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

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

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

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

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

Even if everyone else her age was doing it.

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

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

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

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

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

“In here, Amber.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“In return for what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Slave?”

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

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

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

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

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

Wow …

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?”

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

“No … not exactly …”

“What does that mean?”

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

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

Amber shook her head.

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

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

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

“Use your tongue, slave.”

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

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

When he finally pulled out, Amber gasped for air.

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

Amber coughed. “I don’t.”

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

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

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

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

Are those … chains?

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

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

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

“It’ll be my pleasure.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Stick your butt out, slave.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What? Why?”

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

“I didn’t sign up for … AUCH!”

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

“There we go.”

“I don’t like this,” Amber said.

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

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

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

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

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

“Hmm … you’re tight. Virgin?”

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

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

Amber shook her head.

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

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

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

Amber winced. “Sorry.”

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

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

That … that’s nice.

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

“I … I like that.”

The doctor smiled. “I know.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“He’s breeding us?”

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

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

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

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hasn’t helped him thus far.”

Holly smiled. “True.”

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

Holly smirked. “Just another gangbang.”

“They raped you?”

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

“That’s … horrible?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“They’re heavy,” she said and pouted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Amber sighed. “People keep saying that.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Emily let out a pleased moan in response.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Seconds felt like hours. Nothing happened.

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

Then the first strike from the cane hit her ass. It was a sharp, intense pain, and the surprise made her cry out. It was not followed by another hit. Instead, a strong, gentle hand caressed the point of impact.

Sharp pain again, this time on the other buttock, followed by his caring touch.

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

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

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

Then nothing.

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

Please, let him…

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

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

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

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

How long is this magnificent thing?

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

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

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

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

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

Please, let him finish soon, she thought.

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

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

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

“Yes, Master James.”

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

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

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

“Tomorrow?”

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

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

Four years of being fucked, Amber thought as she felt a tiny bit of cum trickle down from her pussy to her asshole. A subtle smile appeared in the corner of her mouth. I guess it could be worse.

Read Emily’s story in part 2

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


Make sure to check out this series as well for more fertile hucow slaves!
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The Hucow Slaves

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

The Hucow Inspector

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

Tales of a Hucow Slave

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

Hucow Slaves of the Imperators

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

The Eternal Hucow Slave

Astrid is taken by Vikings and cursed to become an immortal hucow slave. Throughout the centuries, she is again and again forced into slavery - but she does not mind.
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Thank you for reading. If you are interested in reading even more steamy BDSM stories, but without the hucow/breeding element, please do check out my other pen name, Jessica Ackles.

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