she did. She awaited the second one, but it did not come. Instead, she heard the enticing sound of a belt buckle being opened, and a surprised gasp from Amber above her. Emily raised her butt further in anticipation, showing her willingness as she licked the dirty milk from the floor.

Something cold and gooey started flowing onto Emily’s asshole, sending a shiver through her body. She recognized the substance as lube and knew what it meant. When the tip of Rick’s generously-sized cock started prodding her asshole a moment later, she braced herself for his penetration.

Rick was careful as he entered her, even if it was supposed to be a punishment; she was not surprised at the initial stab of discomfort, it was not her first time, and it soon evaporated. His cock’s slow, meticulous exploration of her asshole was a delightful experience. When she looked back at him, she saw nothing but confidence and arousal in the cold eyes.

He started going deeper. He dominated her body, took control, and it was a massive turn-on for her. She felt his erection harden as he went faster. Emily should have felt humiliated, being fucked in the ass by a guard in front of Amber, but she was enjoying every second, every thrust.

“You like it in the ass?” Rick said between his masculine groans.

“Yes, Sir,” Emily whimpered. “Thank you, Sir.”

Rick continued to fuck her harder and harder. It caused her some pain, but it was worth the rush of arousal that had turned into an unstoppable torrent. The world around her seemed to disappear as he punished her ass, driving her ever further up the mountain of lust. The sensation threatened to drive her insane with desire.

Rick’s moan soon erupted in a primal scream of release. Emily could feel the base of his cock pulsate as he shot the warm ejaculate inside her, and it made her feel like a proper slut. A feeling she embraced.

“Stay there,” he said as he pulled out.

Emily nodded, resting her head in the puddle of milk as she felt the cum travel from her asshole to her pussy. She looked up at Amber with a tired smile.

Rick returned a few minutes later with a gruesome smile on his face. “Get up, slave,” he said and yanked Emily to her feet by pulling the chain to her collar. “The doctor has given the green light – I get to punish you properly despite your condition.”

Emily looked at him with a worried frown. “What … what does that mean?”

“You’ll see. There are parts of this facility you have yet to visit.”

Emily had looked forward to her punishment, which usually involved rough sex or whippings, but the tone of Rick’s voice made her nauseous. He dragged her through the wide corridors, and she struggled to keep up due to the ankle shackles and the large belly bouncing up and down. They walked into a smaller building connected to the barn; no natural light entered from outside, leaving the cold, fluorescent lights with the task of illuminating the gray concrete walls.

“What is this place?” Emily asked. Cum still ran down her thighs, and her ass hurt when she walked; Rick was a well-endowed man.

“Not everyone is as well-behaved when they arrive as you were.” Rick stopped in front of a wide steel door. “Despite signing the contract voluntarily, many are not prepared for the conditions here. Some need help adjusting. A few never make it to Mr. James’ bedroom.”

Emily tried to swallow a lump, but it got caught in her throat, blocked by the collar that suddenly felt tighter than usual. “What happens to them?”

Rick pointed at a row of steel doors further down the corridor. “They stay here until their contract runs out. Some are bred, others are used for entertainment.” He pulled the chain, forcing Emily closer. “Watch out, Emily. I know you want to be punished, but don’t take it too far.”

He opened the door to reveal a small, windowless room. Another guard was sitting inside at a table and looked bored, but it was the other people in the room that drew Emily’s attention and sent a chill down her spine.

Two other slaves were kneeling next to each other. Their leg irons were locked to steel rings on the floor, their hands were cuffed behind their backs, and their collars were connected to the ceiling by a tight chain. Large ballgags filled their mouths.

“Move,” Rick said and pushed her towards a vacant spot next to the other women. “You’ll be locked in this position for three hours.”

Three hours? Emily locked eyes with one of the other women; tears streamed down her face and she looked like she was in pain. Her entire body was shaking.

“If you piss on the floor, your time is doubled.”

I’m pregnant, I piss all the time! None of the other women were pregnant, and Emily was tempted to protest as Rick forced her to her knees and locked her ankle shackles to the ring on the floor, shortening the chain so Emily could not move her feet. The chain connecting her wrist shackles was removed, and the shackles were connected with a padlock behind her back before a short chain was used to attach them to the floor ring as well. Emily felt tears well up in her eyes as the ballgag was pushed inside her mouth, forcing it wide open.

Rick smiled at her as he locked her collar chain to a chain hanging from the ceiling, connected to a winch. Pure, unfiltered fear and anxiety washed over Emily as she felt the collar pressing harder and harder on her neck when Rick pressed a button on the wall. Her body was forced upwards until she could not move a muscle; Emily’s body was stretched between the collar holding her neck and the shackles connected to the floor. She struggled to breathe, and the edges of the shackles dug into her wrists.

Rick stood in front of her with his hands on his hips. “You just tell me it if is too tight, and I’ll loosen it.”

“Mmmhmmm!” The gag muffled Emily’s reply.

“It’s fine, you say?” He laughed. “Enjoy your stay.” He nodded at the guard sitting at the table and left.

Minutes felt like hours in the strenuous, unpleasant position. Rattling chains and muffled whimpers echoed between the cold, concrete walls as they all tried to find any sort of relief for their aching muscles, but it was hopeless. One of the other women was released shortly after Emily had been locked in place, and she could barely walk as the guard pulled her outside.

The thought of being restrained like this would likely have turned Emily on if she had known about it beforehand, and even though she did manage to squeeze a few drops of arousal from the feel of the ballgag in her mouth, the sound of chains, and the collar pressing on her neck, the position was simply too uncomfortable to sustain it, and the screams of pain from Emily’s muscles soon drowned out any pleasure. Drool kept pouring from her mouth; she was helpless to stop it, and even though the guard rarely looked up, she felt exposed and humiliated. For the first time in ages, Emily longed to be released from her restraints. Her belly only made it worse, adding more weight that caused the collar to choke her, and her breasts soon started lactating.

Emily did not know how much time had passed; her body was a wreck, and she struggled to fight the urge to pee. The thought of extending her torment scared her, and it was only made worse when the guard got up and knelt in front of the woman next to Emily.

“My, my, looks like you could not keep it in, girl.” The guard smiled. “And you only had fifteen minutes left. Three hours more for you.”

The woman screamed into her gag in frustration and struggled against her restraints, but there was no give, no escape, and her screams soon turned to pitiful whimpers as she gave up.

When Rick finally came to release Emily, she was ready to curl up on the floor in the fetal position and cry. She needed to pee, badly, and every part of her body was either in pain or incredibly sore. For the first time, she realized that things could be way worse for her.

And yet, as Rick dragged her out of the darkened room, she noticed that she was turned on.

“Did you learn your lesson?” he asked with a sadistic smile.

Emily nodded. The huge ballgag still filled her mouth, sending strands of drool down onto her swollen breasts.

“We’re not done.” He pulled Emily in close and groped her breast; usually, she would have enjoyed it, but her breasts were filled to the brim with milk and very tense. “Mr. James wants to teach you a lesson. You’re nothing but a breedable cow to him, even if he finds you amusing.” Rick pushed Emily into one of the cells nearby. There was no light except the small amount creeping in through the open door. The cell was tiny, with bare concrete walls and a small floor grate in the middle of the room. A chain hung from the ceiling.

Emily started shaking her head. She wanted to be whipped and fucked, not locked up and isolated. This was worse torture for her than what she had just experienced. Rick locked her shackles together in front of her before pulling them over her head, as high as they would go. He fastened them to the chain in the ceiling and took a step back.

“That looks uncomfortable,” he said with a grin. “I’ll come and get you in the morning. This should give you plenty of time to consider if your disobedience was worth it.”

Emily screamed into her gag as the steel door slammed shut, leaving her in total darkness and eerie silence. No light or sounds managed to penetrate the heavy door, and the sense of loneliness was soul-crushing.

This is a nightmare! Emily tried to pull at the chain, but it only made the shackles hurt her wrists. Her arms were stretched and already buzzing from the reduced blood flow, and her ankle shackles felt heavier now that she was forced to stand on her toes. God, I can’t hold it in anymore! She wept as the piss started trickling down her legs, wept as the pain in her strained breasts got worse and worse. The strenuous position made her collar press harder on her throat, and the gag was too big, making her jaw hurt.

It was too much.

Too intense.

Then why am I so fucking horny? In her mind, Rick came back and grabbed hold of her legs, lifting them off the floor before fucking her hard. She imagined dangling by her wrists while his massive cock penetrated her, and the fantasy kept her company in the darkness. But it could not suppress the growing discomfort and pain.

This was not how her life was supposed to pan out. Memories of her successful life before the farm, of lavish parties, champagne on ice, and fast cars flashed before her eyes. The baby inside her chose the opportunity to move around to underline how far she had fallen. She was just a vessel now, a means to an end for a wealthy man, a beast to be bred and abused. And part of her loved it, even now.

A few months after her due date, Emily’s contract would be up. She wondered how she would adjust to life outside afterward. Her debts would be cleared and she could start anew, but somehow, a life without the primal debauchery she had grown used to, of chains, whips, and giant cocks seemed empty and unappealing.

Maybe Mr. James will let me stay?

When Rick opened the door the next morning, Emily was barely able to stand. She had traveled in and out of consciousness for hours, and she screamed when he released her from the chain and allowed the blood to rush back into her arms. It felt like her arms were being stung with nettles. She collapsed to the floor and sobbed, struggling to handle the pain, exhaustion, and rampant arousal that tore through her body.

“You look terrible.” Rick removed the gag and grabbed hold of Emily’s hair, yanking her head back and forcing her to look up at him.

“I’ve felt better,” Emily said, barely able to move her jaw to speak. She was drenched in drool, milk, and piss. “And smelled better.”

Rick smiled, seemingly amused by her words. “Maybe some fresh air will do you good, you filthy cow.” He took hold of the collar chain and started dragging Emily out of the tiny cell. “It’s soaking wet outside right now, that should get you cleaned up.”

Outside? Apart from the occasional walk in a small enclosure connected to the barn, the slaves rarely went outside. Emily looked forward to it, but a nagging voice at the back of her mind told her that Rick had more punishments in store for her.

A bolt of lightning illuminated the darkness the moment Rick opened the door and made Emily jump in shock. Rolling thunder and pouring rain greeted the two as they stepped outside. The wind was brutal, and Emily’s tired body struggled to keep up with the determined guard dragging her away from the building whose dreary interior suddenly seemed more appealing. She had never seen this part of Mr. James’ estate before; she had spent more than three years locked inside the barn with the occasional trip to her master’s bedroom or the outdoor enclosure. Now she found herself on a bluff overlooking the ocean.

“There’s some bread in that container,” Rick said and pointed at a small plastic box next to a thick wooden pole. He locked Emily’s collar chain to the pole and started walking back toward the buildings.

“Wait, how long do I have to stay here?”

Rick did not answer, and soon, Emily was alone. The rain chilled her to the bone, and for a moment, she feared for the life growing inside her, but she figured that Dr. Vivian had greenlit this part of Emily’s punishment as well. The wet blonde hair clung to Emily’s face as she leaned against the pole and stared at the waves while she ate the stale bread.

Could be worse, she thought, and after eating and milking herself, she managed to fall asleep on the ground despite the cacophonous weather surrounding her.

She woke a few hours later. The sky had cleared, and a beautiful sunrise bathed the calm seas in an orange hue. Emily rubbed her eyes and checked her restraints. She had worn the shackles and collar for so long that she could not remember how it felt to be unrestrained, but several times a day, she still checked to see if she could remove them out of habit. She pulled at the collar chain to check the sturdiness of the wooden pole, but there was no give. It annoyed her that Rick had left her wrist shackles locked together with a simple padlock instead of attaching the longer chain she was used to; having her hands this close together restricted her severely.

Emily leaned back against the wooden pole with a sigh and stared at the horizon. Her shackled hands rested on her pregnant belly while yesterday’s experiences replayed in her mind. Milking Amber, being fucked in the ass by Rick, the punishments – all appeared as vivid images every time she closed her eyes, and she could feel herself getting wet. She managed to get her hands past the obstructive belly and started gently touching herself. The grass beneath her tickled the needy pussy as Emily’s experienced fingers massaged the outside of her vagina, warming the cold flesh before moving inside. There was no resistance as her fingers slid past the opening and started rubbing the inside walls of her pussy. The shackles dug into her thighs, scraping against the sensitive skin, but she barely noticed.

“You’re such a slut, Emily,” she whispered to herself as she inched forward on the ground until the chain prevented her from going any further. She leaned forward and felt the collar press on her neck, causing her touch to become more intense as she choked. She was cold and naked, shackled to a pole like an unruly dog, but all she wanted was to come.

Emily was close. She rubbed her clit as she bit her lower lip, but just as she neared the joyous peak, she heard voices.

No! I’m so close!

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Rick approaching with two other guards. They were chatting and laughing as they walked toward Emily, and she forced herself to stop; a frustrated groan escaped her as her drenched fingers escaped her moist cavern. The lust had taken hold of her body, and she stared at the three handsome, muscular men approaching her with aroused anticipation.

They surrounded her and looked at her without saying a word. The playful banter had been muted, but there was determination and lust in their cold eyes. They all removed their pants, and Emily felt a flutter in her chest and a warmth in her pussy at the sight of the magnificent cocks. Too many slaves at the estate, this would be a cruel punishment, but Emily could barely contain her glee as Joel, one of the guards that she had rarely interacted with, grabbed hold of her hair and yanked her head back before pushing his soft cock into her mouth. The smell of sweat and cheap cologne overwhelmed Emily for a moment, but she had never been one to half-ass a blowjob and attacked the cock with determination. She could feel him grow inside her mouth, and a few satisfied groans betrayed his expressionless exterior when Emily started using her shackled hands to aid her.

Rick entered the fray, pulling Emily’s hands away from Joel’s cock before placing them on his own. Emily had to turn her body to accommodate Rick, turning her head to the side to continue blowing Joel. A flock of rowdy seagulls passed by overhead, squawking at the preposterous gangbang going on beneath them. Emily was so occupied with satisfying the two men that she had not noticed that the third, a guard she did not know, had placed himself behind her.

“MMMMPH!” she screamed with a mouth full of cock as a sharp pain emanated from her upper back. The third guard had removed his leather belt and started whipping Emily. Tears streamed from her eyes; the pain was intense and violent, and the man did not hold back.

The hits kept coming, and every time Emily got distracted and stopped blowing Joel or stroking Rick’s cock, the two men would slap her.

This is not as fun anymore, Emily thought as the belt curved around her body and kissed her nipple with a loud crack.

“Pwwwweeease …” she moaned as her back burned.

The whipping stopped. She could feel the warmth from the third guard’s body as he neared her, wrapping his arms around her and grabbing hold of her tortured nipples. He started milking her, but his touch was rough and painful; he pulled and pinched her nipples, squirting milk onto Joel and Rick, and she could feel the man behind her getting hard as his cock rubbed against her lower back.

After a while, Rick pulled away from Emily’s hands and laid down on his back. Joel removed his saliva-drenched cock from Emily’s mouth and pushed her toward Rick, lowering her onto his towering erection. Emily gasped as the giant cock entered her pussy. There was no saliva to ease his entrance, and even though Emily was still somewhat wet from masturbating, it took a few unpleasant trips up and down his rigid shaft before her pussy embraced the experience.

Emily’s pregnant belly bounced against Rick’s abs as she rode him, and she could feel the gaze of the other two behind her. For a moment, she stared into Rick’s eyes, but the emptiness staring back at her made her close her eyes and try to focus on the feeling of his hard cock filling her, stretching her pussy to its limits. He grabbed her hair and pulled her forward, pressing her belly and her breasts against his body.

Exposing her.

Making her vulnerable.

A strong, warm body leaned against her from behind, and a moment later, Joel’s cock teasingly started rubbing against her asshole. It was not the first time that Emily had been fucked by more than one guard, but she had never tried it like this. He slowly entered her asshole, and the experience of having two giant cocks inside her at the same time was both terrifying and exhilarating.

He's too big! Emily felt a tinge of panic as a rhythm started to settle in and the two men fucked her harder and harder. The third guard was not one to be left out, and soon, he placed his feet on either side of Rick’s head and made Emily suck his cock. Her shackled hands supported her by resting on Rick’s broad chest as the three men used her as a disposable sex toy, fucking her hard with no apparent thought to Emily’s pleasure.

It was humiliating.

Degrading.

Exciting.

Part of Emily loved it, though her body was still reeling from the previous day and the night’s trials. Her asshole burned, having not recovered from Rick’s thorough fucking the day before, and the third man’s cock found its way further and further down her throat. She swam in a sea of ecstasy, discomfort, and shame. Behind her, Joel grabbed her collar and pulled it while the third man held onto her hair, and she almost passed out from asphyxiation, but at the same time, it sent her body off the peak and into the abyss.

Emily screamed.

Her body convulsed.

Her nails dug into Rick’s chest.

It was a culmination of all she had been through, a violent, dirty orgasm that was as painful as it was amazing. The maddening sensation rolled back and forth in her body, but the three men showed no sign of slowing down. Their cocks still filled her every hole, and though exhaustion started to set in, Emily had no choice but to continue. They slapped and spanked her, and soon, the third man started letting his belt pummel her back once more, without pulling his cock from her mouth.

It was too much. Too intense. Their stamina was unfathomable, and when they finally came inside her, she was relieved. First, Rick deposited his full load inside her pussy. Joel finished soon after, filling her asshole until it could take no more. They stayed inside her while the third man reached the climax; he pulled out and ejaculated all over Emily’s face and hair.

The humiliation was complete. The three men exfiltrated themselves from the whimpering, weeping slave and left her on the ground – dirty, cold, and covered in cum. Semen trickled from every hole, and her body shook from the after-effects of the overwhelming experience. As the three men walked back toward the building, Emily curled up in a fetal position and tried to calm her breath, but the pain from her asshole and the lashings on her back was too much. She felt the baby move, which was a relief, but it was a meager comfort.

She had found her limit.

She would be more careful from now on.

And yet, even after all this, a tired smile still formed on her lips.


Read the next part of the story
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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.
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Thank you for reading. If you are interested in reading even more steamy BDSM stories, but without the hucow/breeding 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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