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Amber could feel his warm breath on her neck. A pleasant shiver trickled down her spine as he kissed it; it was tender and warm, a moment of beauty that stood in contrast to the depressive sight of the dilapidated buildings and the smell of rotten garbage. Even teenage love could not wash away the filth of the ghetto.

“You smell good,” he said as his hands moved up under her shirt.

“Thanks.” Her body tensed when he pulled her bra down under her breast and started massaging her nipple. It was arousing, but she was afraid someone might see them. “Not … not now, babe.”

He did not stop. “Come on, I’ve been patient, Amber.”

He placed a finger on either side of her nipple and pinched it slightly, causing her to shudder with reluctant delight. Amber started fiddling with her wavy blonde hair as she always did when she got nervous. They had been dating for a while, and she knew that he wanted more, but she did not feel ready. Not yet.

Even if everyone else her age was doing it.

“Let’s go back to my place,” he said with a more insistent voice. “I’ll be gentle, you know that.”

Amber pushed his hand away and adjusted the worn, blue tank top. “I’m not …” Her phone buzzed in the back pocket of her worn jeans. She knew that she was imagining it, but she was certain that it was her mother. The phone seemed to buzz in a more aggressive manner whenever her mom wanted to get a hold of Amber. She fished it out of her pocket and shrugged apologetically at Brad, who sighed and leaned back on the old bench. “It’s mom. I have to go. It sounds urgent.”

“If you don’t want to hang out with me, just say it,” Brad said with a frown.

Amber leaned in over him. “Don’t be silly.” She kissed him and patted his chest. “I’ll text you later. Give me a little more time, I’ll get there.”

Her body was still tingling when she opened the door to the tiny apartment. Amber hung her red leather jacket on the clothes rack and stepped over the stack of unopened bills on the doormat. Whenever Amber visited her friends in the ghetto, whose parents were no better off than Amber’s mother, she was often overwhelmed with the amount of clutter and garbage, but apart from the envelopes on the floor, there were no mess here. They did not own enough stuff to make a real mess.

“In here, Amber.”

Amber felt a lump form in her throat. She had not heard that tone in her mom’s voice since dad had died in a workplace accident.

Her mom was sitting at the dining room table with a stack of papers in front of her, but she was not alone. Amber’s older sister, Jocelyn, was sitting on the sofa with her hands folded in her lap. Her jaw was clenched and her eyes wet, but it was not the sister that drew Amber’s attention. It was the smiling man sitting at the table wearing an expensive suit, likely worth more than all the small family’s possessions combined. A gold Rolex glittered on his wrist, and Amber was convinced that a fair bit of money had gone into keeping the smile as white as it was. He was a handsome man, with dark hair and gray temples.

Amber’s mother looked at her with hollow eyes and gestured toward the sofa. “Sit down, Amber. This is Mr. James. I … contacted him to find a way out of our troubles.”

“You can’t seriously consider this, mom,” Jocelyn said with a scowl.

Their mother sighed. “I don’t have a choice, Joce. We’ll end up on the street in a few days, and this way, one of you …”

“What? Gets to live while the other is …” Jocelyn paused and threw herself back against the sofa’s backrest, staring at the ceiling while she rubbed her temples. “This is insane.”

Amber struggled to breathe as the imaginary lump in her throat grew. “What’s she talking about?”

“I made your mom a generous offer,” Mr. James said, still smiling. “Enough money to get the family a nice house, college fund, and more.”

“In return for what?”

“He wants one of us to be his fucking sex slave!” Jocelyn said and glared at Mr. James. “He wants either you or me to sign away our life for four fucking years, so he can have a damn baby!”

Mr. James did not flinch. “Your sister makes it sound worse than it is, but yes, I require an heir, but I’m having trouble conceiving. Therefore, I hire young women such as you and your sister to come to live at my estate. I’m not saying it’s a glamorous life, but few families get a chance like this.”

Amber did not know what to say. The low fertility rate was a plague on the country, and she had heard stories of similar deals made between poor families and the wealthy elite. The time since the Hunger Years had left the country divided in two; the wealthy, living behind huge walls and guarded gates, and most of the rest of society cramped together in massive ghettos. Few people managed to break out from their pitiful existence to live in the few middle-class towns still left, but the prospect of securing her beloved mother and sister such a chance was alluring.

“So … you’d get to … have sex with me?” Amber hugged herself and looked at the man with a concerned frown. “Whenever you wanted?”

“In essence, yes.” The man placed his hand on the stack of papers on the table. “You just sign these documents, and I’ll have the money wired to your mother right away.” The smile widened. “If you leave with me right now. I’m getting the impression that your sister isn’t as … open to the idea as you are.”

Amber looked at her mother, but she did not meet her daughter’s gaze. She stared at the floor, her face pale as snow.

“Don’t do it, Amber,” Jocelyn whispered. “We’ll find another way.”

“There is no other way, you know that.” Amber tried to calm the growing sense of dread that was taking hold of her body. “People living on the streets rarely last long, Joce. It’s only four years …” She got up from the sofa and walked slowly toward the dinner table that seemed to grow in front of her. “What does the contract say?”

Mr. James shrugged. “Basic stuff. You’ll have to do what I and my people say for four years, you won’t be able to leave, but I commit to keeping you safe and fed in the meantime.” He nodded toward the mother. “She read it and accepted the terms.”

Once again, Amber looked at her mother. A tear trickled down the worn face, and the narrow lips quivered, but she still did not look at the daughter about to sign away her freedom.

If she read it and accepted it, it can’t be too bad, Amber thought and signed the contract. It was the first time she had ever signed anything; her eighteenth birthday was only a month ago, after all.

“Excellent!” Mr. James jumped up from his chair and shook Amber’s hand. “I’m looking forward to … working with you.” He picked up his phone and fiddled with it for a minute. “There. You’re now the richest family in this entire ghetto.” He checked his watch. “I’ll wait outside. You have five minutes to say your goodbyes. Don’t bother packing anything; you won’t be needing it.”

There was an ominous tone in the man’s voice that made Amber shudder, and the smile had all but evaporated, leaving behind a sly, secretive grin.

The awkward goodbye still lingered in Amber’s mind as she closed the door to the apartment building behind her. Her mother’s warm embrace was undercut by her lack of eye contact, and Jocelyn had not been able to decide whether she should be angry or grateful towards Amber, resulting in a loving hug accompanied by an exasperated sigh. It’s the right thing to do, Amber thought and smiled to herself. She looked at the handsome businessman standing in front of an expensive black sedan. Amber had hoped to have her first time with Brad, but Mr. James was not a bad substitute. She could feel her chest flush just by looking at him, and part of her wondered if she was better off in his care than she was in the ghetto.

“There you are,” he said and put away his phone when Amber approached. “Put your hands behind your back.” The flickering light from the street lamp reflected in a pair of shiny handcuffs in his hand.

Amber took a step back. “What? You’re going to cuff me?”

“Of course, I am. You belong to me now, and I want to make sure that my investment doesn’t change its mind and runs away.” His face darkened as he stepped toward Amber. “Put your hands behind your back. Now. If you disobey me, I get to take your sister as well.”

“That wasn’t part of the deal!” Any optimistic thought Amber might have had about her future vanished.

“It was. You should’ve read the contract.” He made a circular motion with his finger. “Turn around.”

Amber felt nauseous as she obeyed. As the cold, sharp metal clicked shut around her wrists, she thought of her mother. She read the contract. She agreed to this. I agreed to this.

“Wonderful,” Mr. James said and tugged at the handcuff chain. “Such a nice piece of jewelry for a young girl.”

Amber tried to smile, but she could not hide the discomfort she was feeling. The handcuffs were tight and uncomfortable, and it only got worse when Mr. James pushed her into the backseat of the car. It was a luxurious vehicle, nicer than anything Amber had seen in her life, but the sound of the heavy door slamming shut and the driver speeding off marred the experience. Amber had signed her life away, and she had no idea what awaited her. She tried to calm herself by thinking of her mother and sister, the life they would now be able to live, but the mental image was accompanied by a bitter taste in her mouth.

“Am … am I the only …” Amber paused. What was she to him?

“Slave?”

The word pierced its way through Amber’s mind and nestled in her chest.

Mr. James smiled. “No. I have several playthings.” His face took on an unappealing, grim shine. “I’m not going to put all my money on one horse if you know what I mean.”

Amber nodded, but the man’s demeaning tone made her stomach hurt. He was no knight in shining armor who had come to take her away from the horrible ghetto to a better life. Amber was nothing to him but a tool. The handcuffs suddenly felt tighter. She looked out the window at the gray buildings, at the faces that stared at the expensive car driving past. Few people managed to make a better life for themselves, but at this moment, Amber envied the people that sped past outside.

They drove for hours. The dense and smelly city gave way to endless fields of dry dirt and withered trees. It was a horrifying sight, a stark contrast to the cozy interior of the car, where Mr. James sipped champagne while he browsed his phone. He had not spoken to Amber since they left the city, and though her mind was filled with questions, she feared him and his answers.

A few giant greenhouses zoomed past outside. It was the only way to grow food now, but the fresh produce was reserved for the upper class. Amber’s mother had told her about the taste of a fresh apple, and she had dreamed of eating one since she was a child. The synthetic, tasteless goop available in the ghetto had no other purpose than sustenance.

Wow …

Amber had never seen the sea before. The vast, dark waters filled the horizon as the car drove over a hill, but it was soon hidden behind a massive wall. The driver slowed down at a checkpoint guarded by armed men, but they opened the gate without question and let them in. Suddenly, the barren wastelands were replaced by green fields and blooming trees. Everything looked like the pictures in the history books, Amber had read in school, and she forgot her predicament and numb hands for a moment as she took it all in.

The car drove past another security gate and toward a huge, towering mansion. It was placed on the edge of a cliff overlooking the sea. Beautiful horses ran on the green field next to it, and the idyllic display soothed Amber’s mind.

They stopped in front of a large building that looked like a barn. Mr. James got out of the car and walked toward the mansion without saying a word to Amber. Instead, the door was opened by a tall man who pulled Amber outside with a firm grip on her arm.

“Welcome to the James Estate,” he said. “Your new home.” There was a distanced carelessness in the dark voice that made Amber shiver.

She winced as his fingers dug into her arm. “You’re hurting me.”

The man stopped and looked at her with piercing blue eyes. “Then you won’t like what’s coming, kid.” He grabbed her even harder and pushed her toward the door to the barn.

The inside was not what Amber had expected. It looked like a barn just like she had seen on television, but it was clean and quiet. They walked past several empty stalls before the man dragged her inside one of them. Amber could glimpse other girls through the steel bars, but her attention was drawn to the man in front of her.

“The Master has many needs,” the man said. He pushed Amber against the wall and leaned in over her. His musky cologne reached her nose. “What’s your experience level?”

“What?”

He sighed. “You good at blowjobs? Had a lot of sex?”

“No … not exactly …”

“What does that mean?”

Amber looked at the ground. “I’ve never done any … sexual stuff.”

“Nothing?” The man looked surprised at Amber and took a step back. “That won’t do. You’ve never touched a cock?”

Amber shook her head.

The man’s laughter filled the small stall. “A virgin? That'll be fun.” He unbuttoned his pants and revealed a huge cock. Amber had seen pictures and videos with her girlfriends, but none like this. She was both terrified and curious as the man held his cock in his hand. “Well, this is a cock, girl. Get on your knees and suck it, let us see what we’re working with here.”

Amber knelt in front of the man; she had no desire to put the massive member in her mouth, but this was what she signed up for, whether she had been aware of it or not. Knowing that Mr. James could take Jocelyn as well if Amber did not comply with her instructions, she closed her lips around the man’s flaccid cock. The skin was velvety and soft, and she felt the cock harden in her mouth as it started moving in and out. He grabbed her hair and directed her head; Amber struggled to keep balance with her hands cuffed behind her back.

How can any woman enjoy this? Amber thought as the man forced the large cock deeper and deeper down her throat. She gagged and coughed, but it only encouraged him.

“Use your tongue, slave.”

Amber groaned and started licking the underside of the man’s erect cock. The soft skin felt nice on her tongue, but it smelled like sweat, and she struggled to breathe whenever he rammed his cock in as far as it would go.

This is torture, Amber thought as the tears welled up in her eyes, but underneath the humiliation and terror, a flicker of arousal had awoken. A voice inside her mind told Amber that sucking the rude man’s cock was not as unpleasant as she tried to convince herself it was.

When he finally pulled out, Amber gasped for air.

“Hmm … not too bad,” the man said and scratched the stubble on his chin. “But you might need some tutoring. You have to seem like you’re enjoying it.”

Amber coughed. “I don’t.”

“So what? You signed a contract. This is not a recreational retreat.” He walked over to the open stall door. “Emily? Are you in here somewhere?”

“Coming!” a bright voice sounded in the distance.

The man looked at Amber with a smile. “Emily will show you how it’s done.”

Amber heard an odd sound approaching, the sound of metal against metal.

Are those … chains?

Her unspoken question was answered a moment later when a tall blonde appeared in the doorway. The long, straight hair framed the beautiful face, and her massive breasts were barely held in place by the black bra. Amber stared at the woman in disbelief; not only was she visibly pregnant, but she wore heavy steel restraints on her wrists and ankles, as well as a wide steel collar around her neck.

“You called, Master Rick?” The woman smiled at the man before turning her head toward Amber. “Oh, a new arrival?”

Rick nodded. “She’s … inexperienced.” He pointed at his cock, still erect and glistening with drool in the fluorescent lights. “Show her how the Master likes his blowjobs.”

“It’ll be my pleasure.”

Emily kept eye contact with Amber as she knelt and took the erect cock in her mouth. Pleased moans soon escaped the experienced slave, and she attacked the cock with enthusiasm and lust. Saliva dripped from her red lips as she took all of Rick in her mouth, and the chains connecting her wrists clattered as she sensually massaged the shaft and balls. Amber stared at the display; Emily seemed to enjoy herself, but Amber could not tell if it was all an act, and she was still horrified at the sight of the heavy restraints. It seemed wrong, degrading, and humiliating.

Rick looked at Amber. “Come kneel beside her. I want to come on you, new girl.” He reached out and grabbed her hair, forcing her to her knees.

Amber struggled, but he was too strong. “No! I don’t want …” A hard slap landed on her cheek, and she stared up at the strong man with a mix of terror and disbelief on her young face.

“Shut up!” Rick snarled. “You have no say in this.”

Amber started crying, and she still cried when Rick pulled his cock from Emily’s mouth and pointed it at Amber’s face. Warm cum sprayed onto her face and landed in her hair, on her cheeks, and in her mouth. It was a new experience for her, one she did not care for, and the handcuffs prevented her from wiping it away as it trickled down her face.

Rick chuckled. “So innocent. We’ll get that beaten out of you soon enough.” He looked at Emily. “Go back to your chores. I’ve got to go collar this little cunt.”

Collar? Amber froze. She hated having stuff around her neck; she never even wore a necklace. Her panicked flight instinct set in, and she sprang to her knees. “Please, no! Let me go, I don’t want to be collared.”

“You’re only making it worse, girl,” Emily whispered and got to her feet, but Amber was not listening.

She tried reaching the door, but Rick grabbed hold of her hair and pulled her back.

“I better teach you how things work around here,” he said with a grin. “Can’t have rebellious slaves in the Master’s quarters. I’m going to collar you, then punish you. Hard.”

Fear gripped Amber’s body as she was dragged from the cell into a nearby room filled with instruments of torture and rows of restraints hanging from the walls. Rick picked a collar from a shelf; it was wide and shiny, with a chain welded to the front.

“Please …” Amber had calmed down, her voice barely a pleading whisper.

He did not listen, and Amber shuddered as the cold steel touched her neck. It was a perfect fit, barely any space was left between the metal and her skin, but it still felt like she was suffocating as Rick locked the mechanism and let the heavy collar weigh on Amber’s neck. There was a sense of finality to the small ceremony, and oddly, the feel of the steel on her neck calmed Amber.

“You’re now the property of Master James,” Rick said and tugged at the collar chain to underline his point. “The sooner you come to terms with that, the easier your stay will be. Do you understand?”

Amber nodded reluctantly. She had never been a strong-willed person, and it seemed easier to go along with what they had in store for her.

“You still need to be punished for your disobedience.” Rick smiled. “And I’ll enjoy administering it.”

Before she knew it, Amber was cuffed with her hands above her head. The steel dug into her slender wrists, and she did not dare protest as Rick used a knife to cut her clothes from her body. This isn’t happening, she thought, but the handsome, rugged man scared her, and she feared that she would get in even more trouble if she tried to resist. The cold blade of the knife made her body shiver whenever it touched her skin.

“The Master and those of us that work for him are free to administer any punishment we find necessary.” Rick took a thin wooden cane from the wall and waved it through the air a few times. “I reckon ten strikes of the cane will be a light introduction to the way of things.”

Amber clenched her jaw and closed her eyes. She hated pain.

“Stick your butt out, slave.”

She obeyed, and a moment later, the cane kissed her buttocks with a loud crack.

Amber screamed. She screamed every time the cane drew a line across her shapely posterior, and the burning sensation lingered long after Rick had raised the instrument for another strike. Her mom had spanked her before, but this was far more intense.

As the last strike fell, the ghetto and relative comfort of her home seemed to belong in another life for Amber. It felt like her identity was being stripped from her with every strike of the cane, and she spoke no words as Rick took her down and escorted her down the wide corridors of the huge barn.

“It’s customary to spend the first night in isolation,” he said as he locked Amber’s collar to an anchor point of the wall. The cell was tiny, and unlike the stall, she had seen earlier, there were no steel bars to let in the light. She was surrounded by cold concrete, and the darkness swallowed her the moment Rick slammed the steel door shut and left her to her thoughts.

Fuck you, Mom … Amber thought as she laid herself down on the thin mat on the floor. She tried to adjust the collar and the handcuffs still on her wrists, but her mind could not ignore the feel of the cold steel against her skin. Even so, she eventually managed to fall asleep.

The next day, Amber was given a simple meal before being dragged from her cell toward an office at the other end of the barn. Along the way, she caught glimpses of other girls slumped in their stalls, all collared to the wall. Most of them were shackled or cuffed, and some wore underwear while others were naked.

Several of these girls are pregnant, Amber thought. Why does Mr. James still need others to bear him an heir? The question lingered in her mind as Rick pulled her into the small room that looked like a doctor’s office. An examination chair like the one Amber had seen at her gynecologist stood next to a desk with a computer. The room was pleasant, with a nice view of the fields, but Amber immediately noticed the straps on the chair. Rick unlocked her handcuffs and gestured for her to sit in the chair. He used thick leather straps to lash her arms and wrists to the armrests, and her legs were strapped in as well, leaving her wide and exposed.

“What … what’s going to happen?” Amber dared to ask.

“Doctor’s appointment. She’ll be with you in a moment.”

Rick left her restrained in the unpleasant chair and closed the door behind him. Amber found the leather straps to be downright comfortable compared to the handcuffs she had spent the night in, but she felt vulnerable with her legs spread open like this.

The door opened soon after, and Amber was surprised to see a smiling woman in her late forties enter. She wore a white doctor’s coat over a simple, knee-long black dress, and her auburn hair with gray streaks was tied in a tight ponytail.

“This must be Amber, correct?” The woman looked at a tablet in her hand. “Slave number 141, arrived yesterday. Scheduled for attempted insemination tomorrow, I see.” She chuckled. “Mr. James doesn’t waste any time.”

Amber did not know how to react. The woman spoke in a calm, emphatic voice, but Amber did not feel like she was being treated as a person.

“I’m Vivian, the physician hired to oversee the health of the slaves at the estate.” She reached out a hand before slapping herself on the forehead with it. “Silly me. Hard to shake my hand when you’re tied to a chair, huh?” She walked up to Amber and started inspecting her body. The soft hands moved across the torso and felt up the breasts. “Nice size. They’ll start growing a lot within a few weeks.”

“What? Why?”

Vivian grabbed a syringe from a nearby table. “Hormones. They are meant to raise the chance of a successful insemination, but the side effect is that it causes your breasts to swell and start to produce milk as if you were already pregnant.”

“I didn’t sign up for … AUCH!”

Amber did not have time to finish her protest before Vivian jammed the needle into Amber’s arm.

“There we go.”

“I don’t like this,” Amber said.

Vivian looked at her. The green eyes displayed no emotion. “You signed up for this of your own free will, girl. Didn’t you read the contract?”

Amber blushed and shook her head. “No … my … my mom did.”

Vivian shrugged. “That’s tough. But the signature is still binding. You’re going to be fucked by Mr. James whenever he pleases until you’re with child.”

“But I’ve seen other pregnant girls? Why does he need me?”

“You don’t know?” A burst of chilling laughter escaped the doctor’s slender body. “Then I’m not going to be the one to tell you.” She pulled a chair up between Amber’s legs, put on a pair of rubber gloves, and lubed her fingers before sliding them inside Amber.

“Hmm … you’re tight. Virgin?”

Amber bit her lip and nodded. She was not used to the sensation of having something inside her, and she was not sure how she felt about it now.

“The first few weeks will be rough, then. But I’m sure you’ll enjoy … some of it. Have you ever had an orgasm before?”

Amber shook her head.

“You better start having some. It’s one of the only ways you slaves have of relieving stress in here. And if you’re stressed, you’re less likely to conceive.”

Amber could not help but chuckle. “Maybe if they didn’t leave us chained in cold cells, we wouldn’t be as stressed.”

Vivian’s eyes narrowed. “Don’t get cocky. A bratty disposition will get you punished, and I’m not above giving you a good lashing myself.”

Amber winced. “Sorry.”

“Still, I’ll throw you a bone. Sit back and relax.”

The fingers inside Amber stopped their clinical exploration and started moving slower, gentler. The apprehension vanished in an instant, and Amber’s eyes widened as the discomfort turned to arousal.

That … that’s nice.

She could do nothing to escape Vivian’s touch, nor did she want to. The fingers rubbing against the walls of her pussy, massaging it from the inside, felt amazing, and her body started twitching, causing the chain connected to her collar to rattle slightly. The straps holding her felt tighter, but it only added to the intensity of the situation.

“I … I like that.”

The doctor smiled. “I know.”

Amber closed her eyes and leaned back in the chair, embracing the unfamiliar sensation. A pleasant wave of arousal washed over her, pulsating throughout her entire body with ever-growing intensity. Her nails dug into the padded armrests as all the energy seemed to coalesce around her pussy. She instinctively knew that she was close, but she was not prepared for the orgasm that followed.

“FUCK!” she screamed, overwhelmed and surprised by the sudden, violent burst of pleasure. The leather straps creaked as she pulled against them. Vivian looked up at her with a knowing smile and rested her hand on Amber’s clit and pussy for a bit.

“That’s an orgasm,” the doctor said nonchalantly. “You’ll have plenty of time to practice.” Vivian patted Amber on the pussy in a demeaning manner before checking her expensive watch. “That’s all for today. The guard will come to get you in a bit.”

Amber was still buzzing all over when Rick dragged her back to the stables and placed her in a small cell with another woman. The cell was not much bigger than the one Amber had spent the night in, but at least the steel bars let in a lot of natural light. Amber’s collar chain was locked to an anchor point in the wall and her handcuffs were removed. Despite being chained to the wall, she welcomed the freedom of movement. She had not had her hands free since the ghetto.

“First day?” the other woman asked with a tired smile after Rick had slammed the steel-barred door shut and locked it.

Amber nodded and tried to force a smile, but there was not much to be happy about.

“I’m Holly,” the girl said and reached out her hand. The other rested on her pregnant belly.

“Amber.” She took Holly’s hand and shook it. “Is that … is that Mr. James’?” Amber nodded at Holly’s belly.

The girl’s beautiful face darkened for a moment. “No. He … he lost patience with me after a while." Holly leaned back against the concrete wall and sighed.

Amber had to ask, but she was not sure that she wanted to hear the answer. “If … if Mr. James has yet to father an heir, why … why are so many of you pregnant?”

“Seriously?” Holly blinked a few times and stared at Amber with a concerned frown. “You signed the contract without reading it?”

Amber groaned. “I’m getting tired of people asking me that.”

“If you’re not pregnant with Mr. James’ child within a year of arriving, he … passes you on. To the guards. Or his guests. Or anyone else who wants a turn.”

Amber felt her mouth go dry. She pulled her knees up against her chest and hugged them. “Why?”

Holly patted her belly. “Might as well make some money. With the current fertility problem, lots of people are willing to pay huge sums to adopt healthy babies.”

“He’s breeding us?”

“In a manner of speaking, yes.” Holly tried to sound carefree and relaxed, but dark memories flashed through her green eyes as she spoke. She nervously fiddled with the chain to her collar. “Mr. James is rough, but his men are worse.”

Amber was ready to throw up. “But you’re pregnant now … so …”

“You want to know if they leave me alone?” Holly smirked. “No. They still fuck me often. The whippings and canings are less regular, though, so I guess that’s nice.” She looked at Amber with a frown. “I know it’s a lot to take in. Are you thirsty?”

“What?”

Holly smiled. “My breasts are tense. Too much milk. I think it’ll be a while before one of the staff comes to milk me, so do you want something to drink?” She gestured at her huge breasts. “It tastes nice.”

“You want me to drink from you?” Amber had no idea how to react.

Holly nodded. “It’ll help you relax. And make me a little more comfortable.”

Amber stared at the engorged breasts for a bit, pondering how her life had come to this point. Sweat glistened on Holly’s perfect skin, and Amber found herself drawn to the breasts; a few drops of milk was already running, showing her how much discomfort Holly was likely feeling. The weight of Holly’s words refused to settle as truth in Amber’s mind, and as she leaned in and closed her lips around Holly’s soft nipple, she blocked any future worries from her mind with a resigned sigh. It felt nice. Intimate. Amber soon felt the sweet, nurturing drops from Holly fill her mouth, and she swallowed them with delight. The chain to her collar rattled as she took more of Holly’s breast in her mouth and started using her hands to squeeze them, eliciting muted moans from Holly.

“Don’t hold back,” Holly quipped and started combing her hands through Amber’s thick, blonde hair. It was the first speck of affection that Amber had experienced since she had gotten into Mr. James’ car, and she soaked it up like a sponge. “It feels nice.”

Amber agreed, and soon, the unfortunate souls joined together in a humble choir of pleased moans and sighs. She had no idea if it was forbidden, if she was about to get in trouble, but for a moment, there was nothing but pleasantness and joy.

Days seemed to flow into each other as the weeks passed. Most of the time, Amber was chained in the cell with Holly, only interrupted by feedings and the occasional milking. Amber stared in disbelief as Rick or one of the other guards attached the milking machine to Holly’s breasts as if it was a normal thing, and when her own breasts started lactating, she tried to hide it out of fear for the machine. Her breasts had grown considerably, and when the first drops started trickling from her nipples, she knew that the hormones had taken hold and that her first insemination attempt likely was not far away.

Amber was cowering in the corner of the small cell, trying to squeeze enough milk from her strained breasts without being discovered, when a guard pushed Holly into the cell. They had come to get her a few hours earlier, and she looked tired and disheveled as the guard uncuffed her and locked her collar to the wall.

“You gotta let them milk you eventually,” Holly said and leaned her head against the wall with a sigh.

Amber groaned. “Why do they care?” Her hands were sticky from the milk, and her breasts still hurt.

“Mr. James drinks the milk they gather from us. Says it helps his fertility.”

“Hasn’t helped him thus far.”

Holly smiled. “True.”

“Where’d they take you?” Amber rubbed her arm, nervous to hear the answer.

Holly smirked. “Just another gangbang.”

“They raped you?”

Holly shrugged and smiled. “Did they? I signed the contract, Amber. It was all in there.” She brushed a loose strand of the brown hair from her face. “The way I see it, I consented to this.”

“That’s … horrible?”

Holly laughed. “I’ve fucked a lot of guys before I came here, I’m no stranger to a dirty menage. I kinda like it. Maybe you’ll learn to like it too.” She winced as she massaged her sore crotch. “We consented to this, Amber, whether you were aware of it at the time or not.”

She knew that Holly was right, but Amber still directed all her quiet anger at her mother. Right now, her sister and mother had likely moved out of the ghetto and were living the good life, while Amber was collared in a cold cell, waiting to be fucked by Mr. James.

Amber could not keep hiding her milk-filled breasts. Doctor Vivian visited the cell the next day to check up on her, and half an hour later, Amber was hooked up to the milking machine for the first time. It was a relief to be milked, but it was humiliating to be drained by the loud machine as if she was a cow.

“I’ll let Mr. James know that his newest arrival is ready for insemination,” Vivian had said with a smile before patting Amber on the shoulder and leaving the cell. “I’ll keep a close eye on you and notify him when you near your next ovulation.”

The time had come. Amber knew what was going to happen when Rick came to get her and cuffed her hands before dragging her by the collar chain to a tiled room where she was washed and scrubbed. It felt good to get the grime washed off, and as she was placed in front of a mirror with a selection of expensive makeup, she started feeling like a person again for the first time in weeks. The tired, frightened girl in the mirror soon turned into a sensual goddess, and though she feared her first time with Mr. James, she figured it would be done fast; she had heard her mother and sister complain about men finishing quickly for years.

“Time to add some jewelry,” Rick said when Amber was done doing her hair and makeup.

Amber shuddered as the heavy, wide steel shackles were closed around her wrists and ankles. They matched her collar, and though the long chains connecting them gave her more room to move than the handcuffs she had gotten used to, the weight was extreme.

“They’re heavy,” she said and pouted.

“You’ll get used to them.” Rick grabbed the chain to Amber’s collar and yanked it, forcing her to follow him.

They left the barn and entered the large, opulent mansion overlooking the sea. Marble floors shimmered in the sunlight that beamed in through the huge windows, and Amber could feel a knot in her stomach as she was overwhelmed by the wealth and decadence on display. She could not help but think about the poor people in the slums, stacked in cramped apartments, and she wondered how many people could live a better life with the money being wasted here. Her mind, however, was soon drawn back to her predicament as they neared a large door.

“Good luck,” Rick said in a deadpan voice and knocked on the door before opening it.

Amber had expected a luxurious bedroom, and she was not disappointed, but she had not expected a host of torturous tools and devices hanging from the walls. Whips, floggers, and canes hung side by side with chains and gags, and the floor was littered with pillories and stocks.

Maybe this won’t be over as fast as I had hoped, Amber thought as Rick pushed her inside and locked the door behind her.

“Welcome,” a voice sounded, but it did not belong to Mr. James. Emily, the girl that had educated Amber in the art of the blowjob on her first day, stood in the middle of the room. She was naked, her pregnant belly on full display, and unlike the first time they had met, Emily was not shackled. She still wore her collar, though.

“Wh… What are you doing here?” Amber asked, confused and surprised to see someone other than Mr. James.

“Mr. James knows that the first time can be … stressful.” She walked toward Amber with a smile. “I’m here to keep you company.” She took Amber’s hand and squeezed it. A pleasant warmth spread throughout Amber’s body, and she welcomed Emily’s presence. “First, I’m going get you ready for the whipping.”

“The what?” Amber let go of Emily’s hand and wondered how the girl could mention such punishments while maintaining a smile.

“It turns him on. Don’t worry, you’ll get used to it.”

Amber sighed. “People keep saying that.”

Emily attached Amber’s shackles to a chain hanging from the ceiling and pressed a button on the wall. A winch in the ceiling started whirring, and soon, Amber was standing on her toes. The steel dug into her wrists, and her arms soon started hurting.

“You look amazing,” Emily said and let her soft finger run across Amber’s breasts. A tinge of pleasure shot through Amber’s body, and her body quivered, causing her chains to rattle. “I think I’ll have a taste of what is on offer.”

Amber’s eyes widened as Emily closed her lips around Amber’s nipple. The milk soon started flowing, and Amber found herself enjoying it. The machine was too cold, too mechanical, but this was tender and pleasant.

“That feels good,” she whispered and closed her eyes, forgetting for a moment that she was chained.

“That’s enough, Emily,” a dark voice sounded from the doorway.

Emily let go of Amber’s breasts and got on her knees, placing her hands behind her head. “Yes, Master James.”

Mr. James strode into the room, naked and confident. Amber’s eyes were drawn to his giant cock; it hung between her legs like a menacing presence, and she dreaded having it inside her. Emily did not feel the same way. When Mr. James stood before her, she took it in her mouth without saying a word.

“I see that the hormones have taken hold,” Mr. James said and wiped a drop of milk from Amber’s breast. He put the finger in his mouth and nodded approvingly. “Sweet and nourishing. Very good.”

“Thank you.” Amber wondered why she responded this way; she was shackled and uncomfortable, being talked to by a man whose cock was in the mouth of his slave, yet she felt that she needed to respond to the compliment.

“I chose Emily to be here because she has turned out to be a very obedient and enthusiastic slave,” Mr. James said and patted Emily’s platinum-blonde hair. “I think she enjoys all this.”

Emily let out a pleased moan in response.

“Too bad she could not get pregnant by me.” Mr. James’ face darkened, and a crease on his upper lip showed that the disappointment ran deep. Emily looked up at him with pain in her eyes, but she did not stop sucking his cock. Mr. James regained control of his square-jawed face and looked back at Amber. “Let us hope that you have better luck.”

Amber was torn. She did not want to be subject to the whim of horny guards, yet she feared that carrying Mr. James’ child was not necessarily a better life. Mr. James extracted his cock from Emily’s mouth and grabbed a nine-tailed whip from the wall before disappearing behind Amber. Emily got up and stood in front of Amber, licking the saliva from her lips.

“Drink from her, Emily,” Mr. James ordered.

Just as Emily’s lips once again touched Amber’s sensitive skin, the first lash of the whip landed on her upper back. Pleasure and pain exploded in her body, and a surprised scream escaped her. Amber wanted to hate it, but something stirred inside her. She could feel herself getting wet as the helplessness and restrictive position caused a wildfire inside her, fanned by Emily’s tender tongue on her nipples.

Another strike. The pain was sharp but did not linger, but the strikes kept getting harder and harder. Amber started screaming, both from pain, but also to allow some of the building lust to be released. Her body shook, but it became increasingly hard to mask her excitement. There was an addictive rhythm to the sound of leather against her skin.

The whipping stopped. She could feel him approaching, feel the heat from his body. Something hard rubbed against her buttocks; his rock-hard erection.

“You took that well,” he whispered in her ear. His warm breath seemed to be absorbed by her skin and turned into pure lust. “Emily, get her down from there, then lock her in the pillory.”

The what? Amber was relieved when Emily lowered her restraints, but as the smiling girl dragged Amber to the cruel-looking wooden device, the fear returned. The wooden beams creaked as Emily opened them before unlocking the chain from Amber’s wrist shackles and placing her in the pillory. Amber was convinced that the pillory was not made for people already wearing wide collars and shackles; the wooden frame barely fit between her collar and head, and as Emily locked the device, Amber was completely trapped.

“Nice and vulnerable,” Mr. James said behind her. His voice was not without kindness, but Amber knew that he had done this a dozen, maybe hundreds of times before. She felt a soft hand on her exposed buttock. It traveled across the elegant curves and up her back, lingering at some of the marks left by the whip. “Beautiful. Maybe you’ll be the slave to finally give me what I desire.”

Amber did not speak. She resented the man behind her, but his presence was overwhelming. Her body shivered from his touch, and a reluctant moan escaped her as Mr. James gently caressed her hair.

He stood before her. Towering above his helpless slave, staring down at Amber with the smile of a man in total control. He had an aura of power and confidence that was intense. The immaculately trimmed beard and short, dark hair had streaks of gray, but the chest was broad, and the eyes were intelligent and observant.

“Now, tell me …” He knelt in front of Amber and looked at her with a cold stare. “… have you ever been fucked?”

“N… No, Sir,” Amber said, barely able to get the words out. Her chin scraped against the polished wood of the pillory, and she struggled to breathe.

He laughed. “A virgin?” He clapped his hands and stood up. “We’ll have to change that. But first, I need another taste.” He took a glass from the table nearby and started milking Amber who felt like a cow as Mr. James’ hands squeezed her hanging udders. He emptied the glass. “Refreshing.” Mr. James disappeared behind Amber, and her heart started beating faster. Her vagina was exposed, helpless against anything he could think to do.

Seconds felt like hours. Nothing happened.

Is he just watching me? The thought enticed her, and Amber could not resist sensually waving her shapely posterior. She was scared, but part of her wanted him inside her; her lust had trumped her fear.

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 his caring touch.

Every strike inched closer to Amber’s genitals, adding to her arousal. Mr. James was not hitting her with his full strength; the pain was intense but pleasurable, and Amber found herself enjoying every hit. It was not what she had imagined. She had expected a sadistic tsunami of pain, not pleasure like this.

What is he playing at? Is this how he made Emily an obedient slave?

A hit graced Amber’s labia, but her screaming turned to moans as his fingers graced the outside of her pussy.

Then nothing.

She opened and closed her wrists in frustration and tried to move, but it only served to choke her and increase the arousal that was already reaching critical levels.

Please, let him…

Silky smooth, delicate skin touched her pussy, teasing it, disappearing only to reappear seconds later.

“Do you want my cock, slave?” Mr. James asked. Amber could hear the smile in his voice; he enjoyed her visibly aroused body writhing, searching for his penis.

“Yes, Master!” Amber said. She was not acting, her body did not care who was standing behind her, only that she wanted him.

There was no menace, no violence as he entered her. It was a grand entrance. He allowed every nerve ending in Amber’s pussy to feel him as he filled her. It hurt; he was big, she was tight, but despite the discomfort, lust tore through her body and helped numb the pain.

How long is this magnificent thing?

Weeks in a cell had been torturous, but this was a different kind of anguish; no whipping could have tormented her like Mr. James’ meticulous, slow penetration did. She convulsed and spasmed, walking the edge forever, unable to find release.

Part of her knew that it was all a game. That he wanted to control her with lust, but the primal part of her brain could not see beyond her desire for more.

He fucked her. Harder and harder. The pillory creaked and complained under the strain, and it hurt every time Amber’s shoulders crashed against the wood, but there was still pleasure to be had in the chaotic act.

Mr. James spoke, but she could not hear the words of the noise of the pillory and her own lustful screams. Soon after, she felt Emily’s soft hands on her breasts, caressing them. It drove her crazy, and she soon fell into an orgasmic abyss. It was deeper and more intense than the orgasm she had experienced at Vivian’s hands.

When the orgasm subsided, Amber became acutely aware of how uncomfortable she was. Her body ached, her back hurt from being forced to bend over for a long time, and Mr. James’ cock inside her no longer brought her joy and desire.

Please, let him finish soon, she thought.

A few moments later, he grabbed her hips tighter, pushing his cock deep inside her until she could feel his balls against her clit. She soon felt his powerful ejaculation shooting inside her. It was an odd, unfamiliar sensation, and the implications were not lost on her. This could be it. This could be what made her pregnant at the ripe age of 18. Restrained and tormented, a helpless, innocent slave, sold by her mother to carry the child of a cruel man.

He stayed inside her until he was certain there was nothing left. He pulled out of Amber with a groan and told Emily to stop touching Amber and get him a tissue.

“A nice, tight pussy,” Mr. James said, still catching his breath. “Emily, wait half an hour before releasing her; I know it likely doesn’t do much, but I want my seed to stay inside her for a while.”

“Yes, Master James.”

Mr. James sighed. “Until next time, slave Amber.”

Amber heard the door close a moment later. “Is he gone?” she asked. Her pussy was sore from being fucked, and she wanted nothing more than to be let out of the pillory and returned to her cell.

“He’s gone.” Emily patted Amber on the butt. “You did well for your first time. It’ll probably feel a bit worse tomorrow when you’re still sore, but it’ll get better with time.”

“Tomorrow?”

“Yes. He’ll probably fuck you twice a day when you’re ovulating. He usually does it for a full week to maximize his chances.”

Amber was not sure how she felt. Being chained, whipped, and fucked had turned out to be more pleasurable than she had expected, but this was not about pleasure. She was being bred. She was a vessel for Mr. James’ potential progeny. If he did not succeed, one of his guards would likely finish the job.

Four years of being fucked, Amber thought as she felt a tiny bit of cum trickle down from her pussy to her asshole. A subtle smile appeared in the corner of her mouth. I guess it could be worse.
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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 formed on her lips.
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She had been with her husband long enough to recognize the signals. Brian was not a subtle man. He had hugged her several times since they both came home from work, he avoided eye contact, and his hand grazed her butt every time he walked past her. He had either done something horrible, but was too afraid to say it, or he was trying to initiate sex in his own, awkward manner.

Possibly both, Maya thought as he gently pushed her platinum blonde hair aside to kiss her neck. She had had a rough day; despite the low fertility rates, school funding had been slashed for years on end, and teaching eighth grade in the ghetto was an exercise in frustration and heartbreak. Maya wanted nothing more than to finish grading her papers and collapse on the couch, but Brian had other ideas.

“You smell nice, babe,” he whispered.

She smiled. “Thanks.” She welcomed the affection, and she had to admit that his soft touch was nice. “I had a rough day.”

Brian ignored the implication and moved his hand clumsily down between her legs. “I can help take your mind off it.”

Maya sighed. “Fine.”

He pulled her into the bedroom, and the two undressed quickly.

Brian stared at her with a goofy smile. “Damn … that body. It gets me every time."

Maya glanced at the full-length mirror on the wall. She took care of herself, unlike Brian, and the toned, tanned body with sensual curves was a source of pride to her. He looked a little pudgy and flushed in comparison, but he had a kind heart, even if it was packed inside a sloppy, unambitious package.

“Why don’t we try something new tonight?” he said and grabbed one of his ties off the floor where most of his clothes lay.

“Tonight? Really?” Maya crossed her arms and nodded at the tie. “You want to tie me up?”

He nodded. “Come on, babe. It’ll be fun.”

I guess it means I can just lie there, she thought and put her hands together in front of her with a forced smile. She had fantasized about bondage for years, but barely a flicker of desire ignited within her as she watched Brian clumsily tie her hands together before helping her onto the bed. He used another tie to fix her to the bed frame.

“You look so good,” he said as he spread her legs and started licking her inner thigh, but within moments, his slubbering tongue was on her pussy.

He certainly tries. In his own way. Maya flinched and frowned as Brian attacked her genitals, and she considered faking a few moans to encourage him, but she was too tired. She moved her focus onto her tied hands, tried to struggle against them to embrace the feeling of helplessness that often snuck into her fantasies, but to her disappointment, she quickly discovered that she could slide her hands out without much effort. Of course. She let out a huge sigh that Brian interpreted as a signal to move on, and he soon laid on top of her, directing his erect cock inside her. The ample saliva helped it along, and though it was not unpleasant, Maya struggled to absorb any form of satisfaction from the whole experience.

Another disappointment. Story of my life. The bed creaked as he thrust into her, and his groans mixed with the sound of cars from the streets below. Maya was not unhappy, not truly; they had a decent apartment at the edge of the ghetto, and they scraped by alright, but there was no sign that anything would ever change. Her life felt gray and uninteresting, an endless slog that would not end until she died a gray death of old age, likely on a gray day. She was only twenty-five, yet it felt like her life was already over.

As was the sex.

“Hnnnnngh …”

She felt his warm cum inside her as he collapsed on top of her, spent and finished. He sounded out of breath, though she had no idea why. Though she knew that Brian, like many of his generation, was practically sterile, there was always a tinge of both hope and fear accompanying the feeling of his pitiful seed inside her. A kid would certainly liven up her day, but there was no real future to be had in the ghetto.

“That was fun,” he said with a smile and wiped a hair from her face. He kissed her. “Want me to untie you?”

Maya decided not to emasculate him and nodded. “Yes. I don’t want to be here all night.”

He removed the bonds and pulled the covers over the two. He hugged her and rested his bearded face on her chest.

Still affectionate. He did something bad. A knot formed in Maya’s stomach. “What’d you do, Brian?”

“What?”

“I asked you a question.” Maya clenched her jaw.

He chuckled nervously. “You know me too well. I … I sort of made a … a bad deal.”

“For the company?”

“For us.”

Maya pulled away from Brian and looked at him with a frown. “How bad?”

“First of all, it was a sure thing, babe.” His face reddened, and he suddenly looked like a teenager trying to tell his dad that he broke the car. “It would’ve taken us away from here, to one of the nice suburbs, but …”

Maya’s eyes shot lightning. “You threw away the few savings we had?”

“Well, no …” Brian scratched his neck. “Yes. And … more.”

“More?”

“We … we might have to find a cheaper place.”

“Brian!” Maya got up from the bed and started pacing back and forth next to the bed. The streetlights snuck in through the window and illuminated her gorgeous body, but her enticing reflection was the last thing on her mind. “How could you?”

He got up and walked toward her, but she stepped back. “There’s a solution, babe! There’s a way out … I heard of this rich guy from one of the compounds outside the city, like … really rich. Mr. James, I think he was called. He pays women to … you know … the fertility rates, he wants an heir, something about …”

Maya paused and stared at the miserable man in front of her. The flabby body, the flaccid cock dangling between his legs, the frantic curls dancing on his head. She felt nothing but disgust and anger. “You want to sell me to be bred by some rich fucker?”

“It’s not permanent! It’s a four-year contract, it can solve all our problems!”

Brian shrunk as the furious Maya pointed an accusing finger at him. “No! It’ll solve your problems! I’m done.”

“What do you mean?”

“Goodbye, Brian.” Maya sighed and started crying. She put on a T-shirt and shorts and stormed toward the front door. “I’ll be at my sister’s. Get my stuff packed up. I’ll come to get it tomorrow.”

Maya sat at the table in her sister’s tiny apartment and stared at the computer screen. At first, she had felt oddly liberated by leaving Brian, but as the weeks passed, her troubles increased in scope. As it turned out, the documents Maya had signed a few months earlier thinking it was part of their move to a new insurance company had been a document making her partly liable for Brian’s misadventures. Her meager teacher’s salary was nowhere near enough to get her out of trouble; she had cried, yelled, and screamed, both at her sister and Brian, but it did not solve her problem.

She had nowhere to live.

She had no money.

She either had to find a huge source of income, or they would take her away to one of the cruel debt camps in the unlivable zone, where she would likely work herself to death before she ever repaid what she owed.

“I’m sorry, Maya.” She felt a warm hand on her shoulder. Her sister sat down next to her and sighed. “Do you want me to go over and castrate that fucker for what he did to you?”

Maya smiled. “You’re not that type of person, sis.”

“I could be.” Her sister rested her head on Maya’s shoulder. “What are you going to do? I won’t let you go to a debt camp.”

“You’re barely scraping by yourself.” Maya nodded at the computer screen. “There’s another option.”

“Who the fuck is this ‘Mr. James’?”

Maya could feel her heart pounding in her chest as she stepped into the luxurious office lobby. She had never had any reason to be in this part of the city; she rarely traveled outside of the ghetto, and she rarely had reason to. The space was grand and imposing with high ceilings and marble floors, and every person that walked past her made her feel clumsy and misplaced. The walls were adorned with contemporary artwork and the reception desk was manned by an impeccably dressed receptionist. As Maya approached the desk, she looked down at her simple, red dress. Her outfit, although professional, suddenly seemed inadequate in comparison to the opulent surroundings. The receptionist, however, greeted her warmly and asked for her name.

“Maya Hanson,” she said, her voice trembling slightly.

“Welcome, Maya,” the receptionist said. She typed Maya’s name into the computer. The smile dimmed. “Ah, there you are. Here to sign some papers. Follow me, please.”

Her sister’s warnings and protests echoed in Maya’s head as she followed the elegant receptionist. She felt like everyone was staring at her as if they knew why she was there.

“You … you know why I’m here?” Maya asked as the elevator doors closed.

“Of course. You’re not the first one to come in here with that terrified look in your eyes.”

Maya sighed. “I hope I’m doing the right thing.”

“The right thing?” The woman looked at her over the edge of her black-rimmed glasses. She was a beautiful woman, but there was deep sorrow in her eyes. “I’m convinced you’re here because you have no other option.”

Maya forced a smile. “It’s only four years, right?”

“Indeed.” The woman tried patting Maya reassuringly on the shoulder, but it came off awkward. “If you do well, Mr. James might offer you a job as a receptionist when your contract expires.”

Before Maya had a chance to ask what the woman was referring to, the elevator doors opened.

“First office on your left. Good luck.”

***

It had been a few weeks since she had signed the next four years of her life away in a corner office overlooking the most expensive part of the city. A smiling man had put her contract inside a leather portfolio, and within minutes, she had found herself handcuffed in the back of a black SUV. It had been a cruel awakening, a brutal introduction into her new life, but to Maya’s surprise, being injected with hormones and left in a cold cell had brought with it an odd sense of calm. After all, it had been her own choice. She had taken control of her life, even if she was now a slave. Four years as Mr. James’ plaything was better than the debt camps, and when it was all over, she would have plenty of money left over after paying her debt to move away and start a new, better life.

At least Brian isn’t here, Maya thought to herself and smiled as her hands absentmindedly massaged her sore breasts. The hormones had taken hold, and the strain she felt as the milk pressed on to get out was uncomfortable. She had tried milking herself, but it did not come naturally to her. The few drops that managed to get out were quickly absorbed by the layer of dirt on the stone floor. A thin mattress and the toilet bucket were all she had, but the food was surprisingly decent and plentiful. Maya did not mind her own company, but she ached to get out and stretch her legs.

She sat for hours, staring into thin air. She knew there were other women there, she could hear their voices in the distance, hear their hobbled steps as they walked past her cell, accompanied by the sound of rattling chains. Maya wondered if Brian had managed to borrow money to escape his commitments, or if he was already on his way to one of the dreaded camps. The thought brought a smile to her face, a sliver of solace in her new, bleak existence.

Maya was torn from a hazy daydream by the sound of the thick steel door unlocking. She sat up against the wall and rubbed her eyes.

“Maya?”

She looked up at Vivian, the doctor who had examined Maya when she had first arrived. Being strapped to the gynecology chair was not a happy memory, but after weeks of no human interaction except for the grunting guard delivering her food and emptying her bucket, Maya could not help but smile as she saw the elegant, auburn-haired woman.

“How are you doing?” The doctor’s voice was kind, but there was no trace of sympathy.

Maya paused. It was an odd question. “I … alright, I guess? You know … considering I’ve been sitting alone in this cold cell for weeks, naked and chained to a wall.” Maya grabbed hold of the thick chain that connected her wide steel collar to the wall. She had tried to get used to the tight collar, but it was a constant presence. It was harder for her to breathe and eat, and it felt like her skin was raw underneath.

“I see.” Vivian nodded but did not comment on the implied accusations levied by Maya. “The staff has been a bit busy lately, that is why you’re still in isolation.” She knelt in front of Maya and inspected her breasts. The gentle touch sent a pleasant shiver through Maya. “Looks like you’re ready to be milked and bred. Perfect. Mr. James has plans for you.”

Maya had not met her mysterious master. She had no illusions about why she was there; she was a slave, a human breeding pod, and though the thought of being fucked by a stranger scared her, she wanted to rip off the band-aid. “He … he does?”

Vivian nodded. “He’s going for a trip on his yacht for a few weeks. Your ovulation fits within the window, so he’ll be taking you and one other girl along with him.” She smiled when she saw Maya’s puzzled expression. “I assume you’ve never been on a yacht before?”

Maya shook her head.

“It’s very luxurious, but don’t expect it to be a holiday for you.” Vivian stood up and checked her expensive-looking silver watch. “A guard will come to get you shortly to transfer you to a stall where you’ll be milked.” Her nose wrinkled. “After you’ve had a shower.”

The collar stayed on, but Maya still felt rejuvenated after the warm shower. Weeks of dirt and grime had been washed off, and for a moment, Maya felt human again.

“Are you done?” the guard asked. He had been sitting on a chair in the corner of the shower room reading Atlas Shrugged.

Maya nodded and dried herself. She looked at herself in the nearby mirror. Her long, golden hair framed her oblong face and full lips. Her blue eyes shimmered in the sunlight peeking in through the steel barred window.

Fuck, my boobs are huge now. They were round and firm, bursting with milk, and they looked impressive on her slender frame. Brian would have loved them. She kept staring at them as the guard clicked the hinged handcuffs onto her wrists behind her back. The cold steel made her shiver, and a hint of a smile appeared in the corner of her mouth. This was nothing like Brian’s awkward attempt at tying her up. She tested the cuffs as the guard escorted her past half a dozen steel-barred stalls. They hugged her wrist tightly with no hope of escape.

The entire setup was messed up. A billionaire paying women to sign over their freedom to become part of his hucow breeding farm. They were all here of their own volition; why did she need to be collared? Cuffed? Locked in a cell?

Is it just a power thing?

The guard stopped outside a stall and opened the door, pushing Maya inside.

And why am I not more upset about being treated this way?

The stall was only slightly bigger than the cell she had grown accustomed to, but there was light, a little more space … and company. A young girl looked up at Maya from her spot on the floor with a tired smile. Cute, wavy blonde hair rested on her shoulders, and she wore her steel collar, steel shackles, and ankle restraints with relaxed grace. The guard locked the chain to Maya’s collar to the wall next to the girl and unlocked her handcuffs before leaving, slamming the door shut behind him.

The girl patted the thin mat next to her. “Come. Sit. There’s not much else to do here.” She reached out her hand. The seamless, thick steel glistened like a bold silver bracelet on her wrist. “I’m Amber.”

Maya shook her hand and sat down. “Maya.”

“You just got here, Maya?” Amber cocked her head. “I haven’t seen you around. Then again, I spend most of my time in here when I’m not … you know … serving my purpose.”

Maya shook her head. “I’ve been here …” A crease appeared between her eyebrows. “I think it has been three weeks. I’ve been in a cell the whole time.”

“Three weeks in isolation? You poor thing.” Amber placed her hand on Maya’s and squeezed it. “They usually reserve that for when people misbehave. I’m sorry you had to go through that.”

Maya shrugged. “It was not too bad. Now I hear I get to go on a luxury cruise,” she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

“Ah, so you’re my plus one.” Amber smiled. “I hear Mr. James takes these trips from time to time, but I’ve never been on one before.”

“How … how is he?”

Amber let go of Maya’s hand and stared into the middle distance for a while. “He’s … cold. Distanced. Cruel.” Amber swallowed a lump and sighed. “I’ve been here for months, and I’m still getting used to all … this.” She rattled her shackles. “But the sessions with Mr. James are only for a week a month, the rest of the time it gets a little boring here.” She looked at Maya. “Did you read the contract?”

Maya nodded. “Yeah.”

“So you know what happens after a year?”

Maya nodded again. An unpleasant shiver trickled down her spine.

Amber chuckled. “Good. I didn’t. Fingers crossed I won’t have to see for myself.”

The sound of squeaky wheels could be heard outside the cell. Amber got up with a sigh. “Time to be milked, Maya. It looks like you could use it.”

Maya stared in disbelief at the crude machine being wheeled into the stall. The guard slammed the door behind him, leaving the machine behind. Transparent rubber hoses were connected to a large steel cylinder, and a constant whirring made Maya uneasy. Amber moved the chain to her collar to allow her huge breasts access to the machine.

“I’ll go first. It’s not too complicated.”

Maya stared as the teenager attached the vacuum tubes to her breasts with a muted groan before pressing a button. The machine started roaring louder, and the tubes were filled with milk. Occasionally, Amber winced as if in pain, but she stayed calm and made sure to send Maya a reassuring smile.

She’s just a kid, Maya thought with a shudder.

When it was Maya’s turn, Amber helped her get the tubes in place. It was an odd, unfamiliar sensation as the tubes started sucking the milk from her tender breasts. Maya could deal with being collared and locked up, but something in her objected to being milked. It was humiliating and degrading, even if it offered her the relief she had yearned for. The tubes were crude and brutal, and though the milk flowed, it stung.

Maya started crying. She had not cried up until that point, not even in the cold loneliness of her cell, but this was too much. Before long, she was sobbing like a little girl. There she was, a talented teacher forced to stand naked in a stall while being milked like a cow.

I don’t deserve this, she thought.

A warm, soft hand appeared on her head. “It’s alright.” Amber, the girl several years younger than Maya, gently placed Maya’s head on her shoulder. Maya could feel the heavy chain from Amber’s shackles resting on the side of her head, but she did not care. She soaked up the attention.

At least I’m not alone now.

A few days later, the two women sat in the backseat of a black SUV, staring out of the window as they left the estate. They had both been allowed to bathe and put on make-up, and elegant cocktail dresses had been provided to them. Maya let her hand run across the silk; the dress likely cost more than her yearly income. Her breasts were barely contained by the red dress. Amber wore a similar black, low-cut dress and heels, and Maya could not help but think that the girl looked like a million bucks. The only thing that looked off was the massive collar.

“It’s the first time in months my hands are free,” Amber said with a smile and massaged her wrists. Deep red grooves were still visible on the pale skin. “It feels odd.”

“Don’t get used to it.” Vivian looked back at them from the front seat. “Nor to the clothes. The yacht is docked next to several others, and rich people tend not to like seeing naked, chained slavegirls being transported while they sit on their deck sipping champagne.” There was a hint of bitterness in her voice.

“Why do we still wear our collars, then?” Amber asked.

Vivian smiled. “You’re still Mr. James’ property. The others know of his … contracted workers, and many of them have similar arrangements. The dresses and lack of restraints mean that they can all smile at each other and conduct polite conversations while convincing themselves that the collars are just a bold fashion statement.”

Maya snorted at the absurdity.

The docks were situated further down the coast, placed next to a luxurious country club. Serious-looking men in white polo shirts played golf nearby as they drove through security and parked next to the rows of massive ships, one bigger than the other. Vivian and a guard escorted the two girls down past the boats; Maya felt completely out of place, despite her expensive clothes, and she was painfully aware that everyone at the docks was staring at her and Amber.

“That’s Mr. James up ahead,” Amber whispered and nodded at a handsome, tall man in a blue button-down shirt and white linen pants standing next to a gigantic yacht. His rugged handsomeness surprised Maya, who had painted a picture of a creepy, uncouth man in her mind. Next to him stood an elegant, slender woman in a light summer dress. The raven-black hair had a few streaks of gray, and though her mouth was open in a blindingly white smile, her gray eyes were cold. The two were chatting with a middle-aged rich couple, laughing with all the sincerity of a politician’s apology.

“Who’s the woman?” Maya whispered.

Vivian looked back at them. “That’s Lindsay. Mr. James’ wife.”

“Wife?” Amber stopped in her tracks. “He’s married?”

Vivian turned to face the two girls. “Yes. She’s away on business and leisure most of the time, so you’ve never seen her before. I’d recommend you both try to steer clear of her. She’s a vengeful lady, and she’s not fond of Mr. James having … pets.” She sighed. “And as an extension of that, she’s not too fond of the people hired to handle them.”

A knot formed in Maya’s stomach as they continued walking and neared the billionaire couple.

“Vivian, finally. We’re just about to set off,” Mr. James said with a smile. “You know the Gundersons, of course.”

The other couple nodded politely at Vivian, Amber, and Maya.

“These must be the ‘personal assistants’ you’ve mentioned?” the man said with a lustful grin. Lindsay rolled her eyes and made a point of not looking at the two slave girls. “Very nice.”

Mr. James nodded. “They are.” His eyes lingered on Maya, and his eyes seemed to darken as his smile widened. “I intend for them to join us for the party next week.”

“We’ll try to make it,” the middle-aged woman said and bit her lower lip as she looked at Maya. “Have a nice trip.”

As Maya stepped onto the yacht, she was in awe of the luxurious and opulent surroundings. The decks were gleaming, the woodwork was polished to a shine, and the main salon and dining area were well-appointed. Large windows allowed for plenty of natural light and offered picturesque views of the surrounding ocean. Vivian stayed on the dock, talking to Mr. James, while the guard pushed the two girls forward, toward the stern of the ship. Maya could not help but admire the sleek lines and high-end finishes; she had never been on a boat before, nor been surrounded by such wealth. She could feel the gentle sway of the ship as it bobbed on the water and the sun warming her skin when they walked across the rear deck to reach a set of stairs.

As they were led deeper and deeper below deck, the atmosphere changed dramatically. The air grew thick and musty, and the light grew dim. The rooms they passed were small and cramped, with low ceilings and no windows. The walls seemed to close in on her, and she felt a sense of claustrophobia wash over her. Numerous times, they passed crew members working, each of them staring at the girls with lust in their eyes. They wore white, immaculate uniforms, but there was cruelty in their eyes that made the knot in Maya’s stomach tighten further.

The guard escorting them opened a heavy steel door and pushed the two girls inside. The room was dark and warm, and condensation dripped from the ceiling. A heavy chain hung from the ceiling with two pairs of heavy steel handcuffs locked to it.

“Up against the chain, hands over your head,” the guard ordered.

Amber obeyed right away, but Maya hesitated.

“Just do it, Maya,” Amber said with a concerned frown as the guard locked the cuffs around the young girl’s slender wrists.

Maya sighed and did as she was told. The cuffs were wider and more comfortable than the ones she had tried before, but standing with her hands over her head was a new and frightening experience. She had a hard time balancing on the tall heels due to the movement of the ship, but the strap on her shoes made her unable to take them off.

“Enjoy.” The guard closed the door, leaving the two girls in darkness.

Maya and Amber stood back to back. Maya was glad that she was not alone, but it did little to quell her concerns.

“I always wanted to see the world,” Amber said and sighed.

Soon after, the ship’s engines started.

It did not take long before a guard came to get Amber to take her to Mr. James. Maya had expected to be left in the cell until her ovulation started a week later, but it seemed that the crew had other plans. Her arms were numb and her legs sore when a tall, broad man came to get her an hour or so after Amber had left.

“Mr. James has allowed us to have a little fun with you,” he said, baring his teeth. He unlocked the cuffs from the ceiling chain and pushed Maya out of the tiny room.

Maya winced as the blood flowed back into her arms. “But … Mr. James is the only one to …”

“Normally, that is the case. But we can do a lot of stuff with you without coming in your pussy, girl.”

The ship rolled across the waves as the two ascended the stairs and walked onto the upper deck. Maya could hear music and laughter from inside a large lounge as they walked past, but it seemed like another world, a world of carefree frivolity.

“Oh, I almost forgot,” the man said and blindfolded Maya. “This will make it more fun.” The blindfold was soft, but it made walking on the moving boat much harder; Maya did not have much experience walking in heels. Soon, the music and laughter became muted as they entered another part of the ship. Maya could hear voices, but they became quiet when she walked in.

She heard the sound of pants being unzipped and belts being unbuckled all around her.

This … is a new experience. She was surprised to find that she did not mind. She knew what she had signed up for, and she wondered what awaited. Years of boring, monotonous vanilla sex with Brian had left her hungry.

She felt a man’s warm breath on her neck. “You’re going to suck our cocks, little slut,” a voice sounded right next to her ear. “The ring gag will ensure that you don’t try anything funny.” Maya felt a hard ring being shoved into her mouth and buckled behind her head. She instinctually tried to move, but the man grabbed her long black hair and held her fast. “Still some fight left in you, I see.”

She could hear a chain being locked to the collar, and she suddenly felt the collar being yanked back, choking her.

“That’s pussy control,” another man said and laughed. “I’ll keep her on a short leash while you fuck her mouth, Joel. But I’m next.”

The man used one hand to pull back on the collar chain while the other pushed Maya’s head forward and down. She could barely breathe, and she soon felt the tip of a cock on her lips. The sensation was nauseating at first, but she was unable to close her mouth due to the gag, and the cock soon found its way inside. The skin was velvety and soft, and she felt the cock harden in her mouth as it started moving in and out. A hand grabbed her hair and directed her head while the man kept a firm grip on the chain from behind.

There was nothing Maya could do. The two men forced her head up and down, forcing the large cock deeper and deeper down her throat. She gagged and coughed, but it only encouraged them.

“Use your tongue, slut. I can’t imagine that a hot piece of ass like you hasn’t given someone a blowjob before.”

Maya groaned and started licking the underside of the erect cock. The soft skin felt nice on her tongue, but the cock smelled like sweat, and the collar made it impossible for her to breathe whenever he rammed his cock in as far as it would go.

Do I … do I like this? Maya thought. It was abuse, rough and brutal, but part of her enjoyed it. The rational part of her brain tried to convince her that she should hate it, but it was not as unpleasant as she had expected.

The man called Joel removed the blindfold and pulled Maya’s head in as far as it would go, causing her to choke on his cock. “I’m going to come any second now. You better swallow it all, whore.” He forced her to look him in the eye as he fucked her mouth faster and faster. Maya saw nothing but sadistic pleasure in the dark eyes as he shot his load inside her mouth. She had trouble swallowing it fast enough due to the collar, but she managed.

When Joel finally pulled out, Maya gasped for air. A few drops of cum landed on her expensive dress. Despite everything that was happening, Maya caught herself being annoyed at the stain, but her focus was soon forced onto the next cock being thrust into her mouth as the other man took his turn. Maya had no choice but to suck the generously proportioned cock. It was difficult to find a rhythm as the boat moved, but the man had her on a short leash, and whenever she was not thorough enough for his liking, he pulled the chain, choking her hard until she started moving her head again.

It was all so humiliating and brutal, but it was the collar that pushed it over the edge. Maya felt like an animal, being used for nothing more than her body. She was a respected teacher, not a pet, but she still found it all oddly liberating.

This is insane, she thought as the man pulled out and ejaculated onto her face. She looked up at them with pleading eyes, but even she did not know if she was begging them to stop or continue.

“We’re not done,” a third guy, a man with a scar on his cheek, said and laid down, pulling Maya’s mouth down onto his cock. She did not try to protest or resist; it was almost an automatic reaction at this point as she sucked her third cock in the small, darkened room. One of the other men, she did not know which one, started spanking her while laughing.

She felt a hand roll up her dress. Fingers started toying with her asshole, causing her to squirm and move her ass to get away. Maya had never tried anal, despite Brian’s suggestions, but she had no way to avoid the cum and drool-soaked cock that slowly made its way inside her asshole a moment later.

Too big! It’s too big! She screamed, but the cock in her mouth muted it, and she was soon spit-roasted between the two men fucking her ass and mouth. Meanwhile, someone leaned in and started drinking from her breasts. A moan escaped her as the milk started flowing into the man’s mouth. It was surprisingly intimate, especially considering the rough treatment she was receiving from the others, and she found herself enjoying the soft lips around her nipples. The man started fingering her pussy, inserting three fingers into her while his palm rubbed against her clit.

As the brutal treatment continued, all thoughts of how disgraced and humiliated she was seemed to vanish. The primal part of her brain took over to try and manage the flood of signals coming from every orifice. The pain from the spanking and her asshole mixed with the undiluted lust and pleasure from the breastfeeding and fingering. The effect was overwhelming as if every nerve ending in her body was on fire. She screamed, not because of pain, but because it was the only way to release some of the emotions filling her.

More! I want more! The thought surprised her, but it soon drowned in the sea of desire as she was pushed into an intense orgasm. It was violent and brutal, containing more pain than any she had ever experienced, but she still managed to swim in the waters of lust for a few seconds.

Maya was exhausted. Spent. She felt an odd relief when the third man came in her mouth a moment later and the cock in her asshole delivered its load at the same time. As they pulled out, Maya collapsed onto the floor, panting and moaning, cum seeping out from both her mouth and asshole.

Joel stared at her with a grim smile. “Now you’ve got a small taste of what awaits you on this voyage, slut.”

Maya looked up at him with tired eyes. She had no idea how she felt about it all. She was scared, embarrassed, and humiliated, but something had awakened inside her. Part of her wanted more. Part of her did not think of what awaited her, only that it wanted to keep being tied up and used.

The revelation fascinated her. For a few minutes, she was allowed to lie there, soaking in the cum on the floor, trying to comprehend what had just happened.

When Maya returned to the cell, Amber was already there. To Maya’s relief, the two were not chained with their hands above their heads again but instead collared to the wall as they were used to. A flickering, dirty lightbulb in the ceiling had even been turned on.

Amber looked up at Maya and smiled. “Welcome back. Looks like you had a hard time.”

Maya looked at the cum-stains on her dress. “It wasn’t too bad.” She paused when she noticed the bruises on Amber’s body.

“You get used to it,” Amber said when she saw the terrified expression on Maya’s face. “I kinda enjoy it now.” Her dress was gone, and the heavy shackles she had worn on her wrists and ankles when Maya had first seen her were back.

Maya sat down and leaned her head against the cold steel wall. She adjusted the heavy handcuffs still on her wrists. “How can you get used to this?”

“Humans adapt, I guess.” Amber leaned her head against Maya’s shoulder and sighed.

The luxurious cruise bore a striking similarity to the mundane life at Mr. James’ estate. Maya spent most of her time shackled to the wall, and though Amber was taken to Mr. James’ chambers once or twice a day, Maya did not have to endure any more humiliation from the crew. She did not get to keep the dress, however. After her first milking, it was taken away, but she did not mind; the cell was unbearably hot.

They had been there roughly a week when the guard called Joel came to pick them both up. He attached leashes to their collars and forced them to crawl through the bowels of the ship. There was no luxury to be seen in the cold, narrow corridors, and the steel floor felt rough against Maya’s knees. Joel took them to a crude bathroom, where he hosed them down with cold water. The two girls cried out as the icy water hit their naked bodies, but Maya welcomed the chance to wash some of the stains off her.

Joel locked their collar chains to a railing near a sink and mirror. “There’s some makeup there, as well as two dresses Mr. James wants you to wear. You better try looking your best for him, you’re going to be the main attraction at his party tonight.” He yawned and checked his phone. “I can’t be bothered to stand here and wait for you two to finish up, so I’ll come to get you in a bit.” He unlocked their wrist restraints before he left and locked the door behind him.

The two girls looked at each other and shrugged.

“I assume being the ‘main attraction’ won’t be comfortable,” Maya said as she hesitantly started applying lipstick.

Amber let her hand run over the fabric of the short black dress. “Probably not.”

Maya put on a red dress. It was barely long enough to cover her pussy, and her breasts struggled to stay inside. She had to admit that she looked good, despite the massive, shiny collar dominating everything.

Joel came back a while later, whistling loudly when he saw the two women. “Wow, you clean up well! But we can’t have you running around with your hands untied. It’s not proper.”

He locked Maya’s hands behind her back with a pair of heavy, wide handcuffs like the ones she wore before. The added weight became troublesome a moment later when Joel locked a short chain to the cuffs and pulled them upward until Maya’s arms could go no further. He then proceeded to lock the other end of the chain to the ring on her collar.

“I … I can’t … I can’t breathe.” The weight of her arms and the heavy cuffs put a massive strain on her neck, but Joel just laughed as he tied Amber the same way. Maya could only watch as the collar pressed against Amber’s neck, causing the veins beneath her eyes to bulge.

Another guard came in shortly after with a set of long chains, which the two men used to tie around the girls’ arms, completing the brutal steel box tie. Joel made sure the chain pressed against Maya’s breasts from both sides, causing them to push forward, restricting the blood flow. As he pinched her nipple, the pain and arousal from the crude behavior felt more intense than ever before, and a wet stain showed on her dress as the milk started flowing

Maya defiantly closed her mouth when Joel approached her, holding out a ring gag. He twisted her nipple hard, using the ensuring scream to force the metal ring inside her mouth.

“This’ll be a great party,” he whispered and licked Maya on the cheek. “I hope you’ll enjoy yourself.”

The ring gag only made the constant choking sensation more intense. The two girls were escorted upstairs to the lounge where a table had been set for roughly twelve people, and near the entrance, a low table had been placed. The yacht was docked near other similar boats on an island; Maya had no idea where in the world they were.

“This is your table,” Joel said with a grin. “Let’s get you set up.”

The two girls were placed on their knees with their butts against each other. Their collars were chained to a metal frame in the middle of the small table, ensuring that they could not lower their heads too far. They stayed there for a while before the guests began to arrive. Elegant men and women in expensive dresses and suits greeted each other with huge smiles as the crew served them caviar and champagne. Mr. James and his wife mingled and chatted, but neither of them gave much attention to the two shackled girls.

This isn’t so bad, Maya thought, but she soon saw Joel approach her, carrying a massive double dildo. It was wide and long, and a nearby couple cheered as he slid one end inside Maya’s pussy before inserting the other end into Amber.

Maya was torn. The huge dildo felt amazing inside her, filling her pussy, and part of her liked the thought of being connected to Amber this way, but she felt exposed and vulnerable, like a caged animal in a zoo forced to breed in front of an audience.

“Enjoy yourselves,” Mr. James said with a smile. “You get to determine your own level of enjoyment at this party.”

The guests laughed. Maya felt humiliated and on display; she had come to terms with being used by the crew and Mr. James, but being entertainment for the upper class was something else. She tried not to move to ensure that the dildo inside her did not start turning her on; she knew that she would not be able to stop herself if it happened.

But Amber had other plans. Maya could feel her moving, and she soon felt the dildo move inside her.

No … Amber, don’t … it’s … ooooh …

“The girls seem to have started the party!” Mr. James laughed and gestured toward the large table. “Eat and drink all you want, my dear guests! And don’t forget to visit the girls!”

A string quartet started playing at the other end of the room as people sat down to eat. Maya could hear Amber moaning behind her as she fucked herself on the double dildo, and it caused it to move inside Maya. Maya could not blame Amber for trying to embrace what little pleasure there was to be had.

It does feel good. Maya closed her eyes and tried to shut out the sights and sounds from the guests, many of whom stared at her with lust in their eyes. She focused on the feeling of the massive dildo moving inside her, on the small jolts of arousal that started flowing out from her pussy. She focused on the feel of the steel trapping her arms and neck. She tested her restraints, allowed the helplessness to travel through her body, to join the increasingly enjoyable sensations from her loins.

The world faded around her. It was just her and Amber sharing a moment of immense erotic beauty. She could feel Amber’s warm calves rub against hers. If she could just ignore the guests, enjoy herself, then maybe …

The illusion shattered a moment later as a large cock entered her mouth. She had not heard the man approaching. She opened her eyes and looked up at the middle-aged man she had seen on the docks a week earlier. He was holding a glass of champagne, grinning with delight as he looked down at her. She could tell that she was nothing to him. A hole to fuck. Maya felt like she was reduced to an object, a sex toy, and she hated that part of her loved the thought. She gagged as the large cock rubbed against the roof of her mouth, occasionally traveling to the back of her throat as a sign of dominance.

She could do nothing to stop him.

Another man walked past and started fucking Amber’s mouth. The thrusts from the two men forced the girls' butts to clap together, again and again, driving the dildo deep inside them. The men’s wives stood next to them, cheering them on.

“What do you say, Anna?” one of the women said to another. “Do you want a drink?”

The two women giggled as they pulled Maya’s breasts out of her dress. The chains pressing on either side of her breasts made the touch of their lips far more intense, and the milk soon started flowing into the women’s mouths. Maya’s mind was overloaded with emotions and impressions as her mouth and pussy were fucked while her breasts nourished the wealthy. Whenever one person finished, another seemed to take their place.

They came in her mouth. On her face. In her hair. She barely had time to take a deep breath before another cock started dancing up and down her tongue, or a woman pressed her pussy into Maya’s face. The strenuous position was painful and her throat sore, but it never seemed to stop.

Hours passed. The dildo brought orgasm upon orgasm, and as the night went on, they got increasingly unpleasant, even painful. Her body could not take much more. The smell of cum was overwhelming, her jaw hurt from the gag, and yet the men kept coming. Literally.

This is intense. How long can this go on?

She could hear Amber coughing behind her. They had reached their limit long ago. Most of the guests had left, but a few still insisted on putting their cocks in the mouths of the exhausted girls, even if they could no longer get hard after several orgasms.

When it finally stopped, Maya had lost all sense of time and space.

“Did you have fun?”

Maya looked up to see Lindsay, Mr. James’ wife, in front of her.

“God, I loathe you,” Lindsay said and smiled. She took a mirror hanging on the nearby wall and held it in front of Maya. “Look at yourself. This is you now. This is your life.”

Maya looked at the tired woman in the mirror. Her face was strained from the tight collar. Blotches of dried cum could be seen in her hair, as well as on her face and the dress. She looked defeated and worthless, a shadow of her former self.

Lindsay knelt in front of Maya. “We could have gone a different route. There were treatments. Foster mothers. But no, he wanted pitiful, beautiful slave girls like you because I could not give him what he wanted. I bet you never thought your life would turn out this way, but here you are. Selling yourself for money.” Lindsay spat in Maya’s face. “Whore.”

“That’s enough, honey,” a voice sounded.

Lindsay rolled her eyes and left. Mr. James stood in front of Maya, towering above her like the statue of a Greek god, full of control and power.

“New girl. I’ll be seeing you tomorrow.” He nodded at Joel. “Take them to their cell. Let them shower first. I don’t want her looking like this when you bring her to me.”

It’s finally happening, Maya thought to herself as Joel escorted her up the stairs. Her hands were once again locked behind her back with handcuffs, but she did not mind anymore. She liked it. The loss of control turned her on, and though the previous night had been rough, she could not get it out of her mind. She had barely slept; her hands had kept sliding down her body to massage her clit, even though she was exhausted. Being used and abused had opened a door in her mind, and she was willing to step through it without looking back.

The sun warmed her naked body when she walked onto the wooden deck. Joel had taken her to one of the upper decks, overlooking the lower one with its pool and sunbeds. They had left port and were sailing between lush tropical islands, a sight Maya had never thought she would see.

I can think of worse places to be bred.

Joel pushed her toward a mast near the railing where a pillory had been placed, bolted to the deck. Mr. James stood next to it, glorious to behold in his well-endowed nakedness.

“Lock her in, Joel, then leave us.”

Maya stared at Mr. James’ massive cock as Joel unlocked her cuffs and forced her to bend forward, resting her neck and wrists in the wooden structure. The upper part of the pillory clamped shut, locking her wrists and neck in place. Leather cuffs were locked around her ankles and connected by a spreader bar, forcing her to spread her legs as much as possible.

“A wonderful day, won’t you agree?” Mr. James said after Joel had left. He knelt in front of Maya and smiled.

She tried to nod, but the combination of the wide collar and wooden pillory made her unable to. “Y… Yes, Master James.” Amber had told her how to behave around the charismatic billionaire.

“Submissive already? I like that.” He cocked his head as he studied her. “I read in your file that you’re a teacher?”

“Yes, Mr. James.”

“Then you’re used to being in charge. There won’t be any of that here.” His smile vanished. “I’m going to cane you now. I’m going to hurt you.”

Maya looked at him with a puzzled expression.

“You’re wondering why. I do it because it turns me on. Because I think a woman that signs away her life for money deserves it.” He picked up a cane from a nearby table and swiped it through the air. “Then I’ll fuck you.”

Maya did not know how to feel. Part of her was scared, but she was also excited. Brian had tried to spank her once but had been too afraid to deliver much more than a pitiful slap.

“Why don’t you let me do it, darling?” Lindsay walked onto the deck, dressed in a black bikini. Her tanned, slender body was wet from a recent swim, and the white smile seemed too large for her narrow face. “I feel like breaking something today.”

Mr. James shrugged and handed the cane to Lindsay. “By all means.”

The intimidating woman disappeared behind Maya, who did not feel comfortable with the situation. She heard a whooshing sound, followed by an intense, burning sting on her ass. She screamed, causing a seagull to loudly take off from the mast above, protesting the sudden disruption.

Fuck, that hurts!

The burning sensation lingered, but to Maya’s surprise, it turned into a gentle wave of pleasure that nestled in her loins. The next hit was harder. The sting turned into a tingling warmth, and she leaned into the sensation, wiggling her hips.

“I think she likes it,” Lindsay said with a tinge of disappointment in her voice. Maya’s ass exploded into white-hot pain as Lindsay started raining the cane strokes upon her. Lindsay was methodical, calculated, and somehow never hit the same spot twice. Maya broke into a sweat, her breathing quickened, and she struggled to process the speed with which Lindsay was hitting her. The pain turned into pleasure which turned into pain, repeating over and over.

“That’ll do for now, honey,” Mr. James said with a grin.

“As you wish.” Lindsay tossed the cane aside and walked up to her husband, kissing him on the cheek. “Do your thing. I’m going downstairs, I don’t want to watch this part.” She looked back at Maya with contempt before disappearing.

“My wife can be a bit … intense,” Mr. James said, gently stroking his cock. Maya had noticed how it had hardened during her punishment; her pussy was wet after the caning, and she yearned to have him inside her. The arousal building throughout her body made her lactate, and she could feel the drops of milk spray onto her bare legs when they hit the deck.

He moved behind her. She was bent over, her legs spread; she had never felt this vulnerable and exposed before. For years, she had valued knowledge, stability, and common sense, but her priorities had shifted. She wanted to be fucked. Hard.

But Mr. James was in no hurry.

“You can I will get well acquainted over the coming months,” he said. “Carnally, at least. I like to take it slow, get my cock accustomed to its new home.”

She felt the tip of his cock rubbing against the outside of her pussy, up and down. It was slow and meticulous, like an explorer mapping out an unexplored, foreign land. He would start at her clit, moving up between her labia, then stopping right before he reached her asshole.

It felt good. Amazing. The anticipation was killing her. The pillory creaked as she tried to move closer.

“Patience, slave,” Mr. James said. “All in due time.”

He peeked inside. Even if it was only half an inch, her pussy soaked it up like a flower offered water in a drought. The small sliver of attention brought her more pleasure than anything Brian had done to her in years.

“Please, Master …” she whimpered. “Please … give me more.” She did not recognize the pitiful, lactating hucow slave that was begging for a stranger to fuck her.

He gave her another half inch, then pulled out. Maya tore at her restraints to get closer, to feel it again, but it was useless. Never had she felt this helpless and horny at the same time.

“You’re soaking wet, slave,” Mr. James said. “Did you enjoy being caned?”

“Yes, Master. I didn’t think I would, but … I did.”

“A painslut.” She could hear the smile in his voice. “I’ll have to find more creative ways of punishing you when you misbehave, then.”

“I won’t, Master.”

“You all do at some point.”

Maya heard an electronic, scratchy sound; Mr. James had picked up a walkie-talkie from the table nearby. “Joel, get the other slave up here.”

Amber? Why?

Maya did not have time to ponder why her cellmate was going to join them before Mr. James’ cock once again entered her. A little deeper. Then it disappeared.

This continued for what felt like an eternity. Half an inch at a time, then nothing. As he started going deeper, Maya’s pussy was stretched further than ever before. When he finally buried himself as deep as he could, she was a blubbering mess. Every surface inside her rubbed against his hard, glorious cock.

He stayed there.

He planted his flag, marked his ownership.

She knew at that point that she would do anything to have him inside her.

His strong hands held onto her hips as he started thrusting. There was no tenderness, no attempt to pleasure her. This was all for him, but it did not prevent Maya’s pussy from embracing every thrust.

God, sex can feel like this? It was animalistic and primal, a new level of sexual bliss. The restraints enhanced every rush of endorphins, and Maya’s mind started turning to mush, relinquishing control to the desire that washed over her.

She noticed movement out of the corner of her eye. Amber arrived, led by Joel. She looked radiant as the sunlight shimmered in her blonde hair. A subtle smile was visible in the corners of her mouth as she saw Maya and the blissful expression on her face.

“Slave, grab a cane,” Mr. James commanded. “Cane her back and breasts. As hard as you can.”

Amber nodded. Without hesitation, she walked up next to Maya and started raining down pain onto her back and breasts. The tender breasts, brimming with milk, cried out, but as had been the case before, Maya felt a rush of pleasure following the pain.

Mr. James’ nails dug into her hips. He was close.

I don’t want this to end, Maya thought as she felt him coming inside her. His seed filled her pussy as he pushed in as deep as he could. Amber did not stop the caning, and Maya made sure to soak up every last drop of pleasure from the experience, knowing that Mr. James would pull out soon.

“You can stop now,” he said, directed at Amber. He stayed inside Maya for a while; she could feel him go soft as the last few drops of his cum flowed into her.

He … he came inside me. It felt heavy and meaningful, a final signature on the contract she had signed. She could not fully comprehend what it meant in her aroused, disoriented state. When he finally pulled out, her pussy felt empty and hollow. Maya could feel a few drops of cum trickle down her inner thigh.

Mr. James appeared in front of her. He did not look at her, he only nodded at Joel, put on a robe, and disappeared into the depths of the ship. Joel had shackled Amber’s hands behind her back, and she stepped back and watched as he took the rope from the mast behind Maya and tied it to a ring in the middle of the spreader bar between her legs.

“No!” she cried when she realized what was going to happen. “Don’t!”

He started turning a winch on the mast. Maya felt her feet leave the ground, and before she knew it, her body was suspended in midair between the pillory and the mast. He removed something from the pillory; the upper part, the one that Maya was locked into, uncoupled itself from the base, and she soon hung with her head down, swaying back and forth. Her ankles screamed as they were forced to carry both the weight of her body and the heavy wooden pillory, and every breath became a chore as the structure pressed down on her neck.

There have to be better ways to increase the chances of impregnation, she thought.

“I’ll get you in a while,” Joel said with remarkable indifference. He looked at Amber and shrugged. “I guess you can keep her company.” He locked the long chain from Amber’s collar to the mast and left the two girls in each other’s company.

“At least the view is good,” Amber said with a smile after Joel was out of sight. “Can you manage?”

“I … It’s hard to breathe.” Maya’s voice was weak, and she struggled to look up at Amber. Her head was dangling a few feet off the ground. She smiled. “I have … to admit … that I’m turned on.”

Amber nodded. “I know. It took me a while to accept that feeling.” She rattled the chains to her shackles. “I wish I could help you with that.” She smiled. “Well, I can do something, at least.”

Maya’s eyes widened when Amber’s mouth closed around her nipple, creating a vacuum to suck it inside her mouth. The milk flowed, creating an intimate connection between the two. It was a surreal situation, but it felt nice, despite the discomfort. Amber emptied both breasts before she looked down at Maya with a smile, licking her lips.

“Thank you,” Maya said.

“Don’t mention it. When we get back to the cell, I’ll make sure to help you with your … other problem.”

Maya sighed and closed her eyes. It would have to do. The seagulls squawked in the air around the yacht, joining the creaking mast in a dissonant choir. This was her life now. Bound, helpless, used. She could feel Mr. James’ seed still inside her, a symbol of her slavery. It was all still new to Maya, but so far, it had been a sexual revelation. She knew that things could change, that she would not keep enjoying the pain and abuse, but for now, she was content.

Enjoy it while it lasts, she thought. Who knows what’ll happen?
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The crack of the whip was accompanied by a painful sting that made Paige wince. She bit down on the large, red ballgag in her mouth, which caused a long strand of drool to land on her breast, sliding down onto her tightly-laced leather corset. The burning sensation lingered for a bit before turning into a rush of arousal, but it was drowned by the next lash.

“Hnnnngh!” she cried, her words turned to muted gibberish by the effective gag. She pulled at the chains pulling at her restraints from either side, but there was no give, no hope of escape. Her knuckles turned white as she clenched her hands into fists.

More lashes. Harder and harder. My back must look like an impressionist painting by now, she thought and groaned. Why do I keep volunteering for this? Her legs started to buckle under her; Paige was not used to wearing heels, and the ones on the knee-high leather boots were both pointy and tall, making it difficult for her to keep her balance. She slumped forward, hanging from her arms as the pain overshadowed the pleasure.

Fuck … is he going to kill me? The long, blonde hair hung in front of her face as more drool spilled onto the floor. A lull in the loud music allowed the screams from the adjacent rooms to reach Paige, reminding her that the club was packed.

“Have you had enough, slut?”

His accent was thick, his gut even more so. He appeared before her; the thin hair had a mind of his own, and his red, puffy face smiled at Paige with sadistic glee. He took a final drag of his cigarette before putting it out on Paige’s breast. She screamed, begged him to stop, but the gag silenced the plea.

He removed the gag. “Well?”

“Please … no more,” she whimpered and looked up at him with tears streaming down her face. “I can’t take it. Can we … can we please fuck now?”

“How can I say no to such a pretty young face?” The gut wobbled as he laughed, as did the cock that was barely visible underneath. “You did take the punishment longer than most.” He slid his chubby fingers in between her legs. “Mmm … feels like you enjoyed some of it.”

Fuck you. Paige mustered a tired smile. She was wet, she could not deny it, but her masochistic tendencies did not help make Mr. Grobkov any more attractive. He reeked of cigarette smoke and sweat, and the sight of the unappealing, pig-like face made her juices dry up fast.

He unbuckled the leather cuffs around her wrists before cuffing her hands behind her back. Paige caught a glimpse of her back in the mirror. Long, red lines were visible all over it, and he had even managed to draw a little blood.

This has better be worth it, she thought and sighed as Mr. Grobkov laid down on the black silk sheets. The room was bathed in red light and filled with various tools for both pain and pleasure, but even though the evening had been long, none of the tools had caused Paige as much discomfort as seeing Mr. Grobkov slide on a ribbed condom while he stared at her with malicious intent.

Remember why you’re here. The words kept repeating in her mind as she crawled onto the bed as sensually as she could with her hands cuffed behind her back. She stared at the erect, girthy cock; it was short and fat, like him, but it did offer her some pleasure as she slid down onto it.

“Mmm …” she moaned, biting her lower lip. “You’re huge.”

Mr. Grobkov’s face contorted when Paige started grinding up and down his shaft, riding him harder and harder. “Y… Yes, like that!”

“God, such power!” Paige screamed; her pleasure was not made up, but she still made sure to exaggerate every moan and whimper. “No wonder you’re the top dog in your organization.”

Mr. Grobkov was going cross-eyed from pleasure, grabbing hold of the sheets while his mouth blubbered incomprehensible words. “I … mmm … I’m not … uuuuh … I’m not the top dog, exactly.”

Paige leaned back, supporting herself on her cuffed hands, allowing his cock to rub against the walls of her pussy to enhance his pleasure. “I cannot believe that!” she said in a breathy, moaning voice. “Who could be more powerful than the mighty beast Grobkov!” Her pussy was soaked at this point; even Grobkov’s repulsiveness could not overcome her primal instincts. She did enjoy a fat cock inside her.

“Marcos!” he screamed as he came, his flabby body convulsing in orgasmic spasms. He blinked a few times, realizing that he had just screamed his boss’ name as he climaxed, but it did not wipe the dopey grin from his face. “Wow … that … that was amazing.”

Paige leaned forward, grinding her pussy against his pelvis, soaking in the trickle of pleasure. “I agree.” Her pleasure was boosted by the feeling of complete control. “Now … for the next part.”

“Next part?”

Grobkov’s eyes widened with surprise as Paige slapped the handcuffs onto his wrist and locked the other one to the steel bars of the bed frame.

“What? How did you …?”

“I learned to pick a lock like that when I was a teenager,” Paige said and rubbed her wrists. She smiled. “Thanks for ratting out Marcos. Now we know where to focus our efforts.” She started riding the softening cock.

“I … I don’t understand.”

Paige grinned. “You will. I just need to finish up here, so if you’ll please be quiet.” She ignored his confused cries and attempt to get out of the handcuffs as she rubbed her clit. His cock started to harden inside her again, and Paige soon felt the pleasant surge of a dirty orgasm rush through her.

“Aaaah … that’s more like it,” she said and raised herself off the confused gangster. She walked up to her leather jacket, which was hanging from a hook nearby, and fished her phone out of the jacket pocket. “Tracy? It’s me. You can send in a few uniforms to get him, he’s in room 313. I’ll be long gone when they get here. Yeah, it’s Marcos.” She winked at Mr. Grobkov, who just stared at her in disbelief. She fished the used condom out of her pussy with a sigh. “Nah, it was easy. I’ll see you Monday, the usual place.”

“Who … who the fuck are you?” Mr. Grobkov asked.

“Paige. Just Paige.” Paige put on her black leather skirt and jacket before lighting a cigarette. “And you’re in a lot of fucking trouble, mister.”

“Did you enjoy your weekend?” Tracy gestured for the waiter to fill up her coffee and yawned.

“I binged six series, so yeah.” Paige nodded at the cup. “How was yours? That’s your third cup, and I’ve barely sat down.”

“Bobby has an ear infection, Amelia got a drumset for her birthday from her grandparents, and Eric is out of town on business.” She took a huge sip of the cup the moment the waiter had filled it. “Don’t have kids.”

“Wasn’t planning to.” Paige leaned back in the chair and adjusted her long blonde hair. “Did the intelligence guys dig anything up over the weekend?”

Tracy nodded. “Absolutely. Marcos is sloppy; I bet he figured no one would ever look twice at him. You did good, Paige. As always.” Tracy cocked her head and looked at her friend. The furrowed brow told Paige that they were about to have another concerned chat about her life choices. “I can’t believe you were willing to endure all that with a slimeball like Grobkov.”

Paige shrugged. “I’ve woken up with worse after a night out. Besides, we got the info we needed.”

“I know.” Tracy sighed. “I hate putting you through this stuff.”

“No one else is willing to go as far as I am,” Paige said with a groan, tired of having the same old conversation. “I get the job done, Tracy. Always have. I like being undercover, beats traffic duty. Just keep tossing work my way.” She raised an eyebrow and smiled. “You already have another job lined up for me. I know that look.”

Tracy paused as the waiter brought over their lunch. Tracy had a sensible salad while Paige dug into a greasy hamburger.

“How the hell do you manage to look like a fucking supermodel with the way you eat?” Tracy prodded at her salad with a frown.

“Fucking gangsters burn a lot of calories. It’s taken me a while to get Grobkov into the open.” Tracy took a sip of her drink. “My pussy is raw at this point. So, what’s the job?”

Tracy leaned back in her chair and stared out the window for a while. She fiddled with one of her red curls and sighed.

“That bad, huh?” Paige stopped eating.

“Yeah. Well … maybe. We’re not sure.” Tracy clenched her jaw. “You know how I told you not to have kids?”

***

This … was probably a bad idea, Paige thought and tested her bonds. The rude guard had strapped her to the gynecologist’s chair with thick, wide leather bands. She was naked, exposed, and vulnerable, and even if she had wanted to, she could not escape. Paige enjoyed a spot of bondage and sadomasochism, but there was something off about this whole enterprise. Tracy had told her of Mr. James’ odd contracts with financially challenged women and asked her to go undercover to ensure that they were just being used as surrogate mothers and treated well, but even though she had just arrived, Paige’s well-trained instincts were blaring like sirens in her head.

The part of the contract that allowed the guards to impregnate the signee if Mr. James did not succeed.

The handcuffing immediately after she had signed.

The stables that had greeted her upon arrival.

It was all wrong. But she needed more evidence.

“This contract is insane,” she had told Tracy, but Tracy had insisted that the contract itself was not illegal. The women signed in good faith. But it did not stipulate how impregnation took place, nor what living conditions the women had to endure.

Well … this is not a good start, Paige thought with a sigh and pulled at the leather straps. She was a strong woman, trained in multiple forms of martial arts, but these restraints would not budge. Her heart started racing when she heard the door open, but she was surprised to see a smiling woman enter. She was in her mid-40s, with long, black hair with gray streaks and a voluptuous body. The low-cut, short dress and expensive heels looked out of place with the white doctor’s coat.

“Paige, welcome to Mr. James’ estate,” the woman said and gently placed her hand on Paige’s. “I’m Vivian, the doctor administering the hormone treatment and generally ensuring the health of Mr. James’ assistants.”

Assistants? That’s rich. Paige had to remind herself that she was supposed to be a timid, indebted woman who had no choice but to sign up to be bred by Mr. James. She suppressed the temptation to start interrogating the woman. “I … I don’t like being restrained like this,” she said with a trembling voice, a performance worthy of an Academy Award.

Vivian patted Paige’s hand. “I understand, but Mr. James wants to ensure that his investment is protected, so to speak.” She walked over to her desk and picked up a syringe. “Besides, many don’t like needles.”

Paige gritted her teeth and took a deep breath. She knew that hormones were part of it all, but she had hoped to get the info she needed and get out before it came to this. At least my boobs will get bigger, she thought and stared as the needle penetrated her skin.

“The hormones will take effect over the coming weeks. When you start lactating, Mr. James will likely start the insemination attempts shortly after.” Vivian put the syringe aside and let her soft fingers run across Paige’s breasts. “You have a lovely body and such amazing breasts.”

It all felt surreal. “Thank you.” Paige did not know how to react. Everything told her that this was wrong, but the woman in front of her was gentler than Paige’s regular gynecologist and seemed intelligent and kind. Could a woman like this truly work for a monster?

Maybe the restraints make a certain amount of sense, Paige thought, but her critical mind, the mind of the undercover agent, soon quelled the thoughts. Focus. Tracy sent you here for a reason.

It was not until half an hour later when Paige found herself wearing a metal collar, chained to the wall in a dirty stall, that she fully realized the error in the plan that she and Tracy had made.

How the fuck am I going to get out of here? Paige pulled at the chain, but it was thick and the lock solid. She had no tools to pick it with. She could feel a sense of panic sneaking in as she understood her predicament, but she was deep undercover, after all. An opportunity will present itself, she thought and leaned her head against the cold wall. Tracy will send help if I don’t report in. Paige had to chuckle at the absurdity of her inner monologue; Tracy was used to Paige being off the grid for weeks, even months on end. She was not going to send help for a long time.

And Tracy was the only one who even knew where Paige was. What if she had an accident? The thought was irrational, but it lingered in the back of Paige’s mind as she went to sleep that night, her hand constantly tugging at the collar that was a little too tight for comfort.

What have you gotten yourself into, Paige?

***

She had to get out. She had to escape. Paige had already seen too much. The whipping of a disobedient hucow. Three men fucking one of the girls while Paige was walking by, being escorted to the shower rooms for her weekly hose-down. Every day, she could feel her breasts getting bigger. Her skin was strained over the top of the massive udders, and she knew what it meant. Soon, she would be next in line; she no longer had any illusions about what was meant by ‘insemination’, and she had no intention of experiencing it herself.

Paige tried to calm herself as she lay on the floor of her stall, staring at the thick chain that connected her collar to the wall. No chances of escape had presented themselves until now. Whenever she was not in the stall, she was heavily restrained and guarded.

It’s just sex with a kinky billionaire, she tried to tell herself in an attempt to come to terms with her predicament. You’ve had worse.

The door to her stall opened. Paige had expected the grumpy, slightly dimwitted guard that usually emptied her bucket and brought her food, but instead, she was greeted by the ivory smile of Vivian, who always seemed a bit too cheerful considering the absurd circumstances. 

“Hello, Paige,” she said and knelt next to Paige, who made a point of staying on the ground. “I’m just here for a routine check. How are you feeling?”

Paige groaned. “Like my breasts are about to explode.” She did not have the energy to act out of character. She looked up at the gorgeous woman who made Paige feel dirty and miserable just by her mere presence. Her make-up was on point, the black hair tied up in an elegant bun; hairpins ensured that no stray hair could ruin the good looks. “Do you have a date, doctor?”

Vivian smiled as she inspected Paige’s breasts. “I do, yes.”

“Must be nice.”

The doctor raised an eyebrow. “You chose this yourself.”

“The contract didn’t exactly stipulate that I’d be chained up all the time.”

Vivian did not answer. She pulled Paige to her feet and inserted a soft finger into the reluctant slave’s pussy.

That feels pretty nice. Paige looked at the focused doctor with a smile. She could snap her neck if she wanted; her hands were free, and though she doubted the doctor had the keys to her collar, it was tempting. They’re so used to submissive slaves here that she doesn’t even think about the risk.

“Oh, sorry,” Paige said as her hand grazed Vivian’s hair.

“No problem.” Vivian took a step back and nodded. “It seems everything is in order. You’re ready to begin your sessions with Mr. James. Based on your charts, you should begin ovulating in a week.”

Paige watched the doctor leave, locking the door to the tiny stall behind her. She stood still for a few minutes; she heard no footsteps, no sound of guards nearby. Paige opened her hand and looked at the hairpin she had managed to remove from Vivian’s hair. Finally.

She waited until the lights had been turned off. It was not easy picking the padlock connecting her collar chain to the anchor point on the wall, but when she finally heard the click, a rush of adrenaline soared through her. The lock on the door was even trickier, and Paige felt beads of sweat roll down her back as she fiddled with it. If they had used solid steel doors instead of barred ones for the stalls, if they had left her in handcuffs as had been the case before, she would not have been able to put her hands through the bars to pick it, but it was her lucky day.

Paige winced as she opened the squeaking door. Her heart pounded in her chest as she slowly moved through the large building. She could hear the rattling of chains as her fellow hucows moved in their sleep, hear the muted sound of a television from the guard station near the door.

There was no plan. She had to take it one step at a time. She held the chain to her collar in her hand, being very careful not to let it make any noise. In her mind, she tried to convince herself that it was no different than any other time she had had to sneak in or out of a place as part of an investigation, but as she opened the door to the outside after sneaking past the guard station, she was chillingly reminded of her nudity when the brisk wind hit her.

“Now what, Paige?” she whispered to herself as she stood in the yard between Mr. James’ giant mansion and the barn where the hucows lived. She had noticed the security gates when she arrived; she was not in the clear yet. A smile spread on her lips as her eyes fell on the sports car parked nearby. “When in doubt, use speed.” The security gates were likely not built to resist a speeding car coming from inside the compound. As long as she could reach the city, she would be safe.

But first, she had to get inside.

She stood and stared at the car, pondering her options. If she could just find something to put against the window so she could break it she could …

Something grabbed the chain to her collar and yanked her back with force. Paige let out a surprised scream as she tumbled to the ground. Her fall was followed by a hard kick to her stomach.

“An escape artist, huh?” The guard called Rick towered above her. His face was grim. “Noone ever managed to get out of their stall before. Impressive.”

Paige coughed and tried to find a way out, but none came to mind. Her neck burned from the collar pressing on it. Before she could recover and get her bearings, another kick to the stomach made her curl up in a ball.

“Fuck!” she yelled.

“You’ll regret this, cunt,” Rick said and locked her hands behind her back with a pair of handcuffs. She had dropped the hairpin during her fall, and a cloud of hopelessness fell on her as the guard pulled her to her feet and pushed her inside. He dragged her to the far end of the barn, a place she had not been before, where there were no stalls or cells. A few machines used to maintain the estate were parked there, but Paige doubted that Rick was going to take her on a joyride in a tractor.

“What happened?” Another guard came running toward them.

Rick pushed Paige to the ground. “She got out of her cell. Picked the lock.”

“A resourceful hucow. Isn’t she scheduled for a session with Mr. James soon?”

Rick nodded. “We’ll see if he still wants her. Until he decides, she’s still off limits for us, but we can have a little fun with her punishment.”

Paige screamed as another swift kick landed on her stomach. “Fuck you!”

“I like when they have a little fight in them,” the other guard said and dragged a metal device toward Paige. She had never seen anything like it, and she had been undercover in some nasty BDSM clubs in her time. The two men forced her onto her back and started assembling the device around her; it was a sort of steel frame that reminded Paige of a gibbet, the tight, body-shaped cages that were used as punishment hundreds of years ago. She was locked to it with steel bands across her stomach and on either side of her breasts, as well as around her legs and arms. She could not move at all. The steel frame went past her head, and a chain was attached to it, then to a winch in the ceiling.

As the winch whirred to life, Paige was lifted off the ground. Her feet rested on the bottom part of the frame, but there was still pressure on her stomach, chest, and neck as her body settled in the device.

This isn’t so bad, she thought. It was uncomfortable, but not painful.

“Get the steel cock,” Rick said.

Fuck.

Paige had wondered why the device had been constructed so the lower part of the steel frame was flexible – she could move her legs at the hip joint, but it made sense when a massive, thick steel cock was pushed inside her pussy and attached to the part of the metal frame that encased her legs.

That’s diabolical! Paige was reluctantly impressed; when she tried to close her legs, the dildo crawled deeper inside her, but even when she spread her legs as far as she could, it did not come out.

“We’ll leave her here for now, then see what Mr. James wants to do with her in the morning.”

The two guards hoisted Paige higher, until she was ten feet off the ground, swaying slightly from side to side. Every movement of her legs made the steel cock move inside her; she tried to resist it, but even the slightest movement turned her on. She tested her restraints, but there was no give. Thick steel shackles kept her hands firmly locked to the sides of the device, and the steel bands pressing on either side of her breasts made milk drip from her udders.

She knew she was in trouble.

She knew that her hope of escape had dwindled to almost nothing.

But Paige did not take the undercover assignments that involved danger, pain, and sex because no one else would. She was a masochist at heart, and the cruel device she was now locked on managed to overrule her survival instincts and the fear that threatened to paralyze her. Paige started moving her legs to cause the cock inside her to move. It was cold and rough, but her pussy was soon wet enough to lubricate it, and the initial discomfort turned to pure pleasure.

You’re messed up, Paige, she thought as her moans echoed in the large room. This was her type of punishment. Cruel, cold steel trapped her and left her helpless, yet she was in control of her own pleasure.

The device creaked as she fucked herself. It was not elegant or sensual. It was raw lust, a distraction from her predicament and the horrors that awaited her. The steel dug into her skin, the milk trickled down her body, and the muscles in her legs started to tense up as she got closer and closer.

Just … a little … bit longer.

A whimpering, resigned sigh escaped her as the orgasm tore through her. Her body convulsed and spasmed, fighting the steel that encased her, and tears started flowing down her cheeks. It felt amazing, intense, but it was followed by a crushing sense of dread. The cock inside her suddenly became an oppressive presence, and her body was unable to find rest in the horrible device.

It's going to be a long night.

She had barely slept. Three orgasms had ravaged her body during the night, but they had become increasingly raw and painful. When the lights were turned on the next morning, she heard footsteps and voices. She was lowered from the ceiling until she was hanging a few inches off the ground.

“So this is the slave that tried to escape?” a handsome man asked. He wore a white suit and looked at Paige with a mix of curiosity and contempt. She did not doubt that she was looking at Mr. James, her target. Her owner.

Rick nodded. “She picked the lock to her chain and stall. I caught her in the yard.”

Mr. James walked up to Paige and cocked his head. “Hmm … interesting.” His strong hand wiped a drop of milk from Paige’s breast and licked it. “Tastes sweet. And such a beautiful girl.” He pinched her nipple, causing her to cry out in pain. “Why’d you do it? You knew what you signed up for, didn’t you.”

Paige clenched her jaw. “I … I don’t know. I got scared.” Being fucked by Mr. James was likely an inevitability at this point; she was not sure she would like the alternative. “It’s been … harder than I thought. I’m sorry!” She started sobbing; crying on command was one of her superpowers. “Please, forgive me, Master James.”

He took a step back. “Is that how you feel, girl? You had the balls to try and escape, you know how to pick a lock, and now you want me to believe that you’re sorry, that it was an accident?” He laughed. “I don’t buy it.”

He’s smarter than I thought. Paige chose not to answer.

Mr. James looked at her for what felt like an eternity. He stared into her soul, and Paige defiantly met his inquisitive gaze.

“I like this one,” he said with a smile. “There’s something about her.” He turned to Rick. “Give her a thorough whipping, keep her in the gibbet for another day, then belt her and put her in isolation. Keep her heavily restrained at all times, this one is a fighter.”

Paige was conflicted. Her chance of escape was growing ever more unlikely, but she was intrigued by the charismatic, strong billionaire. If I’m stuck here, I might as well try to enjoy myself, she thought. An opening would come eventually, she was certain of it.

Her newfound optimism was shattered a moment later

The thick bullwhip started licking Paige’s back mere seconds after Mr. James had left the building. She had been whipped countless times before, both on assignments or when she had sought it out in her spare time, but there was nothing erotic about this punishment. Paige tried to wring just a little pleasure from the pain, aided by the massive steel cock still inside her, but it did not work. The pain was too intense, and her screams of terror and helplessness rang through the barn.

The lashes tore at her back, and when Rick finally stopped, Paige was a sobbing mess. He raised her once again, higher this time, and left her to try and handle the violent discomfort from her tortured back and the breasts that were in desperate need of milking. She used her legs and the steel cock to bring herself to an unsatisfying, dirty orgasm, but she was no longer having fun.

The next day, she was finally let out of the gibbet. She could barely walk, she was sleep-deprived, and there was no energy left to reply to the guards’ taunting, demeaning comments. They took her to a room filled with restraints and torturous devices, but Paige did not care what they did to her, as long as she would be allowed to sleep.

“I know you’ve been enjoying that steel cock,” Rick said with a grin.

Paige did not answer. Her pussy was raw and felt like it had expanded after nearly two days impaled on the thick steel rod. She stood in the middle of the room with her hands cuffed above her head to a chain hanging from the ceiling, and wide, heavy steel shackles weighed on her ankles; they were not going to risk her escaping again.

“Your pussy belongs to Mr. James now,” Rick said and grabbed a steel chastity belt from a shelf. “So we’ll lock it up.”

Paige let out a gasp as the cold steel belt was locked around her waist. It was a tight fit. Another gasp followed as the gigantic rubber dildo mounted to the inside of the belt was inserted into her pussy before the part of the belt that went between her legs was locked to the waist part. The dildo filled her, but it was an improvement on the crudeness of the steel cock. Paige moved a bit to get a feel for her new accessory, and though it elicited a gentle trickle of arousal, she knew that she could not come from its presence alone.

This is going to be very frustrating. Paige was a sexual being, and being barred from touching herself was a far worse punishment than any whipping could ever be.

“Mr. James said to keep you heavily restrained.” Rick let a finger slide up Paige’s inner thigh, causing her to shiver. He moved on to her asscheeks, letting a finger peek through the hole in the chastity belt that allowed access to Paige’s asshole. He prodded at it with a smile. “Let’s see how heavy we can go.”

Paige enjoyed heavy bondage. But this was on another level. Rick found sadistic pleasure in adding pounds upon pounds of metal to her slender body. The collar was replaced with one that was thicker and taller, enveloping her neck in unforgiving steel. Equally brutal devices were added to her wrists and elbows. The wrist shackles were connected by a short steel rod, making them far more restrictive, and the elbow restraints were chained together so tightly, that Paige’s elbows almost touched. She could not move her arms and having her elbows pulled back caused her already huge breasts to be pushed forward. Thick chains connected her ankle restraints to her wrist restraints and collar, just to add weight, and when she thought it could not get any crazier, Rick rammed a huge silicone ball into her mouth, attached to a panel gag. He tightened the countless straps around her head.

“That should do it,” he said, visibly proud of his work of art.

Paige was stunned. She had never felt this restrained or helpless before. In her exhausted state, the added weight was a huge burden, but try as she might, she could not deny that she found the experience madly arousing. As Rick dragged her out of the room and toward the cells, every step was painful, draining the last drop of energy she had left. The steel dug into her ankles, and the combination of the tall collar and huge gag made every breath a chore. She could feel the veins in her head pushing against her skin.

“I’ll leave you in here for a while,” Rick said and opened a heavy steel door. “You should try to get some sleep while you can.”

Sleep? Is he kidding?

The cell was tiny, with only a thin mat to sleep on and a disgusting toilet bucket in the corner. There was no light source, and it reeked of sweat, stale milk, and despair.

Reminds me of my first apartment, Paige thought. Life had not been easy for her. The steel door slammed shut behind her, locking with a heavy thunk that underlined the anxiety building within her. She refused to give up hope, but it was hard to cling to as she leaned against the cold concrete wall and slowly lowered herself to the ground; the edges of the chastity belt scraped against her thighs, the dildo moved inside her, and her ankles cried as the shackles pressed on them. She wanted to lie down, but she was not sure she could get up again if she did, and Paige already had trouble breathing; lying down was likely to make it worse. Her breasts ached, but after a few attempts to reach them with her hands, she had to give up. There was no way to relieve the pressure. Drops of milk flowed down her breasts, onto her stomach, joining the constant stream of drool from the mouth-filling gag. It was humiliating and exhausting, and Paige could not figure out if she hated or loved the fact that it was such a huge turn-on. She desperately wanted to touch herself, but there was no way to do it, and even though she knew it would only add to her frustration, she could not help but wriggle her ass against the mat to feel the massive dildo move inside her.

Despite it all, despite the metal digging into her elbows, ankles, wrists, and neck, despite the labored breathing, Paige managed to fall into a restless sleep.

How long had she been there? Paige had no idea. The darkness and silence played with her senses; no sounds entered from outside, and only the constant scraping of metal against concrete and the rattling of chains could be heard. She was getting hungry; Paige knew rationally that they were not looking to starve her, she had to be ready for insemination soon, but in her weaker moments, the thought that they had left her to rot kept lingering in the back of her mind.

When Rick finally opened the door, Paige was willing to do anything for something to eat and drink. She looked up at him with pleading eyes, eliciting nothing but a burst of spiteful laughter.

“Looks like the escape artist is ready to be more cooperative,” he said and unbuckled the straps holding the ballgag in place. He yanked it out of her mouth, sending a waterfall of drool down her body. “Are you hungry?”

She nodded. “Yes.”

“Are you going to behave?”

Paige pondered the question. It was in her nature to be defiant, but she reckoned it was wiser to cooperate. “I am. My breasts really hurt, I … I learned my lesson.”

“The lesson isn’t over.” He grabbed the chain to Paige’s collar and pulled her to her feet. Her legs shook beneath her as she hobbled slowly behind him. To complete her humiliation, she was allowed to eat and drink from a trough near the cells. The oatmeal was tasteless but nourishing, and the water soothed her, invigorated her, even if it was a mess to eat, chained as she was.

“Do you want to be milked, cow?”

Paige nodded. “I do.”

Rick dragged her into a nearby cell, not much bigger than the one she had spent the night in. A milking machine was placed in the middle of the room and chains hung from the ceiling. He locked a chain from the ceiling to Paige’s collar, forcing her to stand on her toes to prevent her from choking on the wide steel collar. He then proceeded to lock Paige’s wrist restraints to a steel frame in front of the milking machine, preventing her from moving away. The vacuum tubes were then attached to her strained udders, clamping on with a mechanic whooshing sound. It stung as the machine started milking her, draining her breasts.

Paige let out a relieved sigh as the pain lifted. The milking was crude and uncomfortable, but she preferred it to the massive discomfort her breasts had been causing her the preceding days.

She closed her eyes and tried to find a little enjoyment from the milking. In her wildest dreams, she had never imagined herself in a situation like this.

Then the door closed.

“Wait … HEY!” she shouted as she heard the door lock. “No … he didn’t …” Desperation started taking hold of Paige’s body as the last drops of milk were sucked from her breasts and into the cruel machine. As the machine droned on, the relief was replaced with stinging pain as the device turned from a milking machine into a torture device.

“Fuck …” She tried pulling away, but the chain holding her collar and the steel frame locked to her wrists prevented it. She screamed.

The door opened.

“Please!” she begged. “Turn it off!”

Rick smiled. He held up a remote. “No. But this will make it more enjoyable for you.” He pressed a button and closed the door again.

The dildo inside Paige’s pussy started vibrating.

“Oh …” Paige’s eyes widened as her body flushed with pleasure. “That … oh …” It was not a subtle vibration, it was intense and violent, but that was how she preferred. It reminded her of her favorite vibrating dildo, which had a place of honor in the top drawer of her bedside table. She had named it Gerard.

This will get unbearable fast, she thought, but the knowledge did not keep her from smiling. Her breasts screamed, but it did not bother her as much anymore, nor did the brutal restraints. Her hands opened and closed, her body writhed and spasmed as the dildo ravaged her pussy, driving her further and further away from any rational thought and toward a more primal state of being.

“Oh, God … oh … FUUUUUCK!” Her lungs emptied as she screamed, her neck strained against the insane collar; she pressed against it, seeking the sense of asphyxiation to enhance her violent orgasm. Her body exploded in a firework of pure, unfiltered pleasure, lust, and pain. She shook all over, holding on to the intoxicating feeling for as long as she could.

She knew what awaited on the other side.

She knew that what followed would test her sanity.

The dildo continued to vibrate. The machine continued to suck milk that was not there. Wild elation turned to crushing despair. Her collar and shackles dug into her flesh as she tore at her restraints, but there was nothing she could do.

She started laughing. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she laughed. It was not funny, but her body could not cope with the emotions rationally.

If Tracy could see me now. She’s going to feel guilty for years when she finds out what I’ve had to endure.

The laughter stopped.

If she ever finds out.

***

The following days had been full of similar tortures, slowly draining Paige of her energy and defiance. Though she was put into lighter restraints after a while, she was still chained at all times, and Rick found great enjoyment in leaving her vibrating dildo on a low setting for whole days, constantly keeping Paige on the edge without any semblance of relief.

It was effective. When they finally came to get her in her cramped cell to take her to Mr. James, she wanted nothing more than to be fucked by the billionaire. She was hosed down and told to put on makeup before they dragged her to Mr. James’ bedroom.

Could be worse, Paige, she thought as she watched Rick leave the bedroom. She was suspended from her wrists; the shackles dug into her flesh, and she had to cling to the chain to take some pressure off, but at least there was no milking machine, and the vibrator was turned off. Her legs were spread wide open, pulled to either side and slightly forward by chains attached to her steel ankle restraints. It was a sensual, arousing position, and she could not wait to be fucked.

He's not going to get you pregnant, she told herself. He must have tried with dozens of girls without luck, you won’t be any different.

“There she is,” a dark voice sounded.

Paige tried to look over her shoulder, but the strenuous position and her collar prevented it. Though her wrist and ankle restraints had been manageable the last few days, Rick had left the impossibly tall and thick steel collar on.

Mr. James walked in front of her. He was naked, displaying a massive, girthy cock that made Paige wet just by looking at it. It seemed she had a similar effect on the billionaire; she could see it grow as he looked at her quivering, suspended body.

“I’ve looked forward to this,” he said, gently stroking his cock.

“Honestly … so have I.”

He laughed. “I can imagine. Rick is good at molding my slaves into submissive husks ready for breeding.”

Not quite there yet, mister. Paige only smiled in response.

“I usually torture my breeding slaves for a bit before starting, but just looking at you makes me hard,” Mr. James said and walked closer. His cock pressed against the chastity belt, and the heat from his ripped body hit Paige like a burning sun. His strong hands traveled across her body, causing an involuntary moan to escape her. “You have endured much.” He closed his lips around her right nipple, flicking it with his tongue before creating a vacuum, sucking her tit inside his mouth.

Paige had not been milked that day, and she sighed as the milk flowed into Mr. James’ mouth. For a moment, she barely thought of the pain in her shoulders and hips. His mouth was still on her when she heard the wonderful sound of the padlock on her chastity belt opening.

“Wow …” Mr. James said as he stepped back and opened the belt, pulling the massive dildo out of her. “He used the biggest one. And it’s is drenched.”

Paige bit her lower lip as Mr. James slowly guided his cock inside her. When he was fully in, he stayed there for a bit. It was a glorious, gigantic cock, on par with the dildo she had grown accustomed to, but the warmth from it made the walls of her tormented pussy glow with desire.

He did not take it slow. He started thrusting into her with incredible force, ramming his cock up her pussy so hard that the chains creaked from the strain. Paige’s hands clung to the chains for dear life as she was fucked harder than ever before. Mr. James’ mouth explored her upper body; it licked her neck, her breasts, kissed her lips with lust and force. It was violent and intense; there was no softness, no romance in his brutal display. It was all for him.

And Paige loved it.

“Oh, God!” she cried. The muscles in her arms and neck were strained, pearls of sweat trickled down her face, but she did not want it to stop. For days, she had been edging, and she knew that she would come before him.

Her moans increased in volume.

Her thigh muscles tensed up.

She felt a surge through her body a second before the tidal wave.

“AAAAAAAH!” she cried. Her entire body became rigid for a second, suspended between the chains and impaled on Mr. James’ cock. She squirted wildly, drenching Mr. James’ lower body, but he merely smiled and continued to fuck Paige as her body spasmed. If this was what she had to look forward to, being undercover as a fertile hucow slave could turn out to be a delightful assignment. Even though the orgasm’s hold on her body lessened, Mr. James’ cock still felt good inside her. Her arms hurt, her legs cramped, but sparks of pleasure still managed to power through the discomfort.

The room echoed with the sound of Mr. James’ powerful roar as he delivered his huge load inside her. Wave after wave of warm cum shot into Paige’s pussy and spilled out onto the mat and Mr. James’ feet. She could feel it inside her; it felt significant, intimate.

“Fuck,” he said, panting and wheezing. “That … that is a nice pussy.” Mr. James pulled out of Paige and stared at her for a bit with a furrowed brow. “This … this feels different. Who the fuck are you?”

Paige met his gaze. “I’m Paige. Just Paige.”

He nodded to himself. With a contemplative frown, he used a nearby console to raise the chains holding Paige’s ankles, causing them to rise. “It increases the chance of impregnation,” he said, but his voice was distant.

Paige did not mind. It meant that more of her weight was transferred to her ankles and off her wrists.

“Rick will … he will get you in a bit.” Mr. James took one final look at Paige before he left the room.

What the fuck was that all about?

***

Paige already knew what the doctor would say. The week of twice-a-day sessions with Mr. James was nearly a month ago, and her period, which was usually as precise as a German train schedule, had not come.

“Amazing,” the doctor said, blinking in disbelief. “You did it. You’re …”

Don’t say it.

“… pregnant. With Mr. James’ child.” Vivian rubbed her forehead and sighed. “This will change everything.”

Fuck.

***

Paige’s surprising pregnancy did indeed change everything. Within hours, she had been moved to a cell in the mansion to be closer to Mr. James. The billionaire had been ecstatic, and though Paige was terrified of what it all meant for her, at least she now had better living conditions. The large steel collar was replaced with a more manageable, smaller one, the food got better, she was allowed to exercise every day, and the punishments stopped.

“She’s a flight risk,” Mr. James had said. Multiple times a day, every part of Paige was searched to look for anything that could help her pick locks. She was always chained, always restrained, and a guard was posted outside her cell at all times of the day. When she was allowed to walk in the garden, she was escorted by at least two men, and she still had to wear restraints on her ankles, which made the walk nearly unbearable.

She wondered what it all meant for the other girls. They had all signed four-year contracts. Was Mr. James just going to let them go?

The answer turned out to be more terrifying that anything Paige could have ever dreamed up.

Paige sat on the edge of the bed and rubbed her eyes. She had fallen asleep again; there was not much else to do most of the day, and she was constantly tired. She had endured six weeks of pregnancy, but at least the morning sickness was getting better. Paige stared at the now familiar concrete wall. It was not a luxurious cell, but there was a small window with steel bars, and the narrow bed was soft. Most of all, she appreciated the toilet. An actual toilet.

She stared at the thick shackles around her wrists. Paige barely remembered how it felt to not be restrained. She wore matching restraints on her ankles, and even though she was not chained to the wall, the impressive steel door made any escape impossible. Her eyes moved from the restraints to the security camera above the door. Its red light was always on, reminding her that someone was watching. 

The sound of muted mumbling could be heard from outside the door. Paige got up from the bed as she heard it unlock. She had already had her exercise and a shower that day; the sun had set half an hour ago, leaving only a flickering lightbulb in the ceiling as illumination, and she was not expecting her dinner for another hour.

“There she is.” Lindsay James, Mr. James’ wife, appeared in the doorway. Her voice was dripping with disgust and spite. She wore a stylish cocktail dress that accentuated the glorious curves, and the cold eyes stared intently at Paige. “The fucking price hog, the one that could be bred.” She sighed. “Come with me. We’re going to a party.”

“Uh … what’s the occasion?”

Lindsay smiled in a way that made an unpleasant shiver run down Paige’s spine. “You’ll see. Put this on.” She handed Paige a red, strapless silk dress and watched as the perplexed slave girl pulled it up over her body. It fit her well, though her breasts threatened to pop out. She put on the black heels given to her next. “And she’s beautiful too. Just my luck.”

Lindsay locked a chain to Paige’s collar and started walking down the corridor with Paige in tow. Paige nearly tripped in an attempt to keep up, and she wondered what kind of party allowed a full set of steel restraints as part of the dress code.

They soon entered a huge dining hall in the center of the mansion. Paige was stunned to see at least a hundred people there, all of them wearing expensive designer dresses or custom-made suits. Diamonds and pearls glittered on the stylish women, and the men all wore the grim, determined facial expression of a person with ruthless ambition and an empathy deficiency.

Wait … I recognize some of these people. Paige felt a knot form in her stomach as she realized that she was witnessing a gathering of some of the richest people in the country – and a few dictators. The vice president was there, a few movie stars, two senators, as well as several drug lords that had a solid spot near the top of the most wanted list.

“My two favorite women are here,” Mr. James said with a smile as Lindsay and Paige approached him. Lindsay groaned and kissed him on the cheek, handing him Paige’s leash. “Has Lindsay told you what is happening here?”

Paige shook her head. “No, Master.” She had not seen much of Mr. James since her pregnancy started, but he was all smiles whenever they met. It freaked her out.

His smile took on a sinister vibe. He nodded toward a stage in the middle of the room. “Watch. This will give you an impression of what could happen if you displease me.”

Rick stepped onto the stage. His guard uniform was gone, replaced with a stylish dark gray suit and black tie. He looked handsome, and he smiled at the wealthy audience as he picked up a microphone. “Ladies and gentlemen!” he said with the voice of a confident showman. “On behalf of Mr. and Mrs. James, allow me to welcome you to this auction!”

Auction? No way …

“Lot number 1 is a beautiful 18-year-old blonde. She is as innocent as she looks, properly trained, and dying to serve! Give a round of applause for … Amber!”

The crowd cheered as a frightened blonde girl was dragged onto the stage by two guards. Tears streamed from her eyes as the crowd swallowed her naked, chained body. She wore the same heavy restraints as Paige, but Amber’s collar was heavier, as were her milk-filled breasts.

“Let us start the bidding at 100.000?” Rick controlled the crowd and the bidding with a suave charm as hands flew into the air. The girl sobbed and begged, but it only helped drive the bids higher.

“I … I don’t understand,” Paige said, stunned by what she was seeing.

Lindsay smiled. “We’ve paid a lot for these girls. None of them delivered. Time to get a little of that money back.”

A familiar face walked through the crowd and toward Mr. James. “Mr. James, I’m not comfortable with all this,” Dr. Vivian said and emptied her glass of champagne. The expressive eyes darted between Mr. James and the guests as she fiddled nervously with her large, expensive Rolex. “We cannot be sure that these people will adhere to the contract and release the girls when their four years are up. What about medical checks and …”

“Oh, shut up, Vivian,” Lindsay said and rolled her eyes. The air between the two women was cold as ice. “Who cares? Your job here is done. You should be pleased!”

Mr. James nodded. “Let it go, Viv.”

“Sold to the gentleman over there for 750.000!” Rick shouted, eliciting huge cheers from the crowd. Amber was dragged off the stage and handed to a man who Paige recognized as Carlos Ortega, the head of a Colombian drug cartel. She swallowed a lump and tried not to think of what kind of future awaited the young girl.

Vivian turned pale as she stared at the stage. “It’s not right.”

“Next up is Emily! This gorgeous woman is as submissive as they come! She loves being bound and used, loyal to a fault!” Rick had the crowd in the palm of his hand. “And she’s set to give birth within a month! Let’s start at 75.000?”

Paige shook her head in disbelief as another pretty girl was pushed onto the stage. Like Amber before her, she was scared and crying. Her huge belly rested under two giant breasts, but despite her pregnancy, they had still chained both her ankles and wrists. As the bidding war started, Emily saw Mr. James in the crowd.

“Please, Master! Don’t do this! Have I not done all that you asked? I beg you, don’t …”

Mr. James nodded at one of the guards who immediately pressed a large ballgag into Emily’s mouth. Her begging dampened the bidding somewhat, and she was soon handed over to one of the senators.

The night went on, with more and more terrified girls being sold to their new owners. The party soon took a dark turn, and Paige could only watch as the new owners drank from their acquisitions and laughed.

“Second-to-last lot is this cutie,” Rick said and pointed at a new girl. “This is Maya, an experienced teacher – and a great-tasting hucow. Do you want a slave to homeschool the kids? This is your chance!”

Vivian emptied another glass of champagne and shook her head. Paige found it hard to sympathize with the woman that had played such an integral part in the whole operation. All her sympathy was directed at the poor woman on stage, who was handed over to a sinister-looking businessman.

“I … I gotta go,” Vivian said and adjusted her low-cut, navy-blue silk dress.

Mr. James shook his head. “Not yet. You don’t want to miss the last auction.”

“What auction?” Vivian looked at Mr. James. “They’re all gone.”

Lindsay grinned. “This one was my idea.”

Rick cleared his throat. “The last lot of the night, people! And this one is special! Vivian is a doctor, specializing in fertility! You don’t want to miss the chance to keep this one for yourself! She’s still fertile and beautiful!” He gestured toward Vivian, who looked like a deer caught in a car’s headlights. Two guards grabbed her and cuffed her hands behind her back.

“Why?” she shouted at Mr. James as the tears streamed down her cheeks.

He shrugged. “You’ve done your part. And you know too much. Good luck, wherever you end up.”

The guards dragged the kicking and screaming doctor to the stage. The bidding was furious, and Rick had to raise his voice to try and drown out Vivian’s desperate cries for help.

“What a great evening,” Mr. James said as he watched Vivian being packed into a crate by a Middle-Eastern dictator’s aides. He waved at her with a smug smile before the crate’s lid was nailed in place. “What say we retreat to the bedroom, my dear?” He kissed a smiling Lindsay on the neck.

“A great idea, my love.” She looked at Paige. “What about her?”

“We’ll bring her.”

Lindsay frowned. “I don’t want her there.”

“You’ll have to get used to her, sweetie.”

Lindsay stared at Paige for a while before sighing. “I guess it’s alright. But only because you got me such a thoughtful present earlier today. I can’t wait to play with it.”

Paige felt disoriented and sick as the couple led her upstairs. She could still hear the cries of the hucows from the yard as they were pushed inside the cars of their new owners. The whole point of her undercover job had been to ensure that the girls were treated well, and she had failed miserably. Instead, she was now pregnant with Mr. James’ child, and even if she could get in touch with Tracy, many of the girls would be out of their reach by then.

Hang in there, Paige, she thought to herself. You can still get these two fuckers behind bars. You just have to wait.

Her mind was distracted as they entered the bedroom and Mr. James took off his clothes. She had not spent any time with his massive cock since her pregnancy started, and she had missed its company.

“I want to torture her, honey,” Lindsay said and glared at Paige.

Mr. James smiled. “She’s pregnant with our child, Lindsay.”

Despite the gray streaks in her raven-black hair, Lindsay looked like a bratty teenager as she pouted. “Fine! But after she’s given birth?”

“Then you can pull her nails out with pliers for all I care,” Mr. James said and winked at Paige to tell her that it was not going to happen. Paige did not feel reassured. Mr. James grabbed two crystal glasses from a table and handed one to Lindsay. “Let us toast to our future, my dear.”

Paige winced as the couple started milking her. She stood there, paralyzed, unable to comprehend what she had seen. At this moment, dozens of girls were driving toward an uncertain future, scared out of their minds, and she was standing in a luxurious bedroom, about to have a threesome with a rich couple. She wanted to protest, but even though the defiant voice in the back of her mind was strong, she knew it would not help her now. There was no way to help the girls if she pissed off the James couple.

“Mmm … it’s sweet,” Lindsay said as she emptied her glass. “I want more.” She placed her lips on Paige’s breast and started breastfeeding. Paige let out a surprised gasp as Lindsay bit down on her nipple with her teeth, but she clenched her jaw and stood still.

“Behave, my dear,” Mr. James said and laughed. He emptied the glass and ran his fingers through his thick hair. “Why don’t you get Mr. Woody, sweetie? I know how much you enjoy playing with him.”

Another person?

It was not a person. Lindsay removed her dress and walked to a nearby closet. The bedroom was tastefully furnished and seemed normal on the outside, unlike the device-filled room of terror that Paige had visited during her sessions with Mr. James. Lindsay found a huge strapon with a dildo on the inside; she inserted it into her pussy with a satisfied moan and tightened the buckles.

“Why don’t you go lie down on the bed, my love?” Lindsay said to Mr. James as she found a paddle in the closet. She walked over to Paige and pulled down Paige’s dress. “Suck his cock, slave.” Lindsay’s paddle hit Paige’s right breast with a loud thwack. “And do it well.”

Don’t mind if I do. Paige licked her lips and crawled onto the bed. Mr. James did not look at her; he looked past her at his wife. Paige felt like an object, a sex toy, and she was strangely okay with it.

Paige let her soft fingers run gently back and forth along the shaft. Each touch sent a shiver through Mr. James’ body, and he could not help but smile. She took her time, but it did not prevent his cock from hardening more each second.

“Enjoying yourself, my love?” Lindsay asked. Paige could feel the tip of the strapon rest on top of her buttocks.

“Very much so,” Mr. James answered. He looked down at Paige, watching as her hands danced hypnotically back and forth along the thickening shaft. She kissed the tip of his cock, barely touching it with her lips, and she could tell that he tried to resist the urge to press it inside her mouth.

“You’re teasing me,” he said. There was a hint of respect in his dark voice. “Brave.”

“Pleasure is not to be rushed,” Lindsay laughed behind Paige. She could hear a bottle being opened, and soon she felt the cold, slimy lube run down her asshole and pussy.

Fuck.

Lindsay started rubbing the tip of the dildo against Paige’s asshole. The rubber cock drew long lines from the asshole down between her labia, occasionally venturing as far as the clit before moving back up.

Paige let out a frustrated groan and tried to focus on the task at hand. Her fingers stroked his balls before moving past them, massaging the perineum. Her chains rattled and the shackles scraped against Mr. James’ inner thigh, but he did not seem to mind. A few times, she let her finger slide inside onto the edge of his asshole, but only for a brief moment.

When she finally opened her mouth and let him inside, he was hard as a rock and filled her mouth like nothing she had ever experienced. At the same time, the tip of Lindsay’s strapon entered Paige’s asshole like a hesitant explorer, only to move out immediately after. Lindsay repeated the move a dozen times, playing with Paige’s opening. Paige’s body moved and writhed in frustration as whimpering moans begged for more.

Lindsay gave her another half inch. Then she slid out.

Again.

Again.

Over and over, taking her time. Mr. James had not allowed her to torture Paige, but she had found a way. Her paddle soon started smacking Paige’s buttcheeks, sending waves of pleasure through Paige’s body. Slowly, Lindsay went in deeper and deeper with every movement, and it took several minutes before she finally buried the dildo in Paige’s asshole. At that point, Paige was ready to explode.

Meanwhile, Paige kept pleasuring Mr. James. Her mouth went back and forth as her hands aided her lips. She deepthroated him, massaging his cock with her tongue, receiving satisfied moans in return. He grabbed her hair and pulled her in closer, but she did not protest, even if his massive cock made it nearly impossible for her to breathe. He pulled the chain to her collar to make it even more difficult.

His cock was deep inside Paige’s mouth when he shot his load, and the resulting tidal wave of cum made her cough. Warm, sticky ejaculate dribbled from her mouth onto the sheets, and when she pulled back to catch her breath, the rest of it landed in her hair and on her face as it sprayed from his cock.

But Paige did not care. Her mind and body were occupied as Lindsay continued to fuck her ass. Mr. James leaned back with a smile as he watched, blowing a kiss to his wife.

“Fuuuuuuuuuck …” Paige’s voice was raspy and distant. Her asshole tightened around the base of the dildo like a cock ring as she embraced it.

Lindsay started picking up the pace. It was like a well-oiled machine increasing its speed as she fucked Paige harder. It was intense and violent, but Lindsay was not done torturing Paige.

Paige whimpered as Lindsay pulled out, just as Paige was nearing the edge.

“That was fun,” Lindsay said, her face flushed from the strapon’s inner dildo’s movements.

She walked over to Paige with a sadistic grin on her face. She proceeded to lock Paige’s shackles behind her back and connected them to the collar, forcing her hands up and her breasts forward. The position caused the collar to choke Paige, but the discomfort only served to turn her on. Her ass was from the intense fucking, but she wanted more. Lust had taken the wheel, and the fate of the other hucows drifted further and further from her mind.

“Do you want to fuck her?” Lindsay said and looked at Mr. James.

He nodded. “I do.”

Lindsay sighed. “Fine. But I don’t want to sit by and watch.” She found a double dildo gag with a girthy dildo on the inside and a massive one on the front. She pushed the inner dildo inside Paige’s mouth with a smile and tightened the buckles. The rubber cock pressed down on Paige’s tongue and triggered her gag reflex, but she had no way of removing it. Lindsay lay down on the bed and gestured for Paige to approach. “Let’s see if you can give as well as you receive.”

Mr. James got up from the bed and watched with a smile as Paige crawled onto the bed. She struggled to steady herself on the soft bed with her hands shackled behind her back, the collar constantly choking her, and her heavy ankle restraints.

Lindsay grabbed the dildo strapped to Paige’s face and pulled her closer, directing it into her pussy. “Mmm … that feels pretty good.”

Paige started fucking Lindsay, but it was difficult. Her restraints made the back-and-forth movement choke her even more, and she feared that she might pass out.

The fear was quelled a moment later as she felt Mr. James’ cock rub against her pussy. He entered her slowly, dominating her body, taking control of the situation with his massive erection. He touched every nerve ending inside her, and her body started squirming and writhing as she was flooded with lust.

Fuck, that cock is magic, she thought when he was fully inside her. It filled her, stretched her, drove her insane. She was momentarily distracted from her own task, but Lindsay was not a patient woman, and she soon grabbed Paige’s blonde hair and started directing her head.

“I love you,” Mr. James said as he fucked Paige. She knew it was not directed at her, and Paige felt awkward as the couple started blowing kisses at each other while his hips crashed into her ass and she fucked his wife.

It went on and on.

Both of them had incredible stamina, and it was hard for Paige to keep up.

“This girl can’t retain the pace,” Lindsay said after a while with a disappointed frown. “Let’s put her on her back.”

Paige whimpered as Mr. James pulled out of her. She struggled to breathe, and she welcomed the relief when Lindsay unlocked her shackles from her collar and placed her on the bed, chaining her hands above her head to the frame. Seconds later, Mr. James entered Paige again, lifting her lower body off the mattress with his impressive strength, spreading her legs to allow himself full access to her soaking wet pussy. Lindsay sat astride Paige’s head and started riding the dildo.

Moans and whimpers filled the room. All three of them were caught in a flood of ecstasy. Paige could not move, nor did she want to. Mr. James’ strong fingers dug into her skin.

She came.

Hard.

Harder than ever before.

She screamed. Her entire body spasmed and shook, and the added vibration sent Lindsay over the edge.

“FUUUUCK!” she screamed, squirting violently onto Paige’s face. It soaked her hair and the sheets, but she was too far gone herself to even care.

Mr. James delivered the final salute and pushed deep into Paige, shooting his load inside her, emptying himself. The two lovers leaned in over Paige and kissed passionately.

“Maybe it’s not such a bad thing that she’s going with us,” Lindsay said as she raised herself off of the soaked dildo.

Going with them? A sense of intense dread crept through Paige’s body, choking the last remnants of her orgasm. She stared at Lindsay as the woman removed her gag.

“Indeed.” Mr. James pulled out of Paige and wiped his cock with a towel. “She’ll be a nice pet.”

Paige cleared her throat. “Going … where?”

“It speaks!” Lindsay laughed, got off the bed, and put on a black silk robe. “The girls have been sold. You’re going to deliver us the child we always wanted. There’s no need to stay here.” Something about the confident smile made Paige cold to the bone. “Especially not with the authorities investigating us.”

Paige was speechless. Mr. James unlocked her hands from the bedframe and dragged her to her feet. He kept a firm grasp on her collar. “We know who you are, Paige. I did a little digging after your escape attempt.”

“I … I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Paige cried out as Lindsay slapped her cheek hard.

“Don’t try that anymore. It’s not like we’re going to hurt you, not really. You’re too important now.”

Paige shook off the burning sensation on her cheek and sighed. “They know where I am. They’ll …”

“Do they?” Mr. James dragged Paige to a door in the corner. He opened it and looked at Paige with a sadistic smile.

“T… Tracy? No …” Paige’s entire existence shattered as she looked at the naked figure, chained to a chair. The green eyes looked up at her, terrified. A giant ballgag filled Tracy’s mouth, and it looked like she had been tortured.

“She’s my new plaything,” Lindsay said, nearly jumping with joy. “My sweetie gave her to me this morning. She’s coming along too.”

Mr. James nodded. “She’ll be a good incentive for you, Paige. See, we can’t punish you without hurting the baby. Her, on the other hand …”

Paige had no words. She stared at Tracy and shook her head in disbelief.

“You see, we want a large family,” Paige said and caressed Paige’s breast with a smile. “Don’t look so grim. It’ll be fun!”

Paige looked at her, tears streaming down her face. “Fuck you.”

Mr. James patted her on the cheek. “You will. Don’t worry about that.” He looked at Lindsay. “Time to pack, my love. The plane is waiting.

THE END
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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 Fertile Hucow College

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

Hucow Slaves of the Imperators

In a dystopian far future, Halley has been genetically engineered to be a hucow slave for the ominous Imperators. Her journey takes her from the Imperators itself to the deep bowels of the Galactic Unity’s pleasure ships.

The Eternal Hucow Slave

Astrid is taken by Vikings and cursed to become an immortal hucow slave. Throughout the centuries, she is again and again forced into slavery - but she does not mind.
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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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