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Frank James pointed to the bunch of trees by the side of the road. “Hey boss, let’s see which daughter the old man brought out today, eh?”

Sheriff Hill grinned and nodded. “Yes, we are definitely doing that.” He hardly needed a reminder. Oveja’s ranch was one of the main reasons he took this scenic patrol route every day. He slowed down and stopped right in front of the post.

The tied young girl lying on the ground swiftly got up on her knees and lowered her eyes respectfully.
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“Ah! It’s Lizzy Beth, my favorite!” exclaimed Deputy James, “she turned 18 only a month ago.”

“Yeah, I remember,” replied Hill. “You performed her PI, right Frankie?”

“Yes, very beautiful and well-behaved,” said the other and winked, “a solid B-grade.”

They stepped out and walked over to the post. The girl nervously straightened up and tried to correct her posture.

“Mornin’ Lizzy,” greeted the deputy and gave her an exaggerated tip of the hat.

“Morning, Sir,” she replied with a barely audible voice.

The sheriff examined the girl from tip to toe with a lecherous look on his wrinkled, leathery face. Her wrists were tied together with a long weathered rope that was hitched around the huge wooden post. She wore a skimpy red shirt that barely contained her huge tits, and denim shorts that covered nothing but her pubis. Her smooth, mocha-colored skin was glistening under the sun.

“Poor thing,” said hill and looked up. “I keep telling your old man to build a roof over this post. At least invest in a beach umbrella or something. It breaks my heart to see you girls spend hours under this scorching hot sun.”

Lizzy tried to smile but didn’t say anything.

“Anyway,” continued Hill, “which one of your holes is papa renting out today?”

“Just my mouth, sir” Lizzy replied coyly. “I’m to remain chaste until the Harvest Festival.”

“Of course,” said the deputy. “Lizzy is one of the Oveja girls who are going to be auctioned off this year. You, Dottie Belle, and Billy Jean, right?”

“Not Billy Jean, sir,” she replied. “She left the ranch last week, I think she works at a restaurant near Randyville.”

“Ah!,” exclaimed the sheriff and slapped his hip in frustration. “Such a shame! I’ve had my eyes on that filly for a long time. I was going to bid on her at the festival.” He turned to the girl and bowed down a little to look her in the eye. “You sure she’s not on the roster, girl? Sure that’s not a temporary thing till harvesting?”

“I’m not sure,” she shrugged. “We’re not of the same mother. We were raised in different barns, sir. Perhaps papa would tell you.”

Hill waved his hand dismissively and started to unzip his pants. “Never mind. Dottie Belle is as good a choice I guess.”

Lizzy quietly waited for the two man take their cocks out. She instinctively raised her tied hands to hold the sheriff’s cock, but the man slapped her to remind the proper course of action a good girl should take. She let out a little shriek and immediately leaned forward to lick his engorged member.

Lizzy Beth was one of the best cocksuckers the Oveja ranch has to offer. Her mother was a regional champion and taught her daughters well. She was the undisputed matriarch, and was priced around five-figures.

His father Juan was one of the biggest slave ranchers in the region. He had three barns with three slave-hens each, all accomplished fellatrices and whores. His many well-trained, beautiful daughters were popular among city-slackers who flocked to the Harvest Festivals in the Randyville region.

And now, she was getting the much needed practice two weeks before her auction at the festival. She was good, but good wasn’t enough. She had to practice a lot to get the best price she could. That’s why she and her sister Dottie were doing daily shifts at the facefuck post, sucking the cocks of every man who cared to stop by for just 5 bucks each.

She did her duty well. Like her sisters who had come before her, she knew well that daughters were very important for ranchers. A ranch of this size produced 3-to-5 slavery-age girls every year, and they made all the difference. This year, she and Dottie had an even bigger burden on their shoulders because BJ was not available for purchase. She had to earn well so her sisters could eat for the rest of the year.

With that in her mind, Lizzy served with the greatest skill and enthusiasm she could muster. She licked and sucked the sheriff’s rod first, and after a while switched to the deputy’s. Blowing two guys at the same time was always tricky. A good girl should be able to determine the right amount of time to spend on each cock. She should suck long enough to satisfy one, but not too long to not frustrate the other. It was a tough balancing act. The task got even trickier when the two men had hierarchical relationship between them. She surely had to pay discernibly greater attention to the Sheriff’s cock.

This wasn’t the first time she sucked the deputy’s cock. When her father had taken Lizzy and four other girls to Old Hickory Sheriff’s Department last month, Hill had been out of town, and James the officer in charge. Of course, she had had to demonstrate her oral skills alongside her sisters. Primary inspection didn’t necessitate the utilization of the female in any way, but Lizzy hadn’t known that. She was a simple rural girl. If a man took out his cock and pointed at her, she sucked it. It was that simple.

It was even simpler when the men raped her face instead. If they preferred to skullrape her like a mindless toy, they would grab her head and fucked her mouth as they wished. Lizzy found that easier, relaxing even, because she didn’t have to think, plan, or strategize. A cocksucker had to pay attention to the superior’s facial expressions, listen to the noises he made, and read his twitches and throbs. It was hard work. A rapehead, on the other hand, was just a ball with a hole.

A fuckin’-noggin didn’t need a functioning brain. It was unstressful and oddly freeing.

So, Lizzy was more than content when the two cops soon decided to take the matter in hand and started to fuck her face more violently. She had been doing a very good job for a while, but the sheriff soon ran out of patience and turned aggressive. He secured the girl’s long wavy hair in his left fist and grabbed her chin with the other. Lizzy immediately realized what was going to happen and made her throat available for the imminent violent pounding.

Sure enough, Hill started to fuck her face pussy brutally, until he had exhausted himself. He paused for a short rest and handed her head to his deputy like a toy. James held her head with his huge palms on either side and shoved his own cock between her full lips without wasting any time. Another bout of ferocious face-fucking followed.

The two men kept passing her to and fro for a few more rounds, until they each emptied their loads deep in her mouth. She obediently swallowed without hesitation. Rapists’ jizz was a major part of a farm-girl’s diet, and none were stupid enough to waste a drop. They were always grateful and appreciative when a man ejaculated in their mouths. Lizzy Beth gratefully drained the Sheriff’s balls first, and drank everything James unloaded in her gullet next.
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The two men stumbled backwards once they had finished fucking the young girl’s face. They were visibly exhausted. Sheriff Hill was no longer a young man, of course. A survivor of two heart-attacks, he was 68 years old.

His deputy Frank was no spring chicken either. He was in his late-forties, with his own brand of debilitating health problems. He hated his life, his wife, the chicken-coop of a town he lived in, and most of all, the sheriff who simply refused to kick the bucket despite so many close-calls. Frank James wanted Hill’s star desperately. Not only because he wanted to be the head honcho in these parts, but also because the job entailed registering and inspecting all the slavery-age girls in the area.

He had had a taste of that power a month ago, when Lizzy and her sisters had walked into the station when Hill was away. It had been the best day of his life. He had awkwardly handled the official questionnaires and measurement stuff, taken a few pictures, and then abused his power as much as he could. He had fucked all those pretty girls in the face, and they had done everything he wanted without complaint. He had been the man. He had represented the state. Nothing was more powerful or fearsome than the androcratic regime and its iron grip over people’s minds. And James had been its sole representative in Old Hickory, that is until the Sheriff had returned a few days later.

Since that day, all he could think about was taking over as sheriff. He even dreamed of ways to eliminate Hill whenever he closed his eyes.

Yet, he didn’t have the courage to act. Hill was going to buy the farm soon anyway.

“Good girl,” he managed to say after a few seconds. “You almost took my breath away, babe.”

“Thank you, sir,” replied Lizzy Beth without hesitation. She could see that the men were too tired to rape her again, and she was grateful for that. Unfortunately for her, traffic on the road was getting heavier with every passing minute. She knew from past experience that once the sheriff left, a line of cars would immediately form in front of her. She wouldn’t be able to rest her jaw long. “Post duty” was never easy for a farm-girl.

“Perhaps I can bid on you at the auction, Lizzy,” said the deputy with a wink.

“Not sure if you have the money for such a beauty, Frankie,” the sheriff laughed. “They don’t pay us well enough for that.”

“What? Maybe I can sell the wife,” chuckled the other, trying to hide his contempt. “I can get a few hundred bucks for that stupid cow, right?”

Hill pursed his lips and shrugged. “Perhaps, but I’m sure Lizzy here must have a sweetheart already. A classmate who has been saving his allowance to buy her butt.” He grinned and patted the deputy in his back in a condescending way. “My moron son is like that. He has jars full of bucks, that kid. He has a crush on one of the Gerson chicks. She won’t be available for two more years, so who knows, maybe he can manage to save enough, eh?”

Lizzy smiled, this time genuinely. The sheriff was probably talking about Jenna Gerson, who was in the same class with Randy Hill. Lizzy wondered if she had a similar secret suitor among her classmates. She wouldn’t mind if Toby Hendricks made a bid on her at the Harvest Festival. He was the coolest boy at school, and he was always sweet to her.

The two men made a few more tasteless jokes at her expense and then drove away. Lizzy sighed with relief and sat back down under the post. She knew that she had only a few more minutes to rest before another car would notice her and stop by for a quick facerape.
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“Figured you’d be thirsty.”

Lizzy turned and looked around the post she was leaning against. Dottie Belle was walking towards her with a cup of water and a plate of freshly baked cookies.

“Finally!” she cheered. “Parched and starving.”

“Parched?” snickered the other. “I’ve been watching you since morning. You had thirteen visitors. Multiply that with four loads each, that makes…” She scratched her head.

“Don’t hurt your little brain Dot,” chuckled Lizzy Beth and grabbed the cup from her half-sister’s hand. “Papa says that it contains a lot of sugar, but all I taste is salt, to be honest!” She gulped the water down quickly and grabbed one of the cookies.

“I know, I know,” agreed the auburn haired beauty and looked towards the horizon. “Not much traffic this time of the day, thank god!”

“Yeah, I think I can rest for about half an hour before folks start driving back home.”

Dottie Belle smiled bitterly. Lizzy mirrored her smile. Dot was the only sister from the third barn she got along well with. Her mother was the second matriarch of their barn. A very fertile Scandinavian beauty, she used to be a highly valued breeder, but she was too old to give birth now. Her offspring often won prizes at festivals thanks to their exotic looks that combined papa’s signature Oveja mocha tan with her reddish-blonde Nordic hair. Dottie certainly was one of the most alluring calves she had produced. Her smooth, unblemished skin looked like liquid gold under the hot Old Hickory sun.

“Anybody interesting so far?” asked Dot and handed another cookie to her pretty sister tied to the five-bucks face-fuck post.

“Not really. Several townies, a few tourists, the Keith brothers from the next farm.. oh, and the sheriff and his deputy, of course.”

“Of course!” said Dot and made a disgusted face. “So, no Toby, huh?”

“What? Toby?” Lizzy asked, acting like a kid caught with her hand in the cookie jar.

“Ah!” chuckled the other. “You know who. Toby Hendricks. You’re obviously sweet on him. You blush like a traffic light whenever he talks to you.”
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Lizzy Beth shrugged like she didn’t care. “Yeah, he’s a fine looking boy. And no, he didn’t stop by… I mean, this place isn’t on his way anyway, so…”

“Yeah, a lot of people take the longer route just to use my mouth,” Dot grinned. “Yesterday, this one guy said he drove all the way from Randyville, and…”

“Wait! Did he… Did Toby stop by yesterday during your post duty?” asked Lizzy with fire in her eyes.

Dottie couldn’t reply as their conversation was interrupted by a tire screech. Lizzy stopped and turned to the SUV a few meters away. The door opened and a middle aged man hopped out.

“Damn! another city slicker” Lizzy said under her breath and turned to where Dot stood a moment ago. But the auburn-haired beauty was already gone.

The man took his sunglasses off and threw them in the car. He looked around, pulled his belt up and started to walk towards the bound girl. She quickly got up on her knees and straightened up.

The man looked reasonably handsome. He wasn’t overweight like middle aged men from Old Hickory. He was well-built but didn’t look rough. His skin was smooth. No sunburn, no callouses. Lizzy could tell that he wasn’t a working man who used his hands for a living. Most likely a white-collar type who worked out obsessively.

“Good day, young lady,” he greeted when he finally reached the kneeling girl. “What’s your name?”

“Good day, Sir,” she replied with a respectful smile. “Lizzy Beth Oveja, at your service.”

“Ah! Oveja. Right!” he said and produced a small note book from his back pocket. He shuffled through the pages for a moment. “ Three items, Lizzy Beth, Dottie Belle, Billy Jean…”

“Not Billy Jean,” she rolled her eyes for the tenth time since that morning. “She isn’t…”

“Sold already?” asked the man.

“Not really, but…” she started, but the man waved his hand to shut her up. He didn’t care about the details. He looked like he was constantly in a hurry.

“Okay, get up and take off your shorts, Lizzy Beth.”

“I’m sorry, Sir,” Lizzy said, “Only my mouth is available for use today. I’m to be…”

“Yeah-yeah. You are to remain chaste? I keep hearing that at every farm. Don’t worry. You’ll remain chaste,” he said, using air quotes with the word “chaste.”

“I don’t understand, Sir.”

“Don’t worry, farm girl, I’ll help you understand.” He took a step forward, grabbed the girl by her hair and pulled her up violently. Lizzy let out a shriek as he forced her onto her feet, slapped her across the face, turned her body and bent her over the post in one fluid sequence. It was obvious that this wasn’t the first time he performed this act.

“Shut up and don’t move, little slut,” he growled, and slapped her right butt cheek brutally to make his point stick. Lizzy started to cry. She was surprised by this sudden burst of violence, even though she was used to getting manhandled and faceraped often like all slavery-age Old Hickory girls.

Without losing any time, the man shoved his hand under the waist of her shorts and pulled ‘em down savagely. The shorts slid down her long legs and fell around her tied ankles. He put one hand on the small of her back to pin her trembling young body onto the top of the post, and used the other to explore her bare round bottom.

“Open your legs,” he ordered as he continued to stroke her perfect heart-shaped ass. Lizzy sniffled and hesitated, not being able to understand how she could open her legs with her ankles tied together. Another hard slap on her right ass-cheek prompted her to lift her feet up and spread her knees as wide as possible. Now her untouched tight fuckholes were fully exposed under the afternoon sun, and at the mercy of this brutal stranger.

“Will you rape me, Sir?” the shocked girl asked with a trembling voice. “Please, please don’t penetrate my pussy, I beg you.” She was baffled by the man’s behavior. In the countryside, people respected each other’s property. There was an unspoken rule, a code of conduct among rapists. Nobody deflowered farmers’ daughters without permission or damaged them before harvesting.

Of course most girls were utilized in many ways before they were sold at the festivals, but a number of ‘shy fillies’ were kept chaste for people who liked mint-condition fucktoys. Lizzy Beth was one of those girls. While the likes of Billy Jean and her bestie Clarabell were fucking everybody with a cock in town, she had been able to stay away from boys until this day. The boys in her class were animals of course, and they often raped her throat in the most humiliating and violent ways, but they had never broken the honor rule and defiled her other holes to this day.

“Penetrate your pussy? No, I won’t do that,” he said and started to rub her slit with two of his fingers. Lizzy’s pussy immediately got wet and slippery, despite the terror she felt. Of course, regardless of the situation, her hole knew what it was for. “Not yet, anyway,” he continued. He slathered his fingers in her pussy juices and slid them upwards. After crossing her perineum, he drew a few circles around her tightened anal opening. Then he pressed his slippery fingers against the entrance and pushed them inside. Lizzy panicked and reflexively clenched her butt, but a few well placed hard slaps on her ass cheeks discouraged her from resisting.

“Open!” he ordered with an authoritative voice. Lizzy felt powerless right away and relented without hesitation. Like all farm girls, she was well-conditioned to obey male authority. Even a firm-toned request was enough to make her submit. The moment she heard the command, her sphincter gave out, and his fingers slipped inside.

Once his fingers were in, he immediately turned them around to slathered the rest of her juices around the hole. He started to push them in and out to ease her muscles further. The moment he started to finger fuck her ass, Lizzy started to sob uncontrollably.

“You can cry all you want, farm girl,” said the man as he unzipped his pants. “I understand, you are new to this, huh?” He took his erect cock and pressed it against her rectum. He slapped her butt again for a few times before shoving his dick into her butt without warning. Lizzy screamed bloody murder when the huge thing penetrated her, no, impaled her like a spear. She continued to cry and scream at the top of her lungs as he started to gleefully assfuck her like a piece of meat.
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The pain was unbearable. The poor girl had never experienced this kind of agony before. She desperately looked at the farmhouse in the distance, hoping for someone to come and help her. Unfortunately, her father was in town to buy some rope and other supplies to restrain the girls. She didn’t expect her sisters to come out and help her either. What could they even do, offer their own asses instead?

“Billy Jean would, if she was there,” Lizzy thought to herself. She didn’t like BJ at all, but she was the most promiscuous of all the Oveja girls, and she surely had had a lot of cocks in her backside.

“Close your legs now!” the man ordered. Lizzy swiftly obeyed and pressed her legs together. This action tightened her inexperienced asshole even further and drew a loud satisfied grunt from her rapist. He continued to pump her butt like there was no tomorrow. His body was slamming into her round bottom like an unfeeling machine, and his huge hard rod was turning her insides into soup.

Every now and then, he stopped, pulled back, and spanked her butt as hard as he could. She couldn’t see, but her butt felt hot and red. The ruthless slaps burned the outside, and the big cock scorched her from the inside.

When the guy finally pulled out of her fully, she could barely feel her butt. She was somehow both numb and in agony. Before she could realize the assrape had ended, he grabbed her hair and pulled her head towards himself. As he pushed her head down, her legs were lifted above the ground and her body turned around over the top of the post. He slapped her again and immediately rammed his reddened cock in her surprised mouth. She wasn’t allowed to move even a bit. Two strong hands held her head in place and his cock was shoved down her throat.

A brutal but short facefuck followed. Before she could catch her breath, he ejaculated down her throat. She choked a little but swallowed everything, like a good farm girl should.

Once his balls were completely empty, the man stopped and rested for a while with his cock shoved deep in Lizzy’s throat. He calmed down, pulled out of her mouth, and slapped her hard again.

“Very good!” he commented after a few seconds. “Pretty face, long legs, full tits, tight butthole, pleasant screams and sobs. Prime fuckmeat overall.” He picked a tenner from his wallet and stuck it in the money bucket.

“Thank you, Sir”, Lizzy squealed with tears gushing out of her pretty eyes. She was in agony, but at least she was still a virgin… Technically.

“You made your papa proud, Lizzy Beth. I’ll bid on you at the festival.” He opened his notebook and scribbled something. “You’re on my buy list. You and six others, so far.”

Lizzy Beth didn’t know what he meant, but she was too hurt and tired to inquire about it anyway. See kept on crying quietly.

“You are confused,” he grinned. “I work for Rapist’s Choice Cunthouse. Have you heard about us? It’s a slaveshop chain specializing in elite pussy.”

Lizzy shook her head, stupefied.

“That’s right,” he said and squeezed her full boobs. “You are definitely worthy of our refined clientele. We’ll buy your butt for a few bucks and then sell it to a rich asshole for ten times that.”

He slapped the girl again. “I assume the girl who had been watching us from the farmhouse was your sister Dottie Bell, huh? Tell your sister she is not very good at sneaking.” He paused and grinned. “Also tell her that I’ll return tomorrow to do the same to her cute little butt.”
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Lizzy Beth felt a tap on her shoulder and turned to Dot. Her half sister smiled mischievously and pointed towards the wall across the street where a bunch of teenagers were hanging out. It took Lizzy half a second to notice Toby Hendricks among them. He was sitting alone looking at his phone while a couple of his friends were casually raping a girl.

Dottie quickly hid her smile and turned to their father who was paying for the stuff they had picked up at the girl-cover store. “May Lizzy and I take a walk down the street for a few minutes, dad?” she asked with her little girl voice. “We haven’t been to town since graduation. All our friends are-”

Juan Oveja turned around and raised an eyebrow. It was enough to interrupt Dottie in mid sentence. Their father wasn’t as big an asshole as other girl-ranchers in the area. His daughters were free-range chicks, who could roam freely outdoors, while most of their peers were confined in small stalls all day. Dottie, Lizzy and their sisters were all allowed to attend school. Of course Juan didn’t let them out like that because he was a kind soul. On the contrary, he was a calculating bastard who knew well that girls attracted most of their suitors in high school. More suitors meant more bids at the auction, and more bids meant more money. Of course, his unusual style occasionally cost him dearly. One of his prized calves, Billy Jean, had recently managed to find a well-paying job in the city and fled the farm before he could auction her off.

“You girls have your chastity belts on?” he asked with a slightly menacing voice. The girls quickly raised their skirts to show the rusty metal devices under their revealing sundresses. Those heavy cock-blockers had been handed down from sister to sister for decades. “Very well,” Juan nodded and waved to the packages full of rope, shackles, girl covers, and various other slave paraphernalia. “I’ll take all these to the truck. You girls meet me at the pharmacy in 20 minutes.”

“Yes daddy!” both said in unison and ran out of the Dirnenkleidung express. They walked down the street for a while, pretending to look at shop windows until their father left the area. Once he was gone, they crossed the street to say hi to their classmates.

“Hey guys!” Dot waved when the group noticed them. Xavier Taureau and Rudy Stier stopped spit-roasting their blonde captive and greeted her back. The moment Rudy stopped fucking the girl’s face and pulled out of her mouth, Lizzy recognized Francine Novilla. She wasn’t one of her classmates. The poor thing was one of the “spinsters” who hadn’t been sold last year for some reason. “Perhaps this is why,” Lizzy thought to herself. As a ‘shy filly’ who was kept a virgin, she had a very low opinion of the deflowered heifers.
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“Finally! A real slut who knows how to suck cock properly!” Rudy yelled and wrapped his strong arm around Dottie’s slender waist, while he continued to use Francine’s reddened face to wipe her saliva off his hard member. He made a sad face when his hand hit the metal belt of the girl’s chastity device. “Goddammit! Why the good ones are under lock and key and all the useless ones are free to fuck?”

“I’m sorry,” cried the tied blonde with tears gushing out of her pretty green eyes. “I just can’t concentrate with a big cock in my butt. Please, at least untie my wrists, so I can…”

“Oh, don’t blame me, or my ties, slut,” chuckled Xavier, pulled his cock out of her well-used butthole, and slapped the bound girl hard on her left asscheek. Francine screamed in pain. “If you were any good, some stupid tourist would have bought your butt last harvest. They test-raped you girls all week, didn’t they? All your sisters are serving city-slicker cocks in cosy Randyville and Cunton harems right now, while you are being gangraped in this shithole of a town like an alley-whore.” Before the crying girl could respond, he grabbed her by her long blonde ponytail and turned her around to shove his cock down her throat. The girl groaned in protest, then immediately started to suck on the boy’s big fat cock like a good heifer. She may not be the best her barn had produced, but she wasn’t stupid enough to resist a face rape.

“This guy is the worst, isn’t it” Rudy laughed as the other continued to fuck the young spinster’s face mercilessly. Then he pulled Dottie onto his lap. The girl immediately joined her arms at her back like a well-raised farm girl. Rudy smiled and started to casually play with the redhead’s huge tits as if they belonged to him.

“I hear your dad started to rent out your mouth,” Rudy said, and looked at to Lizzy, who was still standing awkwardly a couple of meters away. “Both of you.”

“Yeah, been a week now,” said Dot. Her breathing was getting noticeably heavier as Rudy kept fondling, squeezing, and pinching her full udders. “This is our only day off.”

“Ah! You came to suck my cock, on your only day off?”

“What? No, I…” Dotty could barely respond before Rudy forced her onto her knees and pressed her mouth onto his cock. He was hard as a rock again. She sighed in frustration and started to suck the boy’s dick obediently. Resistance was pointless. This was the purpose of her existence anyway. “You’re the best, Dottie,” the boy chuckled. “Show that useless whore how it’s done.” He kicked Francine’s bare bottom playfully. The girl groaned with shame as she serviced Xavier’s member as well as she could.

As she sucked, Dot looked at her half sister and frowned a little. The only reason they had come over here was to give Lizzy Beth a chance to speak to her crush Toby, but the brunette looked like a deer caught in headlights for some reason. Lizzy’s widened eyes finally noticed Dot’s frown and she realized she had to make her sacrifice count.

“Hey Toby,” she managed to say after a long while. “How are you doing?”

The boy raised his head and looked at the brunette with surprised eyes. “Hey Elizabeth!” he greeted. Lizzy’s eyes lit up with a childish smile. Toby was the only person who called her Elizabeth. She loved to hear it from his mouth. Today, however, his voice wasn’t as upbeat as usual. “Sorry, I have been texting our… um… landlord.”

“Oh? Is there a problem with the shop?”

“Yeah. We couldn’t make the rent this month. Well, for the last three months, actually. I think we’ll have to close soon. Nobody buys hand-made girlcovers any more. That Dirnenkleidung Express is steamrolling us.”

Lizzy’s smile faded. Hendricks Boutique used to be the only shop that sold women’s clothing until a brand new Dirnenkleidung Express was opened last year. Of course, they weren’t able to compete against a giant company that produced cheap slutware.

“Yeah,” Lizzy said with an embarrassed expression. “We were just shopping there. Dad bought a bunch of clothes for us girls. It’s just… People tend to rip our clothes during rapes, and we just can’t afford anything other than those cheap girl-covers, you see.”

“I know,” Toby nodded. “I don’t blame you, or others who go there. They are selling 10-tear away sundress packs for the price of one of my mom’s. It’s impossible to beat that value.”

“I’m sorry,” said Lizzy. An awkward pause followed. She didn’t know what to say. Her eyes slid towards the two girls dutifully sucking cocks on their knees a few meters away. “You know,” she stammered, “I can’t help you with that situation, but I can… cheer you up.” Toby looked at her with sad eyes. “I can give you the best blowjob ever. I was raised and trained by skilled women. I’m pretty good. And I have been practicing on real cocks too.” She stopped. Was she supposed to say all that? She felt like she sounded both like a horny slut and a stupid virgin at the same time. A jolt of embarrassment hit her.

“I heard,” Toby said. “But I don’t have any money for…”

Another wave of shame. This time Lizzy almost lost her balance.

“No… I… nn-not for money,” she stuttered, “I’d like to… for free, I mean.”

“What? We aren’t going to start paying for your slutty mouths just because your father is renting you out, are we?” interrupted Rudy as he kept using Dottie’s head as a fucktoy.

“I’m not paying a penny for this useless piece of shit,” Xavier chuckled and slapped Francine’s reddened cheeks a couple more times. The humiliated girl started to sob loudly again.

“Nobody is paying for that whore, anyway,” replied Rudy. “But these ones are going to be auctioned off at this Harvest festival. They are worth something.” He pulled Dottie Belle’s head back and let her breathe a short while. “I wish I had the dough to buy this beauty. Look at these eyes, these lips.” Dot smiled and opened her mouth to thank her rapist, but Rudy immediately rammed his cock back in her throat without mercy. She gagged momentarily and slowly adjusted her jaw to accommodate his brutal thrusts. Rudy smiled bitterly as he grabbed one of her tits and squeezed. “Look how good her mouth feels. If only I could rape her pussy too. Some rich asshole will get to fuck it instead.”

Lizzy Beth was no longer listening to Rudy’s humiliating praise of her half sister, or the sobs of Francine. She was trying hard not to start crying. All she could think about was Toby’s response. She had practically begged him to use her mouth, but he had dismissed her like a whore.

She was a whore, of course. She knew that. But she certainly didn’t want Toby Hendricks to call her one.

“Can I comfort you in any other way?” she said, fighting back tears. “I’m afraid I’m not good for anything else. I can give you a hand job, or you can fuck my tits… Play with my body. You can even slap me around a bit, if you like. I know you boys like to make girls cry.”

“I like slapping girls around,” interjected Xavier. “I’ll take that offer.” He kicked Francine away and jumped to his feet. Before Lizzy could react, his rough hands were all around her. “I was going to visit you tomorrow at the ranch to see what all that fuss was about anyway. Since you are offering it all for free, I guess I’ll fuck your face here and save me five bucks.”

Lizzy instinctively struggled to escape the boy’s strong arms at first, but she immediately realized that it was impossible. She wasn’t supposed to resist anyway. After all, she was a five-buck-facefuck whore.

Xavier responded to her weak attempt to break free with a chuckle and then pulled the girl’s skirt up. He bunched it up around her waist and looked at the old chastity belt underneath. Then he examined the lock that held the pieces of metal together closely.

“I think,” he grinned, “I can take care of this too. I’m quite good at picking locks, and this old thing looks like it would open if a light breeze hit it.”
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“You aren’t really going to deflower us, right?” asked Dottie Belle, with the little girl voice she often used to get out of trouble. “You guys know the rules, don’t you?”

“Of course not,” chuckled Rudy and shoved his cock back in the girl’s defenceless mouth and continued to fuck her throat. “Normally, I’d say fuck the rules and tear your untouched pussy apart right here, right now… But my father specifically gave me a warning for this exact situation this morning. That’s why we picked up Francine to play with. She is a worthless spinster.” He paused for a moment. “You know, we have our own stock to sell at the Harvest Festival. Four of my half sisters this year.”

“Four?” exclaimed Xavier with surprise as he struggled to stick a small piece of metal into the rusty old padlock that held Lizzy Beth’s chastity belt together. “I thought you guys had two heifers this year. Which ones?”

“Amelia, Ava, and the twins.”

“Harper and Clover? Oooh! Will they be offered at the tasting?”

“Sure,” grinned Rudy. “I didn’t know you had your eye on the twins. I have to warn you though. My father will ask for an arm and a leg for those sluts. They already have tens of suitors. All four of them have, actually.”

“Hear that Lizzy Beth?” asked Xavier, “you gals won’t be alone at the tasting. The entire class of ’39 will be there, taking cock after cock, moaning like a chorus. Aren’t you excited? You are finally going to fulfil your purpose as a farm girl.”

“Yes, yes of course,” whimpered Lizzy. Her eyes were fixed on the padlock Xavier had been tempering with. She was silently praying for his failure.

Lizzy knew that Xavier’s family had no merchandise available this year. Thoreau Ranch was a relatively new one and their female stock was still maturing, but they owned much of the farmland around town. They made their money by renting rape space to the Harvest Festival organizers.

“I’ll ask my father to chain your stock on the east end of the Festival area,” said Xavier with an unearned air of authority, “It’s the best spot, but also, I can see the rape stalls from my room window.”

“Ah? If you’re going to watch our heifers getting pounded all day, I guess I have to charge you extra for that, you filthy pervert,” snickered Rudy.

Xavier opened his mouth to respond, but a loud click preempted him. “Yesss!” he exclaimed and pumped his fist into the air. Lizzy’s eyes opened wide as the padlock rolled down her belly and dropped to the ground.

The brunette mewled with fear, and her muscles clenched. Xavier quickly caught the girl by her neck to stop her from trying anything, and used his free hand to remove the rusty belt. Cool air momentarily licked her bare pussy before the boy’s impatient hand grabbed it. When his middle and ring fingers immediately started to press into her wet slit, another hopeless whimper escaped the girl’s mouth.

She didn’t know what to do or say. There was nothing to stop the boy from going further and destroying the only thing that made her worth buying. Her wide fearful eyes met Francine’s. The blonde had been weeping in a fetal position at the corner since they had arrived and interrupted her rape. What if Lizzy ended up like her, an unmarketable spinster who was a burden on the family?

“Hold on!” said Rudy. “Don’t you start fucking that slut. Unlock this one too.” Without taking his dick out of Dot’s mouth, he forced her to turn her body enough to give Xavier access to the padlock on her belt. She protested with a muffled groan, but obediently opened her legs as wide as possible to accommodate her assaulters.

Xavier uttered all the cursewords he knew and turned to Toby, who was still engaged in a heated phone text exchange. “Hey Hendricks! Come here and hold this slut for me for a minute. I don’t want her to escape to her daddy before I can play with her untouched holes.”

Toby raised his head from his phone and looked at the group with an empty expression, then stood up reluctantly. He walked over, sat on the wall, and grabbed Lizzy Beth by the waist. The girl was confused like hell, but the initial terror she felt quickly dissipated the moment she found herself in Toby’s arms. When he pulled her towards him, she immediately melted onto the boy’s lap.

“I can’t believe he picked your lock,” commented Toby as he embraced the girl. “I thought he was full of shit.”

“Yeah,” replied Lizzy and looked at the boy’s face with pleading eyes. “You won’t let him deflower me, will you, Toby?” she asked, imitating Dot’s little girl voice to her best ability. She immediately felt silly and embarrassed.

“Don’t worry Elizabeth,” smiled the boy. “He wouldn’t do that. His father would kill him if he damaged another farmer’s property. He’ll probably just assrape you and let you go.”

Lizzy Beth had to fight back tears once again. It wasn’t the threat of impending violent assrape, but the fact that he had called her property. Lizzy had always thought Toby was sweet on her. He never purposefully humiliated her like the other boys, or casually skullfucked her between classes. She thought that he was different, that he saw her as a human being, not a worthless fuck-thing.

But of course, that was what she was. A fuck-thing. Farm raised girls in this area were called many names: hoe-fers, cumcattle, fuckmeat, rapefruits, moo-hoes… Never human beings.

“But if…” she stammered with watering eyes, “if he does try… would you please… stop him?”

“Sure,” the boy replied.

Another loud click and subsequent metallic clang was heard. This time both Xavier and Rudy yelled with excitement. “Alright, bring her over here Toby, let’s see how tight the Oveja girls are.”

Toby grabbed Lizzy Beth under the knees and lifted her up. For a brief, fantastical moment, she felt like a princess, being carried away by her prince charming. It took her a second to remember that she was about to be raped by two of the most obnoxious boys from school.

She wondered if Toby would join. Did she want him to?

She desired to feel his body and serve his dick. She had dreamed about it before, a lot. She had wet fantasies based on Toby breaking into her barn and kidnapping her, taking her to a secluded spot in the woods to keep her as a sex slave forever. But those were fantasies. Effervescent, short episodes of daydreams that inspired and excited her inexperienced, curious, adventurous womanhood. She had never fantasized about a dirty alley gangrape.
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But now, she was about to be used by these nasty assholes. There was no hope of escape. Her ‘prince charming’ wasn’t a prince. He didn’t even look charming any more.

Despite his apathetic participation in her impending rape, she felt like he placed her on the the wall very gently. Did he care for her comfort? Maybe he was helping the others because of peer pressure, or… She realized that she was making excuses for him, the magical star of her wet dreams.

Seconds later, Rudy dragged Dottie Belle over and forced her to lie next to Lizzy. The redhead was already exhausted from sucking Rudy’s big fat cock. Her hair look disheveled and face was covered with her own saliva and and his jizz. Only then did Lizzy realize what Rudy had been doing to her poor half-sister. It was all her fault. She wanted to say something to her, but she couldn’t even open her mouth. Strong hands grabbed the girls by their ankles and pulled their legs up, secured their wrists, and before they could react, mercilessly penetrated their defenceless butts.

Lizzy and Dot screamed with pain as Rudy and Xavier slowly but brutally shoved their dicks deeper and deeper in their secondary fuckholes. Lizzy’s mind immediately went back to the strange guy who had sodomized her in front of the farmhouse only a week ago. That had been the first time she had felt this awful mixture of excruciating pain and paralyzing shame. This time the pain was even worse. Was it because Xavier had a bigger one? Or perhaps she felt worse because of Toby’s passive involvement? She closed her eyes. She didn’t want to see Toby.

The two boys continued to probe the girls’ buttholes and savor the tightness of their inexperienced muscles for minutes. As their big cocks defeated and conquered the girls’ holes inch by inch, Lizzy and Dot’s screams eventually turned into loud, animalistic grunts and moans. Their minds were overwhelmed by the pain and humiliation.

“I take it back,” said Xavier. “I think I’ll ask dad to put the Ovejas on the east side. Look at these little whores’ rape faces. They are certainly much better looking than the twins.”

“No argument here,” chuckled Rudy. “One thing is certain, these two won’t end up as leftover spinsters like Francine over here.”
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Lizzy Beth was in pain, but her thoughts didn’t dwell on Xavier Taureau’s surprisingly big cock mercilessly fucking her in the ass. She was distraught mainly because Toby hadn’t done anything to save her and her sister Dottie Belle from these two bullies. She’d had the biggest crush on Toby for as long as she remembered, and she hoped that he had some feelings for her too. He always treated her kinder than the rest of the boys, after all. Apparently, that was just how he was. She meant nothing to him.

After a few minutes, the boys decided to change things a bit. Xavier grabbed a fistful of her long hair and pulled her up, and placed her in his lap without even pulling out of her butthole. He tightened his grip and pulled her head back, then wrapped his free arm around her big tits and pushed her down onto his cock. Lizzie’s face contorted with even bigger pain. She could feel more of his cock inside her now. He must have deeper reach in this position.

“Why don’t you scream, little heifer?” whispered Xavier into her ear. She flinched when his warm foul breath hit the side of her face. Was she not screaming? No she wasn’t. Only quiet sobs.

“I’m sorry,” she apologized. “You want me to?”

“Yes,” the boy replied. “My cock is in heaven in your little hole. It is the tightest fit I have ever had… I can almost feel your internal organs squishing and exploding with my every thrust. Yet you refuse to cry in pain. It is kinda frustrating, you see. You are ruining this assrape for me, little slut.”

“I’m so sorry,” she apologized again. “We’ve been taught to take it as quietly as possible in public. It’s not ladylike to moan like a whore.” She immediately remembered how she had screamed bloody murder when the strange guy had assraped her for the first time a couple days ago.

“Ladylike?” repeated Xavier and laughed out loud. “I have bad news for you Lizzy. You are not a lady. You are just a five-buck-face-fuck-whore.” He pulled her further down, impaled her fully on his cock and kept her there. “You know what I think? I think this isn’t the first time you had a dick in this hole. I think you have a secret boyfriend who regularly fucks you in the ass.”

“No!” protested Lizzy. “I’m not… I don’t…”

“Please!” interrupted Dot. She was even more exhausted than her half-sister. “Papa said 20 minutes. Our time is almost up… Please let us go, boys, would you?”

“Not finished with you yet, whores,” said Rudy. “Not even close.”

“I don’t know,” said Xavier, maybe we should let them go. I don’t want any trouble with Oveja. If he hears that we fucked his princesses, my father will hear it next. And he’ll put a foot up my ass.”

“Don’t worry,” dismissed Rudy. “These whores wouldn’t dare tell on us. They know that their punishment would be a thousand times worse than the slap on the wrist we might get. Isn’t that right, Dottie?”

“Yes,” moaned the girl as she kept bouncing on the boy’s cock like a sex toy. “We won’t tell, promise. Daddy won’t suspect anything if you let us go now. It’s not too late.”

“Oh no. You’re not going anywhere until I fill your bowels with my spunk, little buttwhore.” He grabbed her hair and pulled the girl up, then turned her around and bent her over the dumpster. Before she could react, he penetrated her again and started to fuck her with an insane pace. Dot immediately started to scream in pain as his big fat member started to destroy her insides.

“Ah! this one isn’t that ladylike, is she, Lizzy Beth? You girls grew up in different barns, I suppose?”

“Different barns, same rules,” said Xavier and stood up with Lizzie still on his cock. “She will moan like a whore, just like I want her to, or she isn’t going anywhere.” He threw Lizzie onto the dumpster, next to her sister. He pressed her face down and entered her once again. Then he started to pound her butt as fast as he can. It was too much for the brunette to handle. She was moaning and crying as loudly as her sis a second later.
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“Please,” begged Dottie again, between pained screams. “Papa will… If we are late, he’ll be suspicious. He might inspect our holes.”

“He won’t” interrupted Rudy. “We’ll lock you in your chastity belts and send you back. You’ll make up a stupid story about losing track of time. You’ll be punished of course. That’s a given.” He slowed down in order to let the girl breathe a little and answer his question. “What’s the punishment for lateness at the Oveja ranch?”

“A hard spank for every five seconds,” Dottie whimpered.

“See? It’s like a reward compared to the alternative. If he finds out you willingly offered your buttholes to boys, he’d flay your backs with a bullwhip.”

The girls knew well that he wasn’t too off the mark. Their father wouldn’t actually use a bullwhip or damage their skin in any other way so close to the auction, of course. But they would suffer. Neither wanted to lick the bathrooms clean, or “milk” the pigs.

In the end, not milking the pigs wasn’t an option. Rudy and Xavier eventually started to throb and shake after a long assrape. “On your knees, buttwhore,” commanded Rudy and threw Dottie down. Before her knees hit the floor, Xavier grabbed Lizzie by the hair and pulled her back. The brunnette quickly turned around and knelt down with her mouth wide open. The boys shoved their cocks in the girls’ mouths almost simultaneously and started to unload their thick salty jizz down their warm gullets. The sisters dutifully sucked and swallowed as they were conditioned to do.

That last few seconds when the girls were able to perform made all the difference. They somehow managed to transform an ordinary assrape into throat magic as the boys ejaculated. For the following long blissful moment, their chatterbox rapists were rendered speechless.

“Yes!” Rudy exclaimed. “Fifty points to the Ovejas! I wish we could produce cockwhores of this quality. I got a double bj from Amelia and Ava once. They sucked and licked me for ten minutes, and that was still nothing compared to a few seconds in Dottie’s mouth.”

“Thank you,” Dottie managed to say in a tired voice as she swallowed the remaining jizz in her mouth. She had a big headache. “Please, the chastity belts?

As the boys dragged the girls on their hands and knees to where the belts lay and locked their precious fuckholes in the weather metal contraptions, Lizzie Beth’s teary eyes looked for Toby. He was not there. Francine was also gone.

The girls were anxious to go and find their father before the spanking tally got too high, but Rudy and Xavier cruelly sat them on their laps to aimlessly play with their tits for another minute. “That was fifty more spanks,” snickered Rudy. Eventually he pushed Dottie onto her feet and slapped her round bottom hard. “That’s a quick preview. Go on, find your father. Make up a good story.”
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The girls thanked their rapists and ran down the road. Their well-fucked bums hurt at every step, but they were determined to hide their pain as well as they could. They could see the truck in front of the pharmacy, but their father wasn’t there. “We are only 6 minutes late, I think,” said Dottie. “That’ll be a proper beating, surely. I’ll say it was my fault. It kinda is, anyway. I made you go there.”

They were almost there. Juan Oveja stepped out of the truck with a red face and the deepest frown they had ever seen. “No,” said Lizzie, at the verge of panic. “I’ll take the punishment. It’s my fault. It all because Toby was…”

“There you are!” Toby appeared from nowhere and jumped between the girls and their father. He took out fifteen bucks from his pocket and handed to Juan. “This is for you, Mr Oveja. Your daughters earned it.” Juan took the money and looked at the young boy again. “As you know,” he further explained. “We had to sell our customer service slaves at the boutique. When a couple of troublesome customers demanded cocksuckers, Dottie and Lizzie helped me deal with them. I know you are charging 5 bucks per blowjob. The extra five is for the delay I caused.”

“Very well,” replied the man after a few seconds of tense silence and put the money in his back pocket. His frown was gone. “Give my regards to your mother, Hendricks.”

“Yes sir,” the boy replied and smiled to Lizzie before he turned around and walked away. “See you around, girls.”




06 
The Operation 36​

“I know this is last minute, but our herd is small enough for you to easily squeeze it in anywhere, Mr Taureau”, the man said. “Even a nook with the least traffic would do.”

Maurice Taureau threw a long look at the five completely naked women on their hands and knees. Four redheads and a brunette, properly collared and tailplugged, all wearing old-fashioned pig-tailed cowgirl masks that covered their faces except for their tertiary fuckholes looked back at him with their sad puppy eyes.

“Alright,” he shrugged. “As long as you are fine with it… I guess I can move some haybales and create a raping-stall for your stock. They won’t get much action though.”

“That’s fine,” the man with the dark mustache said.

“The rent is still the same though, you understand that?”

“Of course, sir. Shall we?”

Taureau took another look at the girls and turned around to lead the way. The group followed. “You aren’t from around here, are you?” the sour-faced rancher asked. “We have a lot of out-of-towners this year.”

“No Sir,” the man replied as he adjusted his glasses. “It’s our first time visiting, actually. My buddy and I are accountants from Randyville. We’ve never raised any fuck-cattle before. Never traded women, actually.”

“It shows,” the other man said. “You’re slouching too much, my boy. Try standing up straight will you?”

“Yeah, years of desk work does this to you, you know?” said the man and straightened up a bit. “I hope this vacation will improve my posture.” He pushed his glasses back again and smiled.

“Right. So, who are these lovelies, then? Former co-workers?”

“This one is my ex wife,” the guy responded, pointing to the middle-aged redhead crawling at the rear. And that slender one next to her is my pal’s ex-girlfriend. Almost-fiancee I should say. The other three, we wrangled last week, bought from co-workers at the office.”

“Ah! amateur slutherders, eh? I’ve seen a lot of city-slickers like you recently. Most are here to see some kind of special show. Apparently there will be a public rapexecution this year. A foreign celebrity whore, I think. Are you here for that too?”

“No sir,” the man replied. “I wasn’t aware of such a show. A foreign celebrity you say?”

“Yeah,” exhaled the man and spat on the ground with disgust. “What a travesty! Snuffing a bitch in our Harvest Festival? This is supposed to be a celebration of female lives dedicated to male needs. And these fucking assholes wanna do the exact opposite. On TV too. It will bring all the despicable assholes to our decent little cowgirl-raising region, I tells ya!”

“I see. You don’t need to worry about us, Sir. We won’t be going anywhere near that thing. We are here just to rent out our property until the auction day, sell them, and perhaps buy a couple of better ones if we make enough money.”

“Good man,” said Taureau and stopped in front of an empty stall. “You know what? Fuck that storage area. I’ll give you nice boys this one right here. I was saving it for emergencies. It has only three rapestalls, but you should do a rotation anyway. It will be a long week. Better to let two rest while the other three take cocks.”

“Three will do, certainly,” smiled the man. “May I offer you a blowjob from one of the girls as a thank you? I guess we have some time before the tasting starts?”

Taureau turned to the women and looked at each one for a few second. “Sure, why not. I’m partial to strawberry redheads myself. How about this one?”

The man grabbed the young girl Taureau had been ogling from the moment they met and handed her to the rugged-faced rancher. “This is Heiferette. Bought her for a good price from her step-dad.”

Taureau grinned and dragged the girl to a wooden chair behind the stalls. “I like these old-school masks,” he said as he sat down. “Love the pigtails. They are the best facefuck handles.” The girl obediently took her place between his legs and started to unbuckle his belt. After a few seconds, his semi-flaccid dick was throbbing in her skilled mouth.
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“She’s young, but has experience,” the man said as he leaned back to let her serve freely. “She was trained before you bought her, I guess.”

“Yes, Sir. Her step-father was a rather nasty fat fuck. I guess he disciplined her regularly.”

“Shows,” the rancher agreed. “Looks scared. Beaten excessively, I reckon. It’s a shame. But you know, some of these calves, that’s the only way they learn.” He turned to the two city-slickers after admiring the girl’s mouthwork for a few seconds. “Don’t you stand there like scarecrows, guys. Go ahead, pull a chair each, grab a couple of those heifers and join me, will you? Let’s have a nice blowie-chat. I have some time to kill until tasting launch.”

“Yes Sir,” the man said and turned to the remaining cows of his herd, snatched the brunette by the hair and dragged her to the chair next to the rancher’s. His stockier partner chose the tallest redhead and followed him. They took out their cocks and shoved them in the mouths of their respective cows.

“You do all the talking.” Taureau pointed at the other man. “Your friend is a deaf-mute or somethin’?”

“I’m not,” the other man replied with a deep raspy tone. “I don’t like to talk much. My voice, it scares the women.”

“That’s a good thing,” laughed the balding rancher. “Fear makes them better.” The other two snickered back and all relaxed further as the three young women continued to work on their now fully-erect manhoods.

“This foreign girl you mentioned,” the accountant started after a few moments, “is she the reason why we couldn’t find a decent hotel room around here? They are all booked out, it seems.”

“Probably,” said the man obliviously. Heiferette was doing a great job on his big fat member, bobbing her head up and down gracefully, making the tiniest sexy noises as she moved. She was well-trained and skilled, and much more elegant-looking than the farm-raised fuckcalves he was used to shove his dick in. She was a city girl after all. These sluts were raised in velvet boxes and never worked a day in their lives, until the day they were enslaved and turned into cum-receptacles.

“So, you guys don’t have a place to stay?”

“No Sir,” the man replied. “We were hoping that you’d let us sleep here, perhaps? We can throw our sleeping bags back there and-”

“Poppycock!” the other interrupted. “I have more than enough guest rooms in my house. After you’re done here, you’re coming with me.”

“That’s very generous of you, Mr Taureau,” said the man with a smile. “You’re a life saver. We’ll pay you for the lodgings of course.”

“Don’t worry about that,” waved the rancher. “To answer your earlier question, yes, it seems the hotels are full because of that fucking morbid spectacle. Normally, I wouldn’t mind more customers. It’s good for the farmers. More bidders mean higher prices and less spinsters. I’m sure most daughters will be heading to nice new homes at the end of the week. But this thing… it will sully the good name of the Rape Festival. So, what, do we have to snuff a big name whore every year as the main event? I hope this wont become a regular thing.”

“How many of your daughters will you put on the auction block?” asked the shorter man, without diverting his eyes from the tall redhead serving his member.

“None. Not this year. My herd is still maturing, you see. I entered this cowgirl business much later than my neighbors.”

“Ah? I assumed you’d have at least ten or more. You run the rapegrounds for the festival, aren’t you?”

“I’m just the landlord,” said the man with a sour face. “This used to be a vineyard fifteen years ago. Harvesttime was an entirely different thing back then. It used to be called the ‘Grape Fest.’ A few years after the revolution some overzealous upstarts dropped the G and launched an alternative festival. It grew fast and overtook the original event before we knew it.”

He examined his guests’ faces for a moment. They looked interested in the story enough, so he continued. He liked to talk about the good old days. “You know, even before the Law, men around these parts had several wives and scores of daughters. It’s our god-given right and duty, and an economic necessity too. Women worked the wineries, you see? After the institution of slavery, things changed pretty quickly. The vineyards were replaced with girlbarns one after another. In the beginning, I refused to do it, you know. For a looong while. But it’s impossible to resist such a quick and radical change. Eventually I had to transition too. See those five barns over there? They house my six mother hens and thirty-four daughters. Eight of them will be old enough to sell next year. This area, I rent out to the festival. They’ll trash the place throughout the week and regular drunken fights will keep us up at night, but it’s good money.”

The guests nodded. Taureau paused for a moment to empty the contents of his balls into the talented heifer’s mouth. She respectfully sat back up and swallowed the cum she had received.

“Would you like to try her sister next?” asked the accountant and pointed to the other young redhead waiting by his side. We call this one Heiferella.”

“Sisters, eh? Heiferette and Heiferella! A bit on the nose, don’t you think? Yeah, gotta have the complete set, I guess,” snickered the rancher and pulled his cock back, exposing his saggy testicles. Heiferella obediently replaced her older sister between his legs and started to lick the man’s balls without wasting any time.

“Such good girls, both of them,” he said, delighted by the magical flicks of her tongue. “Trained by the same tough master, I‘m sure?” The other nodded.

“You’re an experienced rancher,” the man restarted after a brief pause. “Can you tell us what to expect at the auction? What would be a good price for our cows, for example?”

“Can’t say before tasting them all,” the guy said, “but these two girls will probably go for two-to- three grand each. You might think that selling sisters as a set is a good idea. That may work in a city, perhaps. But out here, I wouldn’t recommend it. You see, almost all the merchandize here are sisters anyway. That’s nothing special in the north. Sell them separately, you’ll get more money that way.”

“That’s good advice,” said the shorter man.

“Yeah, and the older one, your ex-wife, was she?” The accountant nodded and patted the middle-aged cow on the head, almost too gently. “Hard to sell that one. You’ll get a couple hundred at most. But don’t worry. Big dairy corporations in the area buy the spinsters in bulk after the festival. They bovinize them and stick them in one of those milking coffins.”

“Coffins? Sounds terrible,” said the man. The brunette sucking his cock at a slow pace seemed to get nervous for a brief moment too.

“I call them coffins, but the technical term is milking pod or some shit. Indeed, it’s terrible. They drug the women out of their minds, constantly inject them with all kinds of hormones and stuff, and milk them for years, until their yield drops below some fucking profit number. I wouldn’t sell any of my daughters to those bastards, personally.”

“Sounds bad, but at least they are not going to be snuffed like this foreign woman you mentioned.” the other guy chimed in. “This one must be a nasty criminal or something. Only the state can do public rapexecutions.”

The rancher nodded. He was ejaculating again. Heiferella, like her sister before her, sat up and swallowed, then went back down to lick his cock clean.

“Strange” the other guest said. “I didn’t see a lot of state presence. They’ll probably bring her on the day, eh?”

“Perhaps,” said the rancher. “The festival organizer told me that they’ll arrive the night before. But if you ask me, they’re already here.”

“You think so?” the other man asked, with a slight air of indifference. He grabbed the brunette by her pigtails and forced her to pick up the pace. He seemed close to an orgasm.
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“Yes,” continued the rancher, immensely enjoying young Heiferella’s post ejaculation tongue-work. “They’re pretty secretive about their operation, those fucking g-men. But I grew up in this area, you know. I know every nook and cranny, inside and out, and I know exactly where they must be keeping the poor bitch.” He stopped, slapped the girl away, and brought his finger to his lips. “Between you and me, of course,” he said in a hushed voice.

“Of course, mum’s the word,” said Tamer and turned to his friend. “We don’t want to get in any trouble with the g-men, do we?”

“No,” replied Ktinodis, patting Lidia on the head as she swallowed his load. “We just hope to have a good time and go home with a few good women.”




07 The Tasting

“It’s actually very sweet, fruity even. I expected it to be…”

“Saltier?” asked Toby with a smile. Lizzie Beth nodded. He unzipped his backpack to show a big bottle of pineapple juice inside. “A trick I learned from TV. Have you seen that reality show Master Juicer? You know, the one where girls try to identify their rapists by the taste of their semen? So… you confirm, it actually works?”

“I guess it works,” smiled the kneeling young girl, before swallowing the remaining jism in her mouth. “Thank you for letting me suck you off, Toby. I always wondered…” She paused. “I thought you didn’t see me this way. As a cocksucker, I mean.”

“Of course not. You were my friend” replied Toby, caressing the girl’s blushing cheek. She wanted to lean forward and drop her face into his gentle palm, but the chain tightened and the metal collar hurt her slender neck. “I would never rape you. But to be honest, I always wanted to. You are the most beautiful thing I have ever seen.”

“Oh Toby!” melted the young calf. “Thank you.”

“Don’t worry. I saved enough money to buy you. We’re going to the town hall after this, and I’ll register you as my slave-wife. I even booked a nice hotel room to threehole you properly. You just have to-”

“Wake up, Lizzie!”

A big splash of cold water woke Lizzie Beth up. She jumped up in panic and looked around in confusion for a few seconds. Her eyes adjusted to the sunlight that filled the stalls. The big dark silhouette looming over her turned into the familiar shape of her father. “I know you’re tired, girl. But this is the one day you cannot rest. It’s tasting time.”

“I’m sorry father,” she exhaled. “I must have dozed off.”

Juan Oveja looked at his daughter for a long moment without saying anything. Lizzie expected to see an angry expression, but he looked calm. Understanding, even. “It’s fine,” he said after a while and pointed to the bucket of water at the corner of her rape-stall. “Just remember to wash your face after every use, okay?”

“Yes father,” she said timidly and sat on her heels, trying to cover her bare chest as much as possible. She was wearing nothing but a hand-me-down chastity belt and a pair of old boots. Juan nodded after a pause and left the stall.

“You owe me two big ones.”

She turned to the stall next to hers, where Dottie Belle had been watching the awkward exchange between her father and her half-sister. “I satisfied the last two guys so well, they left without waking you up. You should have seen me go. It was magical.”

“I’m sure,” said Lizzie, “and thank you.” She felt the tension fade away quickly. Dot always had a calming effect on her.

“Were you dreaming before dad arrived? You had that silly smile on your mug. I bet you were dreaming about Toby Hendricks again.”

Lizzie didn’t say anything. Just a coy smile.

“You poor, stupid slut!” exclaimed Dot. “Stupid to the last second. Better get over that broke boy who doesn’t even like you. That day, he had all the opportunity but didn’t even once tried to stick it in your mouth. Even if he liked you, he simply doesn’t have the money to buy your cute little ass anyway.”

Lizzie opened her mouth to respond, but she was interrupted by the arrival of two men. She didn’t recognize them. Out-of-towners, a father and son, looked like.

“These two areeee… ‘shy fillies’ from the Oveja Ranch. Lizzie Beth and Dottie Belle,” read the man from the official cow-tasting checklist he was holding. “Mother-trained 18 year-olds with fair facerape experience.”

“Shy fillies again? More boring virgins! I just want to fuck one properly, dad,” whined the pimply teenager.

“These are the last ones,” replied the older man and pointed to the stalls on the other side of Lizzie’s. “The rest are all threeholers.”

He gestured to the girls to approach to the edge. They rose on their knees and obeyed without hesitation. “Look at these beauties. Much better looking than the last two we tried. Very pretty indeed.” He caressed Dottie’s cheek gently. “I can see myself slapping and raping this one for the rest of my life.”

Dottie tried her best to smile in response to the man’s remarks. He slapped her twice without acknowledging her reaction and shoved his semi-erect dick in her mouth.

“Fine!” the boy said and did the same to Lizzie. The two sisters started to serve eagerly. They knew that they had to perform as well as they could throughout the tasting period to dazzle prospective bidders and maximize their auction price. More profits for their father meant a slightly better life for their mothers and sisters back at the farm. For them, a higher price meant a wealthier owner, and a wealthier owner often meant an easier life. They could end up serving the cruelest assholes in the world, of course, but they would at least have cleaner cocks to suck, higher-quality girlfeed to eat, and access to better Fem-Vets.
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The father chose to let Dottie display her oral skills throughout her violation, but the boy using Lizzie quickly switched to a rough skullfucking. She surrendered her throat in despair and waited him out. Long before the patient blonde earned her salty reward, the boy exploded deep in the brunette’s gullet. She choked and gagged, but managed to swallow and thank for the abuse without much delay. The men jotted down some notes on their checklists and moved onto the next group of stalls without saying anything.

“Don’t forget to wash your face,” whispered Dot as soon as the men left earshot. Neither had any jizz on their faces, but they splashed some water on themselves anyway.

Lizzie raised her head as much as her chains allowed to see what the father and son were doing afterwards. She could barely see them spit-roasting one of the younger girls.

“City girls,” commented Dot. “Two young girls and a middle-aged woman. Not sure if they are related, but they have similar body conformations. And they wear cow-hoods all the time. Strange, isn’t it?”

“Maybe they are disfigured or something,” replied Lizzie. “I didn’t know people could bring in women from outside the region to sell them here. I mean, mom always says that the Harvest Festival was created to facilitate equitable redistribution of fuckmeat among the hardworking men of the north. I know some of us are destined to end up in far away harems, of course… but this is supposed to be mainly a wholesome ‘local community’ affair, right?”

“Sure. I recall the numbers perfectly from Ms Crenshaw’s lecture. 17% of girls are sold to wealthy outsiders, bottom 31% are bovinized, and the rest are bought and raped locally. I always assumed I’d be in that majority.

Lizzie went silent for a few seconds. “Remember that guy who sodomized me when I was on post duty? He said he shortlisted me for a slave boutique called Rapist’s Choice. If he manages to outbid the rest, I’ll probably end up in a big city slavemart and eventually sold to some nine-to-fiver.”

“That’s good actually,” shrugged Dottie Belle. “While he’s working some office job, you can rest in your comfy cage. The rest of us will continue to do chores around a farm on top of regular use and abuse.”

“Perhaps,” said Lizzie and fell silent again. The two rested quietly until more men arrived to try their face pussies. The father and son from earlier continued to double-end the three neighbouring cows one by one and left after a while. New men stopped by, more throating ensued, more jizz filled their tummies. Their rapists put down notes and took pictures, made lewd jokes at their expense, and left. They served and satisfied all dutifully, as they were raised to do.
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“The bucket,” reminded Dot once again. Lizzie splashed some more water on her cheeks and chest to wash away the cum the last guy spread all over her.

“How many?” asked Lizzie.

“Thirteen for me. You had eleven.”

“None of them seemed impressed enough to bid on us, I’m afraid,” Lizzie commented. “And I’m glad. None looked like… you know… like…”

“Toby?”

“Oh, give it a rest!” waved Lizzie. “You keep teasing me. I know that he won’t-“

“No,” whispered Dot. “It’s Toby. He’s over there. I think he’s coming here.”

“What?”

“Hey! Maybe he’ll fuck your stupid mouth this time, eh?”

“Oh god!”

Lizzie panicked and rose on her knees to assume a proper cocksucking position instinctively, but then she slouched down in paralyzing shame. She has always wanted Toby to desire her, take her by force, rape her… She has been fantasizing about becoming his fucktoy since the day she met him in school years ago…

But not like this. Not as a common cow chained naked in a facerape stall. She lowered herself even further, as if that would make her invisible.
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The Curator​

Every brain cell she had was screaming. Was it joy? Panic? Perhaps both.

Toby Hendricks was approaching her stall, where she had been sucking cocks and licking balls all day. She’d had the biggest crush on the boy since forever, and she had imagined kneeling before him in her birthday suit a million times before.… But of course, her fantasies were always more romantic than this. None of those dream encounters took place in a dirty cow-tasting stall.

Now this, this was a true nightmare.

She exhaled and made herself smaller, then held her breath and waited. She hoped it was just a coincidence. Perhaps he was just passing by, wandering around aimlessly among the tasting stalls. Maybe if she hid well enough…

There wasn’t much to do in Old Hickory during Harvest Rape Fest. The town proper would be completely overrun by lout tourists and female-herders from all around the region, filling up local eateries and watering holes. Townies made money hand over fist during that time, of course. Shops stayed open 24/7, selling their tawdry shit to drunk cunt-wranglers and horned-up city slickers. So, Lizzie Beth expected Toby to be far away at the other side of the town, helping his mother at her Boutique at this busy time. Mama Hendricks’s high-quality traditional northern-style clothes were too fancy and pricey for the local girls, but the tourists loved them. Harvest Festival was the only time she could compete against the new Dirnenkleidung store on the main street.

“Oh, he’s definitely coming for us,” Dottie Belle said, as if she read her troubled mind. “I know it’s hard for you, but you should better stop hiding like a coward and power through it. You know you’re a rape-cow, and he knows you’re a rape-cow. Just let it go and act like a proper rape-cow. You trained for this, sis. You can do it.”

Her half-sister was right, as always. Lizzie swallowed nervously, then took a deep breath and adjusted her position. The moment she emerged from behind the stall planks, Toby’s eyes found her.

“Elizabeth, Dorothy,” he smiled. “Finally. I have been looking for you. Why did they put the Oveja stalls in this corner? Not a lot of foot traffic here.”

“Hello Toby,” Dot replied jovially, before Lizzie could muster the strength to greet him back. The brunette swallowed again and forced a smile instead. “It’s only the pair of us this year,” Dottie Belle continued, “so I guess we were not allowed to play with the others. A lot of calves matured in other herds. I know at least six from the Svinins, and even more from the Cerdos.”

“I guess,” replied Toby, and turned to Lizzie. The girl froze again, forgetting everything she prepared to say. “How are you two doing? I hope the people aren’t treating you too roughly. It feels like the crowd here gets a little bit rowdier every passing year.”

“N-no,” Lizzie stammered. “They are fine. Normal, I mean… I mean, I wouldn’t know. It’s my first time here, in the stalls, obviously, and I-”

“We had no problems so far,” Dottie jumped in to save her half-sister. “You said it yourself. Not a lot of foot traffic here. We served some since this morning, and I think most people liked us. It remains to be seen if any of them liked us enough to bid on us come auction time.” She paused for a moment. “Of course, some dude from a big slave-trading company told Lizzie that he intended to buy us. What was it called? Ah, “Rapist’s Choice.” I think that’s what it was. A big company that sells rural girls to city folk, probably.”

“Yes,” Toby nodded and turned to Lizzie again. “That’s why I’m here, actually. I have news for you.”

“Good or bad,” Lizzie asked, finally overcoming her temporary speech impediment.

“Depends,” he replied. “I mean, it’s a mixed blessing for me. Remember I told you about our financial problems? With the Boutique and stuff?”

Lizzie nodded.

“Mom finally decided to give up the shop. It’s impossible to fight that DK store. We simply cannot afford the rent.”

“Aww!” sighed Lizzie. “I’m so sorry, Toby.”

“That’s not too bad, actually,” he dismissed with a hand wave. “She’ll continue to work at home, make clothes and sell them online. Her income will go down considerably of course, but at least we don’t have to pay that back-breaking rent. We’ll see how it goes.” He paused. “So I thought I could help her by doing some odd jobs here and there, right? I figured I could offer my services as a tour guide or something during the Festival, so I went downtown to look for tourists.”

“You’re offering guided tours of our rotting one-dirt-road town?” giggled Dottie. “Found any idiots to pay for such an elite privilege?”

“No, no takers,” waved Toby and smiled. “But I found something even better. I got a job offer instead. This couple, city folk from the south… They offered me a job as a curator.”

“Curator? What’s that?” Lizzie asked.

“As far as I understand, a curator is the person who evaluates and purchases women for a slave-trading company, Toby replied. “I guess it’s like that guy you mentioned, from that “Rapist’s Choice” store chain. This couple, they say they’re going to set up a company out here, to trade cows. I don’t understand exactly what they’re going to do, but they paid me good money to finger the best girls to buy around here. And I immediately thought of you two, you know.”

“I’m glad we were the first girls you wanted to finger,” chuckled Dottie. “You can start with me, if you like. I think Lizzie will need a minute to process that sentence.”

Lizzie blushed. “Sorry, poor choice of words,” Toby laughed. “But that’s basically what I’m supposed to do. I’ll be a wrangler of some sort, I guess.”

“That sounds nice. I think we should consider calling our joint-venture that.”

Toby turned around to find a young couple smiling at them. “Wrangler?” responded the young gorgeous brunette in an expensive looking attire. “I’m not sure about that. Let’s decide later, eh?” Her young companion shrugged indifferently and tipped his big cowboy hat that he obviously bought a few minutes ago. “As you wish, partner.”

“Ah! here you are,” exclaimed Toby and turned to the girls again. “These are the Oveja sisters I was talking about. Lizzie Beth and Dottie Belle are the best of the best, I assure you.”

“They look very pretty indeed,” said the young man, scanning the young calves from tip to hoof. High-end grade A-grades, both of them. The best pair we’ve seen so far. How well-trained are they, though? Have you evaluated them yourself?”

“Evaluate?” asked Toby.

“You know, evaluate,” repeated the other. “Utilized them, used, screwed, fucked, raped them?”

“Oh?… No,” the boy shook his head. “They are actually my classmates… so I guess I never thought…”

“You never thought about raping your classmates?” smirked the young man in the funny hat. “What is this, some kind of religious thing you guys have out here?” He reached out and stroke Lizzie’s hair. She flinched. “Look at this one, for example. Perfectly docile and fuckable. And I think she likes you too.” He turned to his partner. “Don’t you think so? See the way she looks at him?”

“Oh yeah,” the woman agreed with a mischievous smile. “She craves that big juicy cock, this little heifer.”

“Oh, no-no-no-no,” said Toby coyly and took a step back.

“Alright, but now you’re hurting this girl’s feelings,” the young man said, then took his hat off and put it on Lizzie’s head. He wasn’t too far from the truth. The young calf was at the brink of tears. This exchange had confirmed her biggest fear. Turns out her crush Toby Hendricks had never thought that she was rapeworthy.

“Let’s not embarrass them further, partner,” the woman interjected. “We can evaluate them now, the two of us. We never utilized together, have we?”

“That’s right,” the other grinned. “We should do that. We are launching a joint venture after all. This can be kind of a corporate bonding exercise for our new company, right?”

“Exactly. So which one do you like? The spunky dye-job or the heartbroken lovebird?”

“You take the lovebird,” the man said and took his hat back. He seems to be unaware of her feelings, but I suspect this little thing won’t be able to perform in front of Mr Hendricks well enough if I shove my dick between her quivering lips. I guess I’ll take the other one. She seems ready to do her best. Right, sweetheart?”

“Yes Sir,” confirmed Dot and raised on her knees. She was visibly amused by the couple’s playful dynamic, and the way they immediately figured out and exposed her sister’s secret feelings.

“How thoughtful of you,” the woman smiled. He held her hand and led her into position, right in front of the kneeling calf. She attempted to pull her dress up, but the other caught her hands and gently pulled them behind her back. He joined her wrists together over the small of her back, embraced her from behind, placed his steely erection between her round ass cheeks and reached down to pull her skirt up himself. The woman moaned with desire as he revealed her bare crotch to Lizzie.

“Go ahead and show my friend what you can do, little calf,” he ordered. “They tell me that cunnies are not part of proper rape-cow training, but I’m sure you girls learn how to do it anyway.”

“Yes Sir,” Dottie jumped in once again. “We do it all the time whenever they are not lookin’.” She was now fully invested in this strange couple, and she wanted to please them in every way she could.

Lizzie coyly leaned in and gave the young woman a little kiss on the clit, then started to lick her slit gently. Dot was right, of course. The girls weren’t taught techniques for pleasing other females, but it was one of their favorite “extra-curricular activities.” They played with each other and exchanged cunnies whenever they could. How else could a girl pass the time around this rotting town?

“There you go,” the young man said and gave the woman a kiss on the neck. “May I? You’re just too irresistible.”

“Yes, yes, please,” the brunette whimpered. “You know you have a standing permission to rape me anywhere, anytime, anyhole, anyway, partner.”

The man gave her another kiss, then took out his rod, only to shove it in her butthole. He then started to fuck her in the ass slowly, while Lizzie continued to lick her pussy on the other side. Sandwiched between a big cock and a talented mouth, the woman immediately started to moan like a whore in heat. Her loud reaction threw off Lizzie Beth a bit. This certainly wasn’t the way a proper woman should react to utilization. Females were supposed to be remain as quiet and “ladylike” as possible, even in the rare instances they were allowed some pleasure.
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“How is she doing?” he asked after a while. The woman responded with a long groan of pleasure. He chuckled and sped up his thrusts, which made Lizzie’s work slightly harder. Nevertheless, she managed to push her over a climax in a couple minutes, or at least helped the man do it.

“Thank you, sweetheart,” said the woman, still breathing heavily, with a gentle stroke on the exhausted calf’s blushing cheek. Lizzie thanked her back for the opportunity to serve. The young man took a step back, his cock popped out of his satisfied companion’s butt. He grabbed it and shoved it in Dottie Belle’s eager mouth next. He gave the girl a few thrusts to let her know his preference in depth and tempo, then stopped moving to let the beautiful heifer do freely what she was trained to do.

Determined to satisfy him, Dot began performing a post-rape “clean-and-revive” on his semi-erect rod. It was the basic form of fluffer fellatio all rape-cows learned early. All Oveja girls were well-trained to serve alone and in groups, so each calf knew the best oral techniques to recharge a drained cock between proper genital utilizations. Once he regained full hardness, she quickly switched to a proper Oveja blowjob. She was one of the best performers of their farm’s special technique.

As Dot performed on the young man, his raven-haired companion reached for Lizzie’s chin and lifted her head to look into her eyes. Lizzie forced a smile. The woman leaned in to give the nervous girl a peck on her full lips, paused for a moment, then turned to Toby.

“Mr Hendricks, could you come here, please?”

“Of course,” the boy said. “How can I help, ma’am?”

“Now, please take that thing out of your pants and put it in her mouth.”

“Excuse me?”

“You heard me, young man,” the woman said. “I want you to put your penis between these delicious lips. You don’t need to do anything. Just stay there, motionless. She’ll take care of the rest. Won’t you, sweetheart?”

Lizzie froze for a long moment, then nodded with embarrassing eagerness.

“But… like I told you, Elizabeth is…”

“I won’t take no for an answer, young man,” she frowned. “If you want to be a part of the Scatenato-Stevenson SlaveCalf Trading company, you will let this beauty suck your cock to completion.”

“Nuh-uh!” her companion exclaimed with a sour face. “I think Stevenson-Scatenato sounds a lot better, don’t you think, Jocelynne?”

“We are definitely not calling it that, Peter,” she chuckled.

“Well, sounds rather clunky, doesn’t it? Okay, let’s call it ‘Wrangler’ then, like I suggested earlier?”

“Fine. Wrangler it is.”
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Fulfilled

She couldn’t believe it. It was time. The moment she had been fantasizing about since forever. Toby Hendricks was going to fuck her well-trained eager mouth.

Finally.

She remembered the day she turned rape-age like it was yesterday. She had hardly had any sleep that night. All her sisters and half-sisters from the three Oveja barns had visited her shelf to congratulate and wish her luck. Experienced ones had shared their hard-earned wisdom and offered advice on how to deal with the horny mobs on her first day.

The boys at school had known that she was going to be available for utilization of course. Every male in town knew the exact maturing times of all the girls at all the breeding farms. A well-detailed chart was posted in front of the Sheriff’s office, which also served as the local BFA. It listed every little detail to know about them. Their barns and mothers, training regimes and skill-sets, availability of specific holes… All were public information.

Lizzy Beth was raised as a “shy filly.” That was northern-speak for “virgin.” She didn’t know where the term came from. It kinda bothered her, since it made little sense. After all, a “filly” was a young pony, and they were all raised as cows. Perhaps whoever came up with the term didn’t like the sound of “heifer.”

That was the word their mother used affectionately. “My sweet heifers” she called her daughters before she put them to sleep every night, always with a compassionate kiss on the forehead. But when she talked about them, she used the formal “calf.” That was the general term northern girlfarmers used for the fuckstock they raised to sell. It was neutral, apathetic, not too caring or too cold. For everyone else outside of the region, they were “rape cattle” or “cow-cunts.”

None of these terms, however humiliating, hurt her feelings much. She knew what she was, and understood her simple purpose in life. She existed to serve the superior gender, like all women. That considered, a barn-raised girl wasn’t that different from a city slut. In fact, northern girls were simply better-prepared for life than their clueless urban counterparts.

That night, her mother the matriarch took her to the other side of the barn, away from her sisters, to give her the “talk.” She started with the basics, all that usual stuff about a girl’s responsibilities and duties. She shared tips about pleasing different types of men, tricks to use in order to deescalate tense encounters, appease violent rapists, survive brutal beatings… Nothing she hadn’t already known and prepared for. When she was done, she paused and looked into Lizzy’s eyes for a very long, emotionally charged moment, then hugged her and didn’t let go for minutes.

That was the moment Lizzy Beth finally realized that the relatively safe and cozy life she knew was ending, and a new, scary one was beginning.

What a beginning that had been.

When her father had dropped her and sisters at school the next day, nothing had looked different at first. She was scared out of her mind as she crossed the yard. She expected to be grabbed and dragged behind a bush for a brutal facerape. To her surprise, none of the boys seemed interested in her. She sat through a couple classes, still timid and jumpy. Nobody touched her. After a while, she started to relax and eventually dropped her guard altogether. Perhaps this wasn’t going to be the nightmare she had prepared herself for.

No, it was going to be worse than that. They finally made their move at lunch time, when three boys cornered her on the way to the cafeteria. Taken by surprise, she resisted for a moment, but quickly surrendered when they slapped her hard a few times. They lifted her up and carried her to the backyard, where the rest of her male classmates congregated. Four other girls were already there, getting raped by groups of boys. Two were tied spreadeagled on the old tables, getting plowed brutally. This unexpected scene almost gave Lizzy a heart attack, but she quickly realized that those unfortunate girls were unsold “spinsters” the boys smuggled into school. The other two girls were shy fillies like Lizzy, a Cerdo and a Kostig she knew, serving with their mouths.

That first image stuck in her mind, clear and vivid, but what happened next was a fast-paced blur. Before she could fully comprehend what was happening, The boys had carried Lizzie to a tree, made her kneel under it and lifted her shirt to reveal her big tits, then immediately shoved a cock between her lips. She didn’t even see whose it was. Whoever did it grabbed her head and pressed it against his stomach, plunging his rod down her throat. He held her in place and started to fuck her mouth like a wild animal. Shocked and catatonic, she simply took the ruthless pounding until he ejaculated. She somehow managed to swallow the salty-sugary stuff before another cock replaced the one in her mouth.

It had been her first ever rapist, first real cock, and the first load she had ever swallowed. And to this day, she never found out who he was.

A sizeable crowd quickly formed around her. All the boys wanted to have a go at the new girl. They kept her there, on her knees, for the entire lunch break. She sucked cock after cock for a full hour. Perhaps “sucked” was not the right term. She kept her mouth open as they fucked it violently, and swallowed their loads like a good girl. She never had the chance to perform properly, or demonstrate her hard-earned fellatio skills. In the end, they left her there, cum dripping from her chin, with a sore throat and aching jaw.

All was a blur. A violent, painful, scary, humiliating blur.

After the boys were gone, she remained there, frozen, her eyes fixed on the tiny puddle of semen in front of her. The two shy fillies came over and helped her up. They gently wiped her flushed face, adjusted her cum-stained clothes and helped her walk back to the school. She was grateful for their kindness. She knew that she was going to do that for some other girl soon.

The boys never dragged her to the backyard again after that intense initiation, but they kept using her mouth nevertheless. The first few days were the hardest. Before the week was over they started to lose interest and moved on to fresher faces, but she continued to find herself on her knees with a cock in her mouth several times a day. Once she managed to recover from the initial shock, she quickly adapted to the new reality, learned to appease and please, demonstrate the tricks and techniques she learned. This was her life’s purpose after all. By the end of the month, she was sure that she had served every single boy at school at least once.

Except one. Toby Hendricks. He wasn’t at the backyard on her first time. He never raided the girls’s room, cornered her around the school, or chased her down on her way home. He simply never fucked her mouth for some reason. She didn’t understand why.

There was nothing she desired more. She wanted to take his cock in her mouth. Taste it, serve it, please it, worship it.

And now, thanks to this mysterious couple from the South, it was finally happening. Her months-long wait was about to come to an end.

She watched him open his zipper, reach inside and pull his dick out, in extreme slow motion, as if she was in a lucid dream.

Was it… a dream? Again?

She had lived this very moment before, only to wake up seconds later, horny and frustrated. She had seen him unzip and take it out countless times, let her serve enthusiastically or shove it in her mouth and fuck it brutally. She liked it both ways. She wanted it both ways.

Toby approached, cock in hand, reluctantly. She didn’t mind. She was determined to blow his mind using every single technique and special trick she knew. She was going to make his knees buckle. This was going to be the best few minutes of his life.

She was too scared to look up. She didn’t want to see a lack of enthusiasm on his face, so she kept her eyes on his rod. She was glad that it was fully erect. He wasn’t that unwilling after all. He stood right in front of her and held it like a sword. She took a deep breath, savoring the moment. Unable to resist any longer, she opened her mouth and gently placed her full lips on the organ. She sucked the bulbous tip and pursed her lips to give it a kiss, then started to explore his shaft and balls with her tongue. Concentrating on his responses, she quickly and efficiently mapped all his weak spots and pleasure points. She was in the zone. All that training was paying off.

It was time. She adjusted her position on her knees, joined her wrists behind her back, arched her spine, and extended her neck… then took his dick in her eager mouth. A desire filled moan escaped her throat as his meat filled it. Her jaw and neck muscles quickly adapted to his size. Momentarily rendered breathless by the big organ, she started to move her lips up and down his shaft. She felt every twitch and throb, reacted immediately and efficiently. It was peak performance. He had no chance.

He managed to keep his composure in the beginning. She continued to intensify her efforts masterfully, changed her technique according to his reactions, added special tricks here and there. She accelerated and decelerated, went faster and slower. She knew what she was doing. Sure enough, he began to waver soon. Subtle quivers turned into shudders and convulsions.

She slowed down again. She didn’t want to finish him off that quickly. She felt his mild disappointment when she denied him a climax. She liked the feeling. At that point, he could do what most men would: Grab her head and fuck her throat brutally. But he didn’t. She was grateful.

She picked up the pace again after a few seconds. This time, she was determined to go all the way, give him the best orgasm he ever had. She went faster and deeper, using every trick she knew. She masterfully brought heim to the brink in a couple minutes, kept him there for a long moment, then pushed him over. Fully under her spell, he exploded in her mouth. She tightened her lips to seal her warm reward inside, sucked out every single drop and fully drained his balls.

His knees buckling, Toby stumbled back. His mind went totally blank. In spite of the tight embrace of her full lips, his organ slid out of her mouth and dropped. Feeling victorious and elated, Lizzy Beth finally looked up to see the results of her labors. There it was, on Toby’s face. A strange mixture of shock and relief.

“Wow! We are definitely bidding on this one. That was a brilliant performance.”

Lizzy Beth turned towards the voice. It was the young man in the tacky hat, Toby’s new employer from the south. His business partner the tall brunette was on her knees serving him, almost as enthusiastically as Lizzy did. “Well done, little heifer,” he continued. “The way you handled that cock was thrilling to say the least. You certainly inspired Miss Scatenato to fall down on her knees and put that cum-hungry mouth to use herself. I’m sure she picked up a few tricks just by watching you perform.”
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He paused for a moment and grabbed the brunette’s head with both hands. The young woman moaned with desire. Lizzy realized that he was ejaculating in her mouth. He exhaled with satisfaction, then pulled out and let the woman put his cock away. He helped her stand up, then turned to Toby with a smile.

“I’m glad we hired you, Mr Hendricks.” the woman said this time. “These two are wonderful finds. Put them on the list.”

Toby nodded, and clumsily pulled out a notepad from her back pocket. Lizzy noticed that his hands were shaking slightly. She smiled.

“Hold on,” the young woman raised her hand to stop him. “Aren’t you forgetting something?”

The boy looked on puzzled.

“The girl. You didn’t give her permission to swallow. Do you expect her to keep your cum in her mouth for the rest of the day?”

“Oh?… Yes, of course,” Toby stammered, and turned to the pretty naked girl on her knees. “You may… swallow… it, Elizabeth.”

She gulped it down. “Thank you Toby,” she smiled. “Your cock is wonderful, and your cum is so yummy. Um… Would you please let me do it again? I can suck it a lot better, promise.”




10 
Sorting Pens

“Try to relax, honey. You’re holding your breath again.”

She exhaled and turned to Dottie Belle. Her half-sister was smiling, but Lizzy could tell that the blonde was as nervous as she was.

It was the third day of the Harvest Rape Festival. The day they had been waiting for. All the training they had, all the cocks they served, all that hard work and abuse, sweat, tears and jizz… All was for this moment.

The excitement and fear in the holding pens was palpable. The two sisters were surrounded by 253 other girls, many of them friends and classmates, waiting to be led to the stage naked and on all fours, to be auctioned off to strangers. There was a lot of unfamiliar faces in the herd too. Old Hickory girlfarms had produced a measly 32 calves this season. The newly-matured were joined by 11 “spinsters” who were not sold last year. The rest were rapestock from nearby towns.

For some reason, the festival had gotten even bigger when the government suddenly decided to promote the regional event this year, adding state-sponsored shows to the schedule and broadcasting the entire thing on national TV. Lizzy and the girls had no idea about the extent of the enormous strain this placed on the organization committee, but they could easily see the difference from the size of the crowd that filled the square. Thousands of horny men, rowdy and loud, with their pockets full of cash and balls full of semen, ready to bid on the girls huddled together in the sorting pens.

Most of the calves were quietly waiting with blank stares and tears in their eyes. Lizzy knew, of course, that not all the girls in there had been raised in proper girlfarms. Some were clueless, untrained daughters and wives who were brought in at the last minute whim of their CMRs. Traditionally, a 20 year-old girl wouldn’t be let on the auction block, but this year, the festival committee had had to relax its rules to meet the unprecedented high demand.

Because of that change, spinsters like Francine Novilla were given another chance to show up on the main stage after a full year of humiliation. The blonde was kneeling right beside her, quiet as a mouse as usual. Lizzy could see the conflict in her pretty face. She was scared and nervous like the rest of them, for sure, but there was some hope and gratitude in her teary eyes too. Lizzy wished the girl luck. She couldn’t think of anything more horrifying than not being sold at an auction… twice.

“Becerra!”

All eyes turned to the gate of the sorting pen. Daniel Stier was standing there, a clipboard in his left hand and a scary looking cattle prod in the other. He was the oldest of the three Stier brothers. He raised the prod and pointed to the four girls behind them. “Yolanda, Lucia, Martina, Paloma. It’s time. On all-fours, make a line and follow me.” Four Becerra sisters, sobbing uncontrollably, obediently fell in line and followed the young man with reluctant hooves.

“I guess we are next,” commented Abby Lynn Cerdo with a shaky voice. “They must be doing this alphabetically.” She then turned to the Oveja sisters. “I guess this is it. We’ll all become fuckmeat in a few minutes. I wish I had listened to Clarabell and sneaked out with her when she asked. I kick myself. She and Billy Jean, they somehow managed to deceive the gods of fate, huh?”

Lizzy nodded. She too was jealous of her sister BJ, who was now working at a restaurant near Randyville. Her father was furious when he found out about his favorite daughter’s betrayal, even after the fat cat who had hired the runaways offered to pay a generous amount for the girls’ freedom. Neither BJ nor Clarabell were enslaved, but Lizzy was certain that they were fucking and sucking the man non-stop as if they were his slaves.

While she was picturing her sister munching on a fat slob’s cock, a loud roar rose from the crowd outside. People started to yell lewd remarks and numbers.

“It’s starting,” Dottie said. “The Becerra sisters… They are bidding on them. I think this is…Yolanda?”

The herd fell quiet and listened, not only because they were all scared out of their minds. They all wanted to figure out how the process worked. None of them had experience… except for the spinsters, of course.

“They lead you to the stage on all fours, and line you up at the back on your knees.” explained Francine, when a few pairs of curious eyes turned to her. “Then they bring you to the front one by one. They let you stand up, walk around, smile, sometimes even let you talk too.”

“Talk? What are we supposed to talk about?” asked one of the Cerdos.

“Men in the crowd, they shout questions at you. You are allowed to answer if you want. Briefly.” Being the center of attention for that short moment gave Francine a tiny bit of confidence. “They asked me if knew certain blowjob techniques, for example. I didn’t actually hear clearly what specific thing they asked for, because of all that noise, you know… so I played safe and said no.” She paused and swallowed. “I regret that. I think about that moment every day. I should have said yes. Someone would have bought me had I said yes. I could have been lying at my master’s feet right now…far away from this fucking shithole.”

“Oh, I’ll smile and nod all the way” said the Cerdo. “I’ll bluff and lie if I have to. I just cannot be a spinst-” She stopped before completing the word. “Sorry, Francine. I didn’t mean…”

“That’s okay,” waved the blonde. “I walked around in shame, mocked and ridiculed by the men of the town, who passed me around like a worthless cumrag for an entire year. One more word won’t hurt.” A bitter smile appeared on her tear-soaked face. “Listen to the crowd outside. There must be tens of thousands of horny men out there, and only a few hundreds of us. Like it or not, there won’t be any spinsters left this year. We are all going to be sold, every single one of us.”

“She has a point,” agreed Helen Stier. “My brother told me that all the shops ran out of women on the first day. These fucking tourists even bought the salesgirls and waitresses. Many people sold their wives to meet demand. I hear Frank Gibbs sold his mother and two aunts to some milf collector from Maidenfair.”

“Oh, shit!” exclaimed another girl from the back. “That broke asshole told me that he was going to bid on me and I laughed at him! So that’s where he got the money from?”

“Tough luck,” Lizzy thought. Gibbs was certainly a vindictive jerk and a brutal skullfucker. She was glad he wasn’t interested in her. She definitely had suitors among the town boys, but she was almost sure that none of them could afford her. She was most likely to be sold to an out-of-towner. Probably one of the four men who put her in their shortlists during “tasting.” There was also that guy from “Rapist’s Choice” trading company, and of course the strange southern couple who hired Toby Hendricks as curator for their new joint venture.

The couple intrigued her. The young man wasn’t anything like the brutish yokels she was used to. He had raped his overly eager partner well, allowed her receive a cunny as he did, and let her climax in the end. It was the first time Lizzy ever witnessed something like that. Male induced female orgasm was a rare thing to see, and when it happened, it always happened accidentally. Of course, girls occasionally pleasured themselves to completion, and on rarer instances, each other… but always in secret… and quietly. Moaning and screaming like that woman did, was totally inappropriate. A truly shocking, brazen display, unbefitting a proper female.

Regardless, the woman had made an impression on Lizzy. She was confident and commanding, and strangely, her partner seemed to respect her. Turned out she was a female-trainer herself. She was in charge of her father’s company that trained and traded petgirls. The man too was the son of a rich slaver. Now both were trying to build their own businesses to leave the shadow of their fathers.

Lizzy Beth smiled bitterly to herself, seeing the tiny crumb of irony in that. She too was getting ready to leave her father behind, even though she would have been perfectly fine if she had remained in her birthbarn with her mothers and sisters for the rest of her life.

“Cerdo! Line up.”

Following a collective gasp, the Cerdo girls quickly formed a line and crawled toward Danny Stier. Even after the unexpected loss of Clarabell, they still made up the largest group of girls from a single farm. Seven newly-matured calves and one spinster cow left the sorting pen and set off toward the auction block. A cacophony of cheers and catcalls welcomed the group when they emerged from the big tent.

Lizzy watched them crawl away with a blank stare. The herd fell silent once again. The sorrow and fear in the air was palpable. She noticed Dottie crying. It broke her heart. Dot was always the stronger, more rational one. Seeing her break down like that was a big blow to her already crumbling composure. She started to sob too.

It took a long time to auction off all the Cerdos. They had some of the best heifers in the area among them, so the bidding war was long and fierce.

“De Vaca! You’re up.”

Rosa, the only rape-age daughter from the smaller De Vaca Farm, hugged her friends goodbye and left. She was sold within a minute.

The Ferkel sisters were next, soon followed by the four Jalovic calves. Three Konstigs and the two Kossa sisters were taken together.

“Kossa farm? I think… I think we’ll be in the next batch,” said Dottie Belle, trying hard to act calm. Lizzy could see the cracks in her sister’s composure. “Just the three Novillas and the Moschari twins before us. Pretty sure we’ll be grouped together with them. Perhaps even the-”

She fell silent and waited. Realizing that her sister was struggling at the brink of a panic attack, Lizzy hugged her sister and gave her a little kiss on the cheek. “It will be okay, Dot,” she whispered.” It was the first time in her life she felt like she was the stronger one. She somehow felt confident and hopeful, even in this utterly terrifying point in time. Their future was uncertain.

“What will happen to us?” Dottie asked as she hugged her back. “They will separate us. They will take us to far corners of the country. We’ll never see each other again, Lizzie! I don’t want to leave you. Leave mom… my sisters!

“Take it easy,” Lizzy Beth whispered. “I know what will happen. That couple, Toby’s employers. They will buy us. I can feel it. The woman, she told me that. She thinks we are perfect for her special pet training program. You’re well-trained whores who are comfortable on all fours, she said. She intends to buy us and many others in the herd, train us as pets right here, and sell us in the south to well-off men. White-collar office workers who’d pamper us like housepets. One or two blowjobs before breakfast, and perhaps a good fuck before bed, and we’d be done for the day. You won’t end up in a pig pen in a shithole town like this and get gangraped ten times a day, I promise. And I’m certain that-”

“Novilla, Moschari, Oveja! To my feet!”

The two sisters took a deep breath and fell on four hooves. “Good luck, sis,” Lizzie Beth whispered before following Angela Moschari, “And whatever happens out there, don’t ever forget… I love you.”
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