
        
            
                
            
        

    
KIDNAPPED BY PIRATES – THE ETERNAL HUCOW SLAVE 3

©2023 Ulrika Udderson

All rights reserved

Published: Ulrika Udderson 2023

Cover by Ulrika Udderson

This story is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, locales, or businesses is purely coincidental.

CONTENT WARNING

This story is not suitable for readers under the age of 18 due to its graphic sexual content. The themes of this story include BDSM and hucow kink. All characters portrayed are over 18 years old.


Read the first parts of Astrid’s story here:

[image: ]


[image: ]

My name is Astrid. I am immortal, forever cursed to walk this earth and be subject to the desire of men and women. They want me and what flows from my engorged bosom.

My freedom is often short-lived. Maybe I am doomed to be an eternal slave?

If that is the case, I do not mind.

Itook a deep breath of the fresh sea air and started humming a tune that appeared in my mind. It sounded familiar as it danced across my lips and into the Caribbean air, but it took me a while before I could place it.

The guard.

The memory washed over me and caused a knot to form in my stomach. When the Inquisition had given up on torturing and killing me, they had shackled me in the deepest, darkest part of the dungeon and thrown away the key. For years, I never managed to find out how many, I lived in darkness. Alone. Bitter and frightened, unable to experience the sweet release of death. After an eternity of pain due to the heavy shackles that I had been locked in place with, a curious guard finally found his way to the cell.

At first, he had run away screaming, but he returned a few days later and drew up the courage to talk to me. Tales of the undead prisoner cursed to haunt the dungeons forever had been told for years. At first, he was intimidated, but he kept visiting me, even bringing me water and food, and after a while, he decided to free me and take me to his simple home. The dungeon was no longer in use, the Inquisition was long gone, and though my body has a remarkable ability to recover, it took me days before I could walk on my own. I repaid him, of course, in the manner I was accustomed to, and it felt good to have a cock inside me after years of making love to my hands.

The guard’s name was lost to the fog of time, but the tune he always whistled was now taken by the wind as the ship barreled forward towards its destination. It was going to be nice with a change of scenery after hundreds of years in Europe. I had enjoyed the Renaissance, to be fair – being the muse to countless talented sculptors and painters had amused me, and I still chuckled whenever I remembered that the ‘witch’ that had been prosecuted by the Inquisition was the model for several statues now residing in various churches in Rome. I had even spent a few years shackled in Leonardo da Vinci’s workshop as his slave; he insisted that he was at his best after drinking from my swollen breasts.

But all of that was behind me. The Caribbean Islands lay ahead, and though I did not doubt that I would end up a slave or captive eventually, such was my curse, I looked forward to a few years in the sun.

“Miss West?” a voice sounded behind me.

“Yes?” I turned to greet one of the servants on the ship. I had paid a lot of money for a luxurious passage, and so far, the voyage had not disappointed.

“Dinner will be served in an hour, m’lady.” He bowed.

“Thank you. I’ll return to my cabin for now to change clothes.”

The heavy dress floated across the slippery deck as I moved into the bowels of the ship. I hated clothes like these, but it was necessary to keep up the appearance of a wealthy noblewoman heading for new shores; I had managed to amass a decent wealth over the years, and it was time to spend some of it.

The cabin was small but cozy, and after escaping the cumbersome dress, I allowed myself a moment of rest in the soft bed. The lull of the ship’s movement reminded me momentarily of the first time I had ever sailed. The memory of my captivity and enslavement by Vikings was not pleasant, but for a moment, it was like I could feel the coarse rope around my wrists once again.

You haven’t been tied up in a while, Astrid. I smiled to myself as my hands started to wander across my naked body. After hundreds of years, I was quite adept at pleasuring myself, and my fingers knew every little spot of pleasure on and inside my body. I had not had much else to do during my years in the Inquisition dungeon, and the experience served me well now. I closed my eyes and let the feather-light touch build up the arousal within me. Slowly, lust and desire started ebbing and flowing to the sound of the water breaking against the ship. I tried to match the rhythm of the large vessel, and the creaking wood hid my airy moans from my fellow passengers.

One finger.

Two fingers.

Three fingers explored my pussy as the other hand caressed my nipples, but it was not enough. Not quite.

I opened my eyes and looked around the cabin. A thick piece of rope dangled from the rafters above, and I wasted no time in fashioning it into a noose and tightening it around my neck.

Mmm … that’s more like it, I thought as I pulled at the rope and felt it restrict my breathing. I had spent a disproportionate amount of my long life with a collar around my neck, and I often found myself missing it. The fingers once again found their way inside me, their touch and effect magnified by the rope scraping against my pale skin.

The orgasm was silent, slowly rolling through my body like a calming wave of desire. I tightened the rope and kept my fingers inside to prolong the experience, but despite my efforts, the pleasant feeling soon subsided, and I found myself lying in a small cabin with a rope around my neck. I knew that it had left marks, that I was expected to be at dinner shortly, but I did not care. When you have lived more than five hundred years, the opinions and disdain of others tend to feel like fleeting unpleasantries.

I groaned and sat on the edge of the bed, staring for a moment at the cruel corset I would have to wear. I pulled a wooden bucket out from under the bed and started milking myself into it; I had no intention of trying to squeeze my massive udders into the corset while they were filled, it was going to be frustrating enough as it was. I let out a relieved sigh as the pressure in my breasts lessened. No one aboard knew of my special circumstances; I had managed to empty the contents of my bucket over the railing under the cover of night.

The conversation at the Captain’s table was frustratingly polite and mostly devoid of any meaningful content. Captain Price was a stern, stone-faced man without a sense of humor, but he fitted well with the other passengers of means, mostly nobility heading for the colonies to check on their investments. I had no interest in chatting with them, which was all the same since I was considered nothing more than a girl. I still looked like I was barely reaching my 20th birthday and the only other passenger who would even bother to talk to me was Mary, an 18-year-old governor’s daughter returning from England to join her father on one of the many islands in the Caribbean.

“I hope we’re there soon,” she said and prodded the overcooked fish with her fork. “This ship is boring.”

I chuckled to myself. The impatience of youth amused me. “I’m not sure your life as a governor’s daughter will be more thrilling than this, I’m afraid.”

“Maybe.” She glanced at the other people at the table. “I hope we get boarded by pirates. That would spice things up.”

I looked at her with a furrowed brow. “You want to be kidnapped by pirates?”

Her eyes lit up, as did her smile. “Wouldn’t you? Pirates are real men, not the kind of pompous, arrogant morons my father is going to try and set me up with.” Her cheeks became flushed. “I want to be ravaged by such a man …”

“You’re a virgin, aren’t you?”

A woman sitting next to me stared at me as if I had just summoned Satan himself, but Mary just snickered at the question.

“I am.” Her slender hand nervously rubbed her neck. The blonde curls bobbed gently as the fire in her eyes was extinguished. “And I’ll probably stay that way until some boring man is convinced by my father to take me off his hands.”

Sounds a lot like being a slave to me, I thought but kept it to myself.

***

I had heard tales of sandy beaches and wonderful fruits awaiting those who traveled to the Caribbean, but as I watched the heavily armed ship sail closer, a familiar sense of both fear and excitement crept into my body. The Jolly Roger waved from the mast, and panic spread among the crew and passengers. Captain Price tried to stay calm and ordered his men to take up arms, but I could see the fear in his eyes. I did not fear death; the Inquisition had tried to hang me, I had been stabbed once in a sleazy bar in London, and an obsessed man had attempted to drown me in a lake when I had turned him down, but every time, I had woken up a while later as if nothing had happened. As the pirate ship approached, I let out an exasperated sigh.

“Astrid, get in here!”

A hand grabbed my arm and pulled me in behind a collection of barrels at the far end of the deck. Mary’s huge, frightened eyes stared at me, her lips trembling with fear.

“They’re going to kill us all!” she whispered.

“Maybe, but I doubt it.” I nodded toward the quivering men on the deck in front of us with rifles and swords. “Those men are not going to make it, but they’ll probably take you and me as hostages.”

Mary whimpered. “Hostage? Do you … do you think they’ll rape us?”

“Isn’t that what you wanted?”

“No! Not … no!” The large blue eyes lingered on the pirate ship that was now right next to our ship. “This can’t be happening …”

The moment the pirates crawled onto our ship, chaos ensued. Gunsmoke hung in the air as Captain Price’s inexperienced crew fought bravely, but in vain, against the ruthless pirates. Screams and cries pierced my ears, and though it was not the first time I had witnessed murder and death, it was still horrifying to witness. Captain Price put up a fight, but a cutlass strike cut his throat and sent a spray of blood into the air that made Mary cry out next to me. The few of his men that were still fighting threw their weapons to the ground when they saw their captain fall, and within moments, an eerie silence fell on the deck.

“Very good, men!” a voice shouted, breaking the silence. A man appeared through the dense gunsmoke; he was handsome, with sharp features and thick, black hair. The gray eyes were intelligent but cold, and there was no trace of sympathy to be seen when he looked at the captured crew members. “Search the ship. Start loading the cargo onto The Hornet and bring any passengers to me.” He walked toward the barrels behind which Mary and I were hiding. “I think we’ll start our search over here … I heard a squeak during the battle.”

There was no need in trying to hide. I stood up and looked the man in the eye. “We surrender, Captain …?”

“Forte. Captain Jack Forte.” The handsome man smiled as his eyes mapped my body, lingering for a moment on my breasts. “What a wonderful price …” He looked at one of his men. “Tie their hands.”

Before long, all passengers were assembled on the main deck. The atmosphere was tense, and though I did not fear for my life and rather enjoyed having my hands tied behind my back again, things did not bode well for the others.

“I’m a man of honor,” Captain Forte said, addressing the terrified crowd. He was surrounded by grim-faced, armed pirates. “But I’m also a man who believes in justice.”

His men cheered. I could tell that he was well-liked among the smelly, unappealing men, but Jack Forte himself had an air of nobility around him; his clothes were clean and expensive, and his posture and demeanor reminded me of the people I had met during my years as a hucow slave to King Louis of France.

“You put up a fight. I respect that, but it has led to the death of many of my men.” His eyes narrowed as he stared at the few remaining men from Captain Price’s crew. “You took five of my mine. There are five of you left.”

The five crewmen protested and begged as the pirates standing behind them pushed them toward the edge of the deck. They screamed as they were thrown overboard into the shark-filled waters.

Jack Forte smiled and turned his attention to the passengers. “That was justice. Now … it’s time to tally up the loot.”

He walked past each of us; apart from Mary and me, there were two older noble couples, a retired navy officer, and a heavyset, rich woman whose late husband had made a fortune in the slave trade.

“Should we just kill them all?” a bald pirate with a black tooth and intense eyes asked.

“I haven’t seen a girl in months,” another said, staring at Mary and me. “Let us keep the girls … for fun. We can always throw them away when we’re done.”

Captain Forte did not respond at first. He seemed to enjoy the panicked whimpers and pleas for mercy from the other passengers. He stopped in front of me. “Who are you, girl? You seem … different than the others.”

“I’m Astrid. Just Astrid.” I smiled and nodded at the horny pirate. “And I’m probably too much for you or your men to handle.”

The captain chuckled. “That’s some confident talk from a prisoner.”

“I’ve been a prisoner before, Mr. Forte,” I said and bit my lower lip. “I got to give it to your men, they tie a good knot.”

“I like you,” he said. “But we might have to whip a little humility into you.”

“I can’t wait.”

The Captain gestured for the bald, black-toothed pirate to come closer. “Do we have all we need?”

The man nodded. “Yes, Captain. But their food stores were low; they were likely heading for the nearby colony, and we still have a long voyage ahead of us, if you know what I mean.”

The Captain scratched his full beard and nodded. “A shame. Take this spunky lass with us and throw the rest in the sea. I hate nobility, and I don’t want to waste any food on them. We can’t sell them, they’re worthless as slaves.” He sighed. “Tow the ship, maybe we can sell it.”

I watched in horror as the pirates started tying the ankles of the other passengers to a chain that was locked to a cannon the pirates had pushed to the edge of the deck. One of the pirates grabbed me by the arm and started dragging me toward their ship.

“Captain!” I shouted. “Captain, please! You’re throwing money overboard!”

Captain Forte walked over to me, his eyes burning with anger. “How dare you shout at me like that?” He pointed at the nobles screaming and crying. “They’re useless. We’ve taken what riches they had with them.”

“But the girl …” I looked at Mary, who just stared into thin air, struggling to comprehend what was happening. “Her father is the governor. She’s worth a hefty ransom, and she hardly eats anything. But …” I took a deep breath, knowing that my request could anger the captain. “But … she has to be … unspoiled.”

The Captain seemed to ponder whether to punish me for my insolence or accept the proposal. “Very well. We’ll take the girl.”

Seeing Mary being dragged onto the pirate ship was a small comfort. A moment later, the cannon to which the other prisoners were tied was pushed into the sea, followed by desperate screams as the noblemen and women were pulled along with it. The pirates cheered and laughed as the screams disappeared.

This was not what I had in mind, I thought to myself as the pirates hauled me onto their ship. But I’ll just have to make the most of it.

The large frigate had barely set sail before Mary and I were surrounded on the deck by smelly, ferocious-looking pirates. I had been fucked by far worse, and I do not know if it was the rope scraping against my wrists or the bulges in their pants, but the situation elicited more arousal than fear.

“The blonde looks ripe,” a one-eyed man said and grabbed hold of Mary, pulling her in for a kiss. She squealed, but a moment later, another pirate yanked her away.

“I get to have fun with her first.” A giant, bulky pirate sneered at the one-eyed man as he groped Mary. “I’ll slit your throat if you try to grab her again.”

The two men looked like they were ready to fight when a gunshot made them forget all about Mary. Everyone stared at the captain, who had just come back from the other ship.

“This … is why we don’t normally allow women on a pirate ship,” Captain Forte said and sighed. “The girl is to be ransomed, and we’ll make a lot more money if she’s untouched. Don’t put a hand on her unless you’re willing to lose it.”

The two pirates groaned and stepped back.

“A man of his word,” I said and smiled at the captain. “Surprising.”

The captain put his gun back in his belt and looked at me. “You got a lot of nerve for someone who has just been taken captive by bloodthirsty, horny pirates.”

I stepped forward and pushed my generous bosom forward. “I can be a bit unruly, I guess.” The captain was a handsome man, and I had not been properly bound or punished in years. It was irrational, dangerous even, but why not? I was a horny, immortal woman surrounded by muscular pirates. “What are you going to do about it?”

He smiled. “I did promise you a whipping, didn’t I?”

The men cheered as my dress was torn off, baring my naked body to the warm Caribbean winds. Despite the rough hands ravaging my body, it felt wonderful to be rid of the corset.

“Captain!” a man shouted when he pinched my nipple and saw milk dripping from it. “She’s … full of milk.”

The captain looked at me with a concerned frown. “Are you with child, girl?” The pirates around him took a step back as if I had just been revealed to carry the plague.

I shook my head and smiled. “Let’s just say that I’m … blessed. My breasts always produce milk.” I bit my lower lip as I stared the confused captain in the eye. “You’re welcome to sample what I have on offer.”

Captain Forte seemed to consider the proposition for a bit. I had never used the term ‘blessed’ to describe my condition before, but I figured that a crew of supernatural pirates were likely to tie me to a cannon and send me to the bottom of the sea if they heard the word ‘curse’. Constantly drowning for what would likely be hundreds of years did not appeal to me; even though I was immortal, death was not a pleasant experience.

The bald, black-toothed pirate who seemed to be the first mate, walked up to the captain. “If what she says is true, we could make a hefty sum by selling her as a slave. A constant source of fresh milk on long voyages is … appealing. As are her other qualities.”

The captain nodded. “I agree.” He smiled. “But we’ll have to see for ourselves if her statement is true. Tie her between the masts! Whip her, show her that she was wrong to speak out of turn, and drink from her until she runs dry!”

Now we’re talking.

Before long, I was standing naked on the deck, my arms tied to each of the two thick masts. A smelly cloth filled my mouth, and the coarse rope burned my skin, but I did not mind. The sun warmed my body, and I could not help but let out a muted moan when the first pirate dared to close his chapped lips around my nipple. A hundred eyes stared at my restrained body, dozens of mouths cheering as the pirates drank from me. I knew I should feel humiliated, but I had endured so much over the hundreds of years I had lived that it felt like a drop in the ocean. Instead, I embraced the attention and the relief as the milk flowed, nourishing dozens of men. There were no soft lips, no gentle, affectionate feeding; it was coarse and rough, but it did not dissuade me.

Then the whipping started.

A thick, one-tailed whip licked my back. The stinging sensation was intense, but even though the First Mate poured his strength into every strike, my body had experienced far worse and soon converted the pain into pleasure. The rope creaked as I pulled at my restraints, but it was all for show. No part of me wanted it to end. I screamed into my gag as the pain mounted, but the audible screams were not mine but those of Mary, who was forced to watch. Tears streamed from her face as she watched the punishment. I had no way of telling her that I was enjoying myself, and I soon forgot all about her when a large pirate walked up and started fingering me.

“You’re wet, slut,” he whispered. His breath stank of death and decay, but his rough, insistent fingering overruled all disgust. A deep, bellowing laughter escaped him as he shouted: “The whore is wet!”

The other pirates joined in the laughter, and they soon took turns pinching my nipples, fingering my pussy, or rubbing my clit. It was amazing. Intense. Unhinged. The whipping never stopped, and my back burned as I came over and over.

After a while, the crew got bored. My legs had stopped being able to carry me after countless, dirty orgasms and prolonged whipping, leaving me on my knees. I was still tied between the masts, whimpering and drooling. They left me there for hours, only interrupted by the occasional breastfeeding. When one of them finally untied the rope and removed the gag, I was exhausted. Exhausted and satisfied. Rough, wide iron shackles were locked onto my wrists and ankles, a familiar, welcome sensation, as was the matching collar.

Collared once again. I wonder how long it’ll stay on this time, I thought as the pirate pushed me into the Captain’s cabin at the end of the deck. He locked me in a small cage next to Mary, who had also been shackled but was at least wearing clothes. That must mean they haven’t had their way with her. Good.

“Oh, Astrid,” she said, crying as her trembling fingers traced the deep grooves on my back. “I’m so sorry.”

“It’s alright.” I groaned as I tried to get comfortable in the cramped cage. “I’ve tried worse.”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s a long story.” I smiled at her. “The important thing is that you’re alive and unspoiled.”

“Thanks to you.”

“I couldn’t save them all.”

“They weren’t worth saving,” Captain Forte said as he entered the room. He took a large bite of a juicy apple and smiled at me. “But it was a noble attempt.” He pulled a chair up in front of the cage and sat down. “You did well out there. A wonderful display. We’ll be arriving in port soon; I intend to make a lot of gold off you both.”

Mary did not answer. Her chains rattled as she curled up at the back of the cage.

“What, you don’t want to keep me around?” I said and pushed my face between the rusty steel bars.

Forte smiled. “No. My crew can be … savage. They’d start fighting over who gets to fuck you next. Other captains might be willing to risk it, but not me.”

“You don’t want to fuck me yourself, Captain? Not even if I ask nicely?”

He laughed. “I don’t know what kind of life you’ve led, girl, but I’ve never heard a captive begging to be fucked.” His smile faded. “There’s something … off about you. I don’t want to risk my cock falling off. But I’m certain you’ll see plenty of action after you’ve been sold.”

Good.

***

I stretched my aching body when the First Mate pulled me out of the Captain’s cabin and onto the deck. The cage had not left much room for movement, and my body was still sore from the whipping.

“You heal fast,” he said with a hint of grim admiration as we walked down the gangplank.

“One of my many talents.” I tried to get my bearings, but the docks were overwhelmingly chaotic. Dozens of huge ships were anchored in the cove or at the docks, and the barrage of shouting and screaming was deafening. Everywhere I looked, I saw chained men and women of all colors and sizes, their faces either contorted in agony and despair or a blank, emotionless canvas of apathy. We walked up to Captain Forte, who stood at the end of the docks with a small group of pirates. Mary was standing next to him, staring at the ground, her hands clutching the chain connecting her shackles.

“Black Pete, you’re in charge of negotiating a ransom for the governor’s daughter,” the Captain said, nodding at the First Mate. “Take Peg and Rat with you. And treat her well.” He used his finger to lift Mary’s chin. “You better behave, little girl. If you do, you’ll be with your father soon enough. If not …”

He nodded upward. Mary and I both followed his gaze to see a naked girl locked in a gibbet, hanging from a gallows at the edge of the docks. It looked like she had been beaten and whipped, and I thought she was dead until she let out a pitiful cough.

Mary’s face went pale, but she did not say anything. Her eyes lingered on me as the three pirates dragged her away.

“She’ll be fine,” the Captain said when he noticed my concerned gaze.

“Like the other passengers on the ship?”

“Fewer nobles to exploit the farmers,” Forte said and shrugged. “Don’t tell me they treated you with any form of respect.”

I chuckled. “If being disrespectful to me was grounds for execution …”

“Funny. If I were you, I’d keep my mouth shut at the auction. You don’t want to fetch too small a price.” He took the chain to my collar and started walking down a wide dirt road leading past a host of small stands and stores where everything from fruit to weapons was being sold.

“I’m not sure lining your coffers is my main priority, Captain.”

“It’s for your own good.” He looked back at me with a look in his eyes that could be mistaken for sympathy, but it was gone in an instant. “The more money people spend, the more likely they are to take care of their investment. Trust me, you don’t want to end up on the ship of a poor captain – if a captain is short on money, he’ll do anything to keep the crew from mutiny.”

I looked back over my shoulder at the poor girl in the gibbet. “Including handing them a girl to with what they want.”

“Exactly. You’re likely going to be fucked, but trust me, it can get a lot worse than that.”

The Captain took me to a large market at the center of the small town. Hundreds of slaves were displayed on elevated platforms from which pirate captains tried to get the attention of the crowd. Some slaves were being whipped, likely to deter others from stepping out of line, but most stood motionless as people placed their bids. The market was not only attended by pirates; also well-dressed noblemen and naval officers from the Spanish and English fleets were present.

The Captain noticed my confused expression as I watched a nobleman barter with a pirate for a young girl. “This island is neutral ground,” he said with a grin. “We might try to plunder that man’s ship tomorrow, only to sell him back his wares the next day. And the navies are always looking for new slaves.”

Tale as old as time, I thought with a sigh as I was escorted onto one of the platforms. My collar chain was locked to my ankle restraints while my wrist shackles were locked to the collar chain, ensuring that I could not lift my arms above my waist.

“Stand up straight, girl. You’ll have a lot of eyes on you in a few seconds.” The Captain smiled and took a deep breath before turning toward the crowd that had already started to amass in front of the platform. “Lowlifes and nobles, pirates and privateers!” he shouted. “You know who I am. You know that I am a man of high standards, and I have a price for you today!”

Some people turned away from the other platforms to stare at me. The Captain’s advice still echoed in my mind, and I made sure to look the wealthiest-looking men in the eye with a seductive, secretive smile.

“This girl is not only beautiful, as you can see, with the kind of bosom you’d want to bury your face in,” he said, allowing for short bursts of laughter from the crowd. “She is also a vixen, a true whore.” The Captain walked up to me and slid two fingers inside my pussy. I let out an exaggerated moan, eliciting an acknowledging smile from him. He lifted the two fingers; they glistened in the midday sun, soaked in my juices. “Just being shackled here is making her wet and ready. But that is not all …”

The Captain squeezed my breast and sent a stream of milk onto the platform, hitting a few of the people in the front row.

“She is stricken with a rare condition, bovinus afflictionem, that leads her to lactate. Always. Painful for her – a joy to everyone else!”

I had to bite my lip to keep from laughing. The Captain was a born showman.

“I do not need to tell you how practical a constant source of fresh milk can be on long, perilous journeys. And she can obviously offer other … benefits as well.” He spread his arms like a performer reaching the high point of his act. “Come! Sample the wares! I do not want you to buy the goods on my word alone! We’ll start the bidding soon.”

I was not prepared for the stampede of people flooding the platform. Countless hands groped me, inspected every orifice, and I was soon drenched in milk from the rough, messy attempts at drinking from my swollen breasts. My shackled hands kept me from preventing any of it, but I was not sure I wanted to. Somehow, I felt appreciated, even if they saw me as a piece of meat to be traded. Fingers slipped in and out of my ass and pussy, testing me, exploring me, but there was no finesse to their touch. It did not prevent the lust from soaring through my body, though.

“That’s enough, gentlemen and women,” Captain Forte finally said and pulled the last potential customers off the stage. “If you want more of her … you’ll have to pay. No matter if you want a slave to breastfeed your children, a bosomy woman to warm your bed, or a girl to satisfy your entire crew of grimy pirates, now is your chance!”

I did not feel like an attractive investment in my current state; my auburn hair was a mess, and the dried milk on my breasts and stomach did nothing to make me appear more elegant, nor did the heavy shackles.

But the prices being shouted from the crowd were obscene.

Captain Forte grinned as he controlled the auction, and many had to quit within seconds as the price soared. In the end, it stood between two pirate captains and a French nobleman who had been quite thorough when he had fingered me. The nobleman bowed out when a pirate from one of the two crews walked up behind him and whispered something in his ear, causing the well-dressed man to go pale and disappear.

“Sold to Ramsay the Reaver, captain of the Bloody Dawn,” Forte proclaimed when the rival captain had been shanked and lay clutching his side in a pool of blood on the floor. Captain Ramsay’s crew cheered. Forte walked over to me with a huge grin on his face. “I might consider retiring after Ramsay and the Governor pays up. And don’t be too worried; Ramsay, despite his name, is not an overly cruel man, but he does like to please his crew.”

“I assume he doesn’t please them in the same way he expects me to do it,” I said with a sigh as Captain Ramsay stepped onto the platform. He was no less handsome than Captain Forte, with gray streaks in his black hair and beard and a confident swagger to his steps.

“What a beauty,” he said, twirling his mustache. “A prime catch, Forte. I’ll have the gold transferred to your ship right away. Do you have a name, girl?”

“Does it matter … Master?” I said with a smile.

He laughed. “Submissive and feisty? A perfect combination.”

Forte chuckled to himself. “Good, because you can’t whip the sass out of this one, Reaver. She enjoys it too much.”

Once again, I found myself on a pirate ship, though this one was even bigger than Forte’s. It almost fell like a procession as I walked up the gangplank, followed by dozens of cheering pirates. Captain Ramsay connected my collar to a long chain locked to the main mast and called for silence.

“You’ve served me well, men!” he shouted with a smile. “This is your reward! Make sure she’s fed and rested, but apart from that … have fun!”

A roar of applause and shouting broke out. I felt like a wounded lamb surrounded by a pack of hungry wolves, and at that moment, I wondered if I had finally gotten in over my head. The shackles seemed heavier, the collar tighter – had I oversold my abilities? Had I been too cocky in my interactions with Captain Forte?

A hundred men want to fuck you, Astrid. It’s better than spending years alone in a dark cell – or being at the bottom of the ocean.

The first man walked over to me. He grabbed the long chain holding my collar and pulled me in close. His rough hand felt me up as his lips split in a devious smile. He smelled. They all did. But the heat emanating from his body was exhilarating, as was the massive bulge in his linen pants. Sweat glistened on the bulging muscles, and I let out a pitiful whimper when he squeezed my breast and caused a few drops of milk to come out.

“I think I’ll go first,” he said.

“Please do … Master.” I tried to mute the frightened voice in my head as I smiled at the pirate towering over me. His hand slid further down my body, drawing a wet line of milk from my breast to my pussy.

“Fuck her, Bones!” a pirate shouted, followed by cheers.

Yes. Please do.

He rubbed his crotch against mine, and I could feel his massive, hard erection through the fabric. At that moment, another pirate walked up behind me and smelled my hair.

“Ah … I haven’t smelled a woman in months.”

The man’s lips started kissing my neck with surprising tenderness, but the fragile moment evaporated a moment later when I felt the tip of his cock rub against my asshole. My body tensed up, but I managed to turn my head toward him and smile.

“Let me … get that ready for you before you go sticking it places it’s not ready for,” I said in a coy tone and licked my lips. The cross-eyed pirate grinned as I knelt in front of him and took the sweaty, thick cock in my mouth. The other pirate stood next to him and pulled his cock out as well.

This is not too bad, I thoughts as my tongue started dancing sensually up and down the hardening shaft while my right hand started working the other cock. The rhythmic sound of rattling chains soon acted as background music for the absurd display, and more and more pirates started joining in, their hands pinching and squeezing every part of my body. The moment the cross-eyed pirate was satisfied with my blowjob, he yanked my head back and turned me around, bending me over a nearby barrel to the disappointment of the other pirates.

“Welcome aboard,” he said as he pressed his massive cock into my asshole. I squealed with a mix of pain and joy as he started fucking me. It was not gentle or sensual in any way; this was brutal, but I liked it that way. Before long, another pirate had moved in position in front of the barrel and rammed his cock deep down my throat while another found its way into my shackled hand.

The cross-eyed pirate was the first to spill into me, filling my asshole with cum to the cheer of his mates. My asshole barely had time to recover before two fingers slid inside while another cock started fucking my pussy hard. My hips crashed against the squeaking barrel, and shortly after, one pirate came on my face.

This is humiliating, I thought to myself as the cum trickled down my cheek, but the thought only fanned the flames in my loins. It reminded me of when the Inquisition had put me in a pillory for free use, and I willingly opened my mouth for the next contender in the competition for the smelliest cock in the crew. Someone started pulling my collar from behind, choking me hard, but it only helped to drive me into a massive orgasm as every orifice was filled with either fingers or cocks, and when two men decided to feed from my breasts at the same time, I could not hold back my squeals of pleasure.

Savages. I smiled. These were murderous criminals, I was their slave, and yet, gentle fingers occasionally rubbed my clit while my pussy was pounded; it was a small gesture, but one that filled me with gratitude. The men cheered as more and more cum filled me and drenched my body, mixing with the milk spilling out everywhere. They called me a goddess, a blessing, and it spurred me on as I got tired.

Another orgasm. Louder. Dirtier. More intense.

I caught a glimpse of Captain Ramsay standing behind his ravenous men, smiling at me. I smiled back. None of his men were amazing lovers, they were too crude, but they made up for the lack of quality with sheer quantity.

A few hours later, I was barely conscious, lying in a pool of cum and milk on the deck. The men in the crew that had wanted to break in the new arrival had done their part and returned to their duties with huge smiles on their faces. My jaw was sore, my nipples ached, and both my pussy and my asshole felt like they were on fire.

“Welcome to the Bloody Dawn,” a voice sounded. I looked up to see Captain Ramsay standing above me. He handed me a bottle of rum. “Looks like the crew has introduced themselves.”

I took a sip of the strong drink and appreciated the fact that it drowned out the lingering taste of cum. “They did. They are a cheerful bunch, Master.”

He chuckled. “Impressive amount of spirit you have left after that ordeal. And that was just day one.”

I nodded. “Will you require my services as well, Master Ramsay?” I was spent, but the captain was appealing, especially compared to his crew.

He shook his head. “Not tonight. You’re a gift for my crew, after all.” He grabbed the bottle of rum and emptied it. “Aaah … it’ll be fun having you aboard, Miss. I’ll make sure that you’re properly fed, but this is your home now. Shackled to the mast of the Bloody Dawn until it goes down or we get bored.” He threw the empty bottle over the side of the ship and left me as he laughed.

I sat up and leaned my head against the mast with a sigh. “Could be worse,” I whispered to myself as I watched a pirate walk toward me, undoing his belt. Maybe I’ll end up enjoying my Caribbean holiday.
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The Hucow Slaves

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

The Hucow Inspector

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

Tales of a Hucow Slave

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

The Harem of Fertile Hucows

Four different women sign away their life to be fertile hucows for a billionaire. Will one of them succeed in giving him the heir he seeks? And what would it mean for the others? Contains all four 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.
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Thank you for reading. If you are interested in reading even more steamy BDSM stories, but without the hucow 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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