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The Harvest - 1

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.



“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.



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.




The Harvest - 2

“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.”



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.



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.”




The Harvest - 3

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.



“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.



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.



“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.”



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.”
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