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    01 
The Inspection​


    She woke up with a headache. It was nothing out of the ordinary. Her brain simply couldn’t handle pressure and tried to escape from her thick skull whenever she found herself in a tough situation. She hated that useless wrinkly coward. She wished she was smarter, cool-headed… If only she had steely nerves and a backbone instead of this exceptionally beautiful face and gorgeous body.


    But no, not today. She needed that face and body this morning, more than anything. Steely nerves would have helped her a lot in this instance, sure, but the BFA inspector wouldn’t base her grade on her levelheadedness.


    Or maybe he would. She had no idea about what really happened in there. The girls who had their primary inspections always told conflicting stories that ranged from alarming to horrifying. Her long nights on online forums confirmed that every experience was unique. Never good, just different types of bad.


    All agreed on some basics, of course. You had to undress fully. You had to stand in the middle of a cold room where hi-tech cameras and gadgets photographed your body from every possible angle. They created a virtual copy of your entire form for their databases, which was updated every time you passed by a government camera.


    All this could happen in front of an audience of men. Sometimes random BFA employees attended inspections. Apparently there were no rules against it.


    An uninvited audience of random strange men would make the situation even more humiliating and nerve-breaking, undoubtedly. But forums said it was better. Less chance of getting raped by your inspector with witnesses present.


    She couldn’t accept that possibility. Would a government employee defy regulations and freely utilize his inspectee? No, of course not. He would manhandle her a bit, even slap her around perhaps, if she was taking too long undressing or something. She wasn’t going to find herself in that position. She was going to be attentive from the start, obey every command immediately and fully, and survive this awful experience without any problems.


    It was possible to minimize pain and humiliation. She had a simple plan: Listen carefully, obey fully, comply quickly.


    After taking a shower, she stood in front of the full-sized mirror, dropped her towel and performed a quick self inspection. She was tall and slender, had a perfect hourglass figure with a small waist and huge tits. She was extremely proud of the latter… and knew how to use them too.


    The gorgeous reflection in the mirror didn’t look that scared or nervous. Of course, she was in the safety of her own bedroom and not in a cold BFA inspection cell. No middle-aged government employee videotaping her, no leering strange men making jokes at her expense, no risk of bodily harm…


    She stood there for another minute, trying to find flaws on her alluring figure. Skin blemishes, unsightly bruises, hair she forgot to remove? Nothing. She looked completely perfect for the first time in her life. Not even a pimple! Was this her lucky day?


    Unable to resist, she picked up her smartphone and launched the self-grading app. Her friend Bonbon once told her that these apps were nothing but a scam to collect nude photos from gullible young girls, but she didn’t care. A lot of boys had her nudes on their personal collections already. Also, this particular app was not marketed to girls. It was actually a female price estimator app for men. She took a full-body picture and looked at it. Was she slouching? Deleted it and took another one. Then another, and another.
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    She uploaded the seventh attempt, entered some extra information, and clicked on the “appraise” button.


    The app did a few calculations and estimated her value somewhere in the 5000-7000 range. Her grade was a solid-A. She looked in the mirror again and caught herself smiling like a moron.


    She shook off the stupid grin and threw her phone on the bed.


    It was still too early. Her parents were asleep. Maybe it was better this way? Her mother had already had “the talk” with her when she set the inspection date a couple of weeks ago, and her father was considerate enough to avoid the topic since. She decided to get dressed and leave before they woke up. She could order a croissant and a cup of joe at the cafe across the BFA registration office and wait for her appointment. Then pop in, flash her tits, and get out with an A-grade stamp on her butt. Easy-peasy, lemon squeezy.


    She didn’t need anyone to hold her hand. She was a big girl, and she could handle it all by herself.


    She opened her closet and grabbed her inspection outfit. She had already picked her ensemble long ago. It was an orange cotton sundress with thin shoulder straps and a short skirt. Very easy to take off and put back on. No panties, of course. Cream colored over-the-knee socks, orange high heels to match her dress, and an oldie-style white headband to keep her long hair in place. An efficient if ambivalent mixture of modern and traditional, slutty and prudish, casual and somber. A picture of perfection.


    She made her final adjustments to her outfit and blew a kiss to her reflection in the mirror. She was so cute. Nothing bad would happen to such cute things. She would be fine.


    She stuffed the required documents into her purse, grabbed her phone and sneaked out of her room. A minute later, she was out in the street walking towards the bus stop. A cool breeze was trying to wake the city up.


    On the bus she called Bonbon, but her best friend didn’t pick up. It was still too early. Perhaps she was still asleep. Bonbon had had her inspection weeks ago at a private firm. Not a good experience, she reported. Apparently the guy was a retired SEFR agent and had treated her and her aunt like filthy animals even though they were paying customers. According to her friend’s story, he had literally cattle-prodded them a couple times during the inspection. After hearing that, she had decided to go to the BFA instead, like the majority of her fellow countrywomen.


    After getting off the bus, she froze and looked at the Monument of Revolution for a long moment. Every Pussianan city had the same plan at the core. An unnecessarily huge square with an oversized statue in the middle. Each had her special pile of stones that depicted Great Father Marteau doing something cartoonishly masculine, like crushing a nude woman under his feet or something. He would look at or point to the ugly, depressing monstrosity dominating the square. The BFA office. The Bureau of Female Affairs. Once a simple department under the “Revolutionary Directorate of Defeminization of State Apparatus…” now the beating heart, clenched fist, and the throbbing cock of the Androcracy.


    She sat down, ordered a croissant and a cup of coffee, and tried to relax. She was one of the three early birds in the cafe. One was an elderly man reading his newspaper. The other was a young boy, roughly her age, nervously staring at the BFA building. Neither seemed to be aware of her existence. The young slavegirl in high ballet boots brought her order, smiled, and returned to the kitchen like a graceful angel. She took a bite and called Bonbon again. No answer.


    “Come on, you lazy slut,” she mumbled to herself. “I need to talk to you.” She was getting more and more nervous. Perhaps it was the young man a few tables over from her. His tense expression was contagious. Why would a male feel nervous about the BFA, she wondered. Perhaps he was waiting for a female relative being inspected? Then why was he sitting over here, and not in the office across the square? Also, he couldn’t have. The BFA wasn’t open yet.


    At that moment, she regretted her decision to come alone. If only she had been brave enough to ask her father to accompany her. They rarely talked, the two of them. And when they did, it always ended in a shouting match. Then came days of hostility and silent treatment. She wished that they had a better relationship. She wished she could stop being a vile little bitch and he could stop acting like a stubborn asshole.


    She was woken up from her thoughts when the young man stood up, dropped some money on the table and walked out of the cafe. She checked the clock on the wall and jumped up in a slight panic. The office was now open and her appointment was in ten minutes. She paid for the food and left in a hurry.


    As she expected, the boy was headed to the same place. She reached the stairs as he disappeared into the building. Why did she care? She slowed down and tried to relax. The moment she entered the building her eyes widened with panic. A long line of young women, most of them her age, waiting for their turn at the reception desk.


    “Do you have an appointment, slut?”


    She jumped in place when a strange female voice exploded in her left ear. It was tall, well-built woman in uniform.


    “Y-yes,” she stammered, “primary inspection… in 10… um… 6 minutes.”


    The slavecop looked at her with the least readable expression ever and half turned. “Follow me, slut.”


    A clear, direct order. She remembered her motto: Listen carefully, obey fully, comply quickly.


    The slavecop led her to a desk behind the reception with the long line. Two other nervous looking girls were sitting there. The tall woman pointed to the only empty seat without saying anything. She thanked her and sat down.


    She watched the uniformed goddess walk to her desk and sit on the edge. The stories were true, Slavecops were truly a different breed.


    “Welcome to the BFA, sluts,” started the woman. “I’m Agent-slave Rapesnack. We are a little short-handed on male personnel today, so I’ll be handling your PI-s.”


    Agent-slave Rapesnack? O yeah. Only then she realized that it was written on her chest in big letters. Also, a woman would handle her inspection? That was almost too good to be true. This was truly her lucky day.


    “Take out your IDs,” ordered the woman. She immediately took it out and raised it for her scanner.


    Rapesnack held her strange looking tablet over their ID cards and scanned them one by one. When it was her turn, a different sound was heard. The slavecop’s expression changed slightly. She picked the ID from her hand and looked closely as if her eyes could catch some detail the electronic device somehow missed.


    Her expression unchanged, the slavecop took her ID to the desk and dropped it, then returned with a set of collar and handcuffs.


    She remembered from the forum discussions that sometimes inspectors restrained unruly inspectees. But she wasn’t unruly. And why just one set? Why only for her?


    “Surrender your wrists,” ordered Rapesnack.


    Listen carefully, obey fully, comply quickly. She sighed and raised her arms to be restrained. The slavecop swiftly put the cuffs on and proceeded to lock the heavy metal collar around her neck.


    She then took a step back and looked into the girl’s scared eyes.


    “Slut Shayla Tyran, you are under arrest for aiding an unlawful trespassing on private property. You will be transferred to a SEFR holding cell and remain there until the criminal case against you-”


    “Wait!” she shrieked in panic. “C-criminal case? Criminal? Me? Miss, I’m just a high school student…Who… who the hell made such a ridiculous accus-”


    “The case against you was brought by a Mr Peter Stevenson. Does that sound familiar, slut?”


    Shayla froze with her mouth wide open.


    “There you go. Now, get up and follow me, slut. This will be the longest day of your life.”
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    02 
Cleaning​


    Shayla continued to follow Agent-slave Rapesnack like an enthralled zombie. There was a loud banging in her head. She couldn’t even hear her thoughts. Her entire body felt numb and out of control, moving on its own like on autopilot.


    She didn’t know what kind of metal her restraints were made out of, but she could swear that they were getting heavier every passing second. It felt like her collar was being pulled down by invisible demons dancing around her. She could barely raise her head to follow the slavecop. It kept biting her on the neck too.


    So many corridors and corners, dimly lit nooks and crannies, unidentified liquids and dark stains on the floor, and a lot of stairs going down… The stairs, they always went down, never up, it seemed. And every time they went down a flight of stairs, she felt closer to hell.


    Hell was, without a doubt, preferable to the lower levels of a BFA building.


    After what felt like a ten minute walk, they stopped in front of a inconspicuous looking metal door. Shayla had no idea where she was. She was led through a labyrinth several levels below the ugly concrete abomination that marred the center of the city. Rapescnack knocked in a soldierly manner. The response was a distant rustling noise, a reluctant clang of metals banging, and lazy, lumbering footsteps. The door opened and a incredibly huge man loomed over the two. Compared to his giant figure, the tall slavecop looked like a garden gnome.


    Was she exaggerating? Something was wrong. She couldn’t focus. She couldn’t form meaningful thoughts. Her mind was lost in a fog, almost. She shook her head to concentrate. It worked. The huge demon-man looked a little more human-like for a moment.


    “Who’s this?” he hissed. His snake-like voice didn’t match his huge frame, Shayla felt. “Slut Shayla Tyran. Came in for her PI, the system flagged her,” Rapesnack explained. “Formal capture request by a private citizen. Involved in an unauthorized female utilization.”


    “Please,” Shayla whimpered, “could you please call this Peter Stevenson? I’m sure I can clear up this misunderstanding easily. No-no, first call my father. He’ll know what to do.”


    At least that’s what she wanted to say. In reality, all that came out was an unintelligible slurring.


    “Is she drugged?” the giant demon asked. His infernal dark eye-holes were glowing red now.


    “The obedience collar stung her a couple times on the way,” replied Rapesnack. She must be tripping a bit.”


    The demon laughed, or growled, then reached for Shayla’s collar. He grabbed it by the heavy chain and pulled her to himself. Scared out of her mind, she wanted to protest, but her body made no attempt to resist. The slavecop stepped aside to let the giant drag Shayla into the room, then followed them inside.


    After a few meters, the girl managed to regain her balance and looked up. The first thing she saw was a bound young woman at the far end of the hall being violently double ended by two burly guards. She had to swallow a scream of terror. Was she going to be raped too? Was this giant guy her punisher?… She hoped he didn’t have a proportional member.


    “Will I be raped too, ma’am… sir?” She mumbled. “I haven’t had my PI yet… I’m sorry.” Was she making any sense? Her guards seemed indifferent. Were they deaf or something? “Excuse me, sir,” she continued, “how big are you? I mean down there.”


    Her last question managed to get a chuckle from the demon. “Big enough to make a soup out of your innards, slut,” he said. “But don’t worry. You‘re unlikely to be raped today… Not until the civil prosecutor sees you.” He turned to Rapesnack. “When do those suits usually come in?”


    “Afternoon, Sir,” Rapesnack replied. “Sometime between two and four o’clock.”


    “There you go. If the prosec picks your case up and sends you to detention, you can start worrying for your tight little pussy. Technically detained females are not to be touched… but I’m not gonna sugarcoat it, slut. A cute little thing like you, you’ll be raped a lot in detention. A lot. That’s a promise. Those assholes, they have many loopholes for looping your holes.”


    “Thank you, Sir,” she mumbled again, absentmindedly. She wasn’t sure if she understood exactly what he said, but she could see that he was smiling as he said it. It was a kind smile for a giant demon, she thought. Surely, everything was going to be fine. This hell wasn’t that bad. Now, where was the exit?


    “She is smiling? This slut is in no condition to receive legal advice, Sir,” Rapesnack commented.


    “Maybe not,” he snickered. “Cold water will wake her up, I’m sure.” They turned a corner and found themselves in a large cleaning area where two uniformed officers were washing a number of detainees.


    The demon ordered the slavecop to remove Shayla’s restraints. Freed of her heavy shackles and collar, Shayla was now fully convinced that the misunderstanding was over, and she was about to get out of this depressing place. She looked at her guard with her signature puppy eyes. Surely he would be under her spell in no time.


    “Take off your dress, slut,” the man ordered. “Quickly.”


    Shayla looked at the man for a second, befuddled. Was this her primary inspection? Was it starting now?


    A slap exploded on her left cheek. Her face changed from puzzled to panicked. How could she forget her rule? Listen carefully! Obey fully! Comply quickly!


    “I’m sorry, Sir,” she said, and swiftly wiggled out of her little dress. In a few seconds, her shoes and over-the-knee socks ended up in a pile next to her fully naked body, shivering in the middle of the cold room.


    The giant, now in full demon form, pointed towards the lowered platform that looked like a very shallow pool, or a very large shower basin. Several fully naked women were already down there, waiting to be hosed down. Shayla quickly joined them and went down on her knees.


    “Hands and knees on the floor,” ordered one of the officers with the hoses. All quickly complied. More orders followed: “Kiss the floor. Heads down, asses up! Knees apart! Arms stretched!” Shayla was still confused about the reason for this unusual development, but she managed to copy everything the other women did. She wasn’t going to fuck up again and deserve another slap from the hell demon.


    She realized what was going to happen half a second before the cold jet of water hit her between the legs. The stream got her right on the clit and moved around her crotch without mercy. It hurt a lot. It was like getting punched and kicked between the legs.
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    After dealing a lot of damage to her orifices in a methodical manner, the officer hosed the rest of her body down haphazardly and moved on to the next girl. Dripping with cold water, Shayla decided to keep her pose and wait for further directions.


    The giant guard was right. Cold water gave her the shock she needed to get out of her intoxicated state. Her mind was clearer now. She quickly remembered what had happened and realized what was going to happen. Panic hit.


    “Back on your feet!” the whorewash officer commanded. “Line up against the wall!”


    The six other young women in the group quickly got up and took their places on the other side of the room as if they had done that a few times before. Shayla took a step towards them to do as they did, but Rapesnack grabbed her by the arm and pulled her in the other direction.


    “They are going to appear in court in a minute,” she explained. “You still have a long way to go before that. She attempted to return to the spot she piled her clothes on, but she couldn’t see anything there.


    “You won’t need clothes where you’re going, slut,” said the man, with an ominous smile. Then he turned and entered another corridor. Rapesnack dragged Shayla out after the man. Along the way she continued to beg for mercy, this time more intelligibly, but neither the man nor the slavecop acknowledged her pleads. Obviously, she wasn’t the first girl they processed here.


    After two more hellward flights of stairs, they arrived at a corridor with small holding cells on either side, perhaps a couple dozen in total. The demon unlocked number 454 and the slavecop pushed her in. She stumbled and fell, then immediately backed into a corner and curled into a ball.


    “I told you,” the man snickered. “You don’t have to worry. You are not even charged yet. We don’t rape girls like you here.”


    The moment he finished his sentence, the door clanked open and another girl was brought in. Dangling from a metal yoke-rod, her well-fucked and bruised body looked fully drained. Her pure light brown skin was covered in semen from head to toe. Even under several thick coats of cum, Shayla recognized that beautiful face. Her eyes opened wide.


    “No! Yasmeen?”
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    03 
The Banana Club​


    ***


    Yasmeen wasn’t the most popular girl in school. She wasn’t a total recluse, but she certainly wasn’t outgoing or sociable. At best, she could be described as a high-functioning introvert. She didn’t have many friends save for the two chicks who had somehow adopted her and dragged her around town. She liked them, and she liked herself when she was with them.


    Shayla was the natural leader of the group. She often called the shots, picked their hangouts, and led them into crazy adventures. She knew how to get them out of trouble whenever they found themselves in it. Granted, her solutions often involved her huge tits, which she knew how to weaponize, but she was a smart and fun girl too. Everyone liked that blue-haired slut.


    Bonnie, the quintessential blonde of the trio, was the opposite of Yasmeen. She was always optimistic, friendly, and full of energy. An irresistible extrovert. She and Shayla managed to bring Yasmeen out of her shell and transform her into a “normal” girl capable of social interaction. She loved them for it.


    “What the hell are you doing, slut? Focus!”


    Yasmeen stopped and raised her head. The big cock she had been sucking for the last two minutes or so popped out of her mouth. “I’m sorry,” she apologized with a soft voice. “I was distracted for a moment.”


    “Don’t be,” the boy scowled. “You are the only slut we have tonight. Since your stupid friends didn’t show up, you’ll be working three times as hard.”


    “Yes of course,” she nodded frantically, and took the boy’s cock back in her mouth.


    The Banana Club was one of the best-known secrets of their high school. For the boys, it was very hard to become a member. But once they got in, they gained access to the best girls in the school. Specifically, their mouths and buttholes.


    For girls, the rules of membership were rather different. Prettiest girls in the school often found an anonymous note on their desks with a date and location under a crude drawing of a banana. They rarely refused to comply. If they did, they were grabbed and dragged to the “club house,” which was actually the old factory guardhouse behind the school. Such defiance was punished by an additional beating at their “initiation” to the club.


    Officially, the administration didn’t allow casual rape of female students or personnel. It was one of the last schools in the city, perhaps in the country, to restrict female utilization. All the female staff was freewomen, and none had sexual functions as employees. But of course, the administration had no authority beyond school grounds, where the old shack was located.


    Yasmeen had received her note two months and eight days ago. Since then she had served at 5 parties.


    The club had about 15 male members but generally only 6-7 of them attended single-girl gangrapes. Every now and then, they threw bigger parties with multiple girls. This was supposed to be one of those. That evening Yasmeen was scheduled to serve together with a girl named Janet, a newer recruit, and Ms Gallers, one of the math teachers. Unfortunately, neither had showed up.


    And now, because of those two stupid bitches, poor Yasmeen was alone, kneeling at the center of a 14-boy circle, her hands locked behind her neck in a wooden yoke and her ankles held by a simple pillory.


    
     [image: ]
    


    Luckily, it was only a face-rape party, but it was certainly going to be a rough night for the lone victim. Especially because the boys were mad at the girls who didn’t show up. Yasmeen knew that they would take their frustration out of her. She expected to be spanked and flogged between throatings.


    She clearly remembered what had happened to one of the girls who didn’t come voluntarily a few weeks ago. It hadn’t been pretty.


    Yasmeen had eventually been allowed to leave after a two-hour-long heavy-use session, but the other girl had been kept there for the rest of the night and gotten flogged until the next morning by the seven members present. The poor thing was hospitalized for a week. She served as a good example for the rest of the girls in school. None of the recipients of the “banana notes” ever failed to show up after that. Until that night.


    Yasmeen thanked the boy for ejaculating on her face. A fifth cock replaced the fourth. She immediately started to suck like a good girl. This entire thing was confusing for her. She certainly didn’t like to be held in this dirty cabin and get gag-raped by these horny bastards, but… she kinda liked giving head. When the rapist wasn’t a violent micromanaging asshole, a blowjob could be relaxing, almost like a meditative act. She liked the repetitive motion. It silenced and cleared her mind. She felt a tingle of satisfaction whenever she added some creative twist in her tried-and-tested routine and received a positive reaction.


    She even liked the taste of their cum.


    Well, perhaps only some of them. All men tasted similar to some extent, but the little variations made all the difference. Among the men she sucked off, members of this club or others, she had favorites. Some boys just tasted great. Some she didn’t mind swallowing, and some tasted awful. It was always good when her favorite ones unloaded in her mouth and others came on her face. Of course, she rarely got her way. As a girl, she had no say in it, but in time she learned to use facial expressions to enhance her chances. With every rape, she got better at begging for it.


    The eleventh boy ejaculated in her mouth. She thanked him and smiled. Se didn’t know his name, but he was one of the good-tasting ones. Her tired smile froze when she saw the next in line. That one was a particularly sadistic asshole. It was going to be a violent skullfuck.


    The boy took his cock out and stood in front of her. Yasmeen opened her mouth and looked up. She didn’t intend to antagonize him in any way. He approached but stopped short of penetrating her full lips. Then he grinned, grabbed her dress and pulled it brutally. It took only two yanks to tear the flimsy fabric into shreds. Ripped fabric flew across the room and left the poor girl completely naked. This violent revelation of her beautiful body energized the remaining members of the club. Se barely heard the applause and the wolf-whistles, because her mind switched to emergency mode when the boy grabbed her easy-rape yoke and shoved his fat dick all the way down her throat.


    As the boy fucked her face as brutally as he could, Yasmeen’s thoughts went back to her besties. For some reason, neither Shayla nor Bonnie had received the infamous “banana notes.” Of course, Yasmeen didn’t know each and every girl who were appropriated by the club. She only knew the girls whom she served together with, and guessed a few more. They were easy to spot on after-party days with their fresh bruises and thousand-yard stares. But she was almost certain that her friends were not taken. She would know if they were.


    Like all girls, Shayla and Bonnie had their share of horror stories, of course. Neither were virgins in any hole. The three of them often found themselves surrounded by cocks and sucked and fucked their way out of it. But only Yasmeen was being systematically utilized like this, almost like a slavegirl. She served whenever she was ordered, after all. She was a sex slave in all but name. Much better than that, actually. Her masters didn’t pay taxes or maintenance for their obedient fuckmeat.


    When her last “master” emptied his balls all over her pretty face, she hoped to rest her jaw for a few minutes. Unfortunately, the group was too big and she was alone. Many of the members were ready to go again. Another cock was shoved in her mouth without giving her time to catch her breath and the second round began.


    Why were her best friends spared? Yasmeen often wondered about that. They were better looking than her, more popular and outgoing too. She had no way of knowing the victim selection criteria of the club members. She only knew that she met them. Was it because she was a shy, timid girl who was less likely to complain and report the abuse? Perhaps they picked her because she looked exotic and different?


    Or maybe, they just liked the way she sucked them. She remembered getting faceraped by two of the members in the girls’ room even before she received her banana note. Perhaps they were the selection committee?


    Another coat of cum over her face. Another dick shoved in her throat. She began sucking it as eagerly as the first one. She was tired and her jaw was aching, but she knew well that lack of enthusiasm was punishable by flogging. After getting off each member once, she was more optimistic about her chances of surviving this ordeal without a beating. After all, why should she get the beating. The two who didn’t show up should be punished, not her. She was the good whore who did her duty.


    Her duty? Did she call this her duty?


    The boy climaxed quickly this time. She opened wide and stuck her tongue out like she was supposed to do, but he chose to target her forehead instead. She closed her eyes and let him clean his cock on her brows. She was feeling the weight of the jizz covering her face now. Earlier coats were starting to dry, but the the newer coats kept dripping down her cheeks and neck.
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    Another fat one was shoved between her full lips immediately. Once again, she wasn’t allowed to suck. The boy held her yoke by the handles and started to fuck her throat without mercy. She was nothing but a warm hole now.


    Cocks followed one another. She was fed and coated again and again. She didn’t know exactly when, but sometime during the third round, a member decided to take a group picture to upload to her Registry page. They gathered around Yasmeen’s cum-covered naked body and snapped a few poses. One was picked to be uploaded, but when the boy logged on and pulled her Registry page, an unusual beep was heard.


    “Your night just got better, slut,” grinned the boy she hated the most. “This warning says that you are wanted by the BFA. I think we have to do our civic duty and make a citizen’s arrest, boys.”


  



  

    04 
Bonnie​


    ***


    The day before…


    “A citizen’s arrest? What does that mean?”


    “It means any male citizen can grab you and take you to the BFA, you stupid girl!” screamed Aunt Cassie. “How could you be this stupid? Aiding a trespasser, that’s a felony for a female! You won’t get away with a week-long community bj service or something. If they find you guilty… What am I saying, of course they’ll find you guilty! When they find you guilty, you’ll be enslaved on the spot and sent to a state brothel. Women never get out of those places alive! Oh my god!” The middle aged woman covered her ears with her hands as if she was trying to keep her panicked brain from escaping. “Oh my god! Oh my god,” she repeated with a trembling voice. “Your life is over! I promised your mother to keep you safe! Do you know what I had to do to convince my husband to pay for a full four-year freedom permit? Now that fucking piece of paper is worth nothing!”


    “I… I think you are exaggerating, auntie,” stammered Bonnie, herself at the verge of having a panic attack. “The girl… I know she survived. Yasmeen and I went to the hospital and checked the next day. We later learned that the boy married her too. They are fine. I’m sure he forgot all about-”


    “He obviously didn’t forget, you dummy!” interrupted Aunt Cassie. “Look at this warning on your Registry page! It clearly says ‘Masterless slut Bonnie Lass, wanted for aiding an unlawful trespassing on private property. Bring alive to the nearest BFA facility.’ This must be that graduation day thing you told me about, right? Unless you were involved in more than one unauthorized female utilization?”


    Bonnie swallowed.


    “Are you fucking kidding me?” shrieked Cassie. “What have you done, you moron?”


    “T-those g-guys,” stammered the girl, “they told me that… they would let me go with only facefucks if I bring them girls they never raped before. I was ordered to lure virgins to their secret place and…”


    Cassie throw her hands in the air incredulously. She opened her mouth wide but produced no sound.


    “I don’t think they would… That’s not a crime, what I’ve done. Just…”


    “Shut the fuck up,” interrupted her aunt. “Let me think. No, luring girls to gangrapes is fine. I mean, it’s not fine, of course… but you’re right. It’s not technically a crime… I think.” She continued to pace around the room, trying in vain to calm herself down. “This is definitely about the girl they choked… hanged, right?”


    “We didn’t know they would have gone that far,” sobbed Bonnie. “How could… We thought it was going to be a simple violation as usual. Perhaps a beating too. Some girls are not smart enough to obey fully, you know. But… I think they had a grudge against that girl… or her owner, and…”


    Cassie put her finger on her babbling niece’s lips to shut her up. “You’re lucky I saw the warning before Warren did,” she whispered. “That imbecile never logs out of the Registry, because his rotten brain is perpetually soaked in alcohol and he is no longer capable of remembering his passwords. When the warning came, he was drunk like a skunk again. Thank god!”


    She paused to stroke Bonnie’s long reddish hair lovingly. “You are my one and only niece, and unfortunately, this makes him your CMR. You know what happens to both of us when you disobey him. When he sees it, you’ll be… and I’ll be…” She stopped.


    “I’m so sorry, auntie,” Bonnie whispered, tears flowing down her pale cheeks. “I’m so sorry.”


    Cassie took a deep breath. “What is done is done,” she said, with a much calmer voice. Her aunt was the smartest, most rational woman Bonnie ever knew. She wasn’t well-educated like her older sisters, but she was much more intelligent. “We have to get you out of this town,” she continued coolly.


    Bonnie’s eyes widened, but Aunt Cassie waved her hand dismissively. “There is no other way,” she said, trying her best to sound confident. “If you’re convicted, you’ll be gangraped to death in a slave brothel within a few years. They’ll sentence you to a minimum of two decades. No woman lasts that long. Trust me… That’s a fact.”


    Bonnie swallowed again.


    “That snoring log won’t wake up for another five or six hours. If we pack up fast and leave before… Avoid main streets and cameras…” She turned and opened a drawer, reached into a nook and pulled a piece of wood aside, then took a few sheets of folded paper out.


    “Is… that a secret compartment?” Bonnie asked with confusion on her tear-soaked face.


    “I have been preparing for something like this,” Cassie said as she laid the sheets of paper on the coffee table. “I have been trying to map a safe path out of the city. No surveillance cameras, BFA patrols… you know. It’s not complete because I rarely get a chance to explore these distant areas alone… but with some improvisation… we can reach this wooded area. Many caves and valleys there. My dad took us there for camping when we were little girls. We can disappear there for a while. After that… I don’t know. We’ll see.”


    “No, Auntie!” whisper-screamed the young redhead and pointed to the crudely drawn maps and notes on the table. “All this is crazy! You are insane. We will leave our life behind and became outlaws? Live on berries and stuff? And… and… they will find us anyway. ” She took a deep breath. “No, I’ll go and surrender myself. That way, worst case scenario, I choke on a cock in a slave brothel two years from now… And… Who knows? I might even survive… I just cannot let you help me and become a felon yourself. I won’t take you down with me. I might survive for twenty years, but you certainly cannot.”


    Cassie pursed her lips. She knew that her crime would be much worse. Her punishment too. A rapexecution, most probably. She walked up and down the room for a few more seconds, then stopped and turned to her niece. “No. I’ve decided. We’re running.” Bonnie opened her mouth to protest, but her aunt’ finger landed on her full lips to silence her. “I’ve always wanted to do this. Since Felicia… my beautiful sister, your mother… died 7 years ago… I got the idea in my mind then. I almost did it when my other sister Dianne was enslaved and sold by her husband… but I couldn’t… because I had you to look after. I promised your mother to keep you safe. I just couldn’t abandon you.”


    She smiled bitterly and held Bonnie’s pretty head between her hands. “And I’ll not abandon you now. We’ll run… together. We can make it. Do you trust me?”


    Bonnie started to cry uncontrollably. She did. Her aunt was the only person in the world she trusted with her life. She nodded. They embraced tightly.


    She broke the hug after a long moment and pulled on the chain attached to her rusty metal collar. “Come on, run to the kitchen and bring me the fork I use to get out of this thing. You know the one, all the way at the back. And bring me some of your clothes too. Nothing too revealing… or too prudish.”


    “Yes auntie,” nodded the girl and rushed out of the room as quietly as possible. Cassie exhaled and sat her naked body down on the bed. She was a freewoman, but she wasn’t allowed to wear anything. She didn’t even own any clothes. The last time she was allowed to put on an item of clothing had been more than two years ago, when her husband let her wear a pair of old shoes on a hike.
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    Her niece returned in a few minutes with a bunch of clothes and dropped a few kitchen utensils on the bed. “Sorry, I… I wasn’t sure which ones you wanted, so I brought all I could carry.”


    “That’s okay,” said the woman and picked an old fork from the pile. Its teeth looked damaged and bent in a few places. It was the trusty improvised tool the woman used to unlock her metal collar whenever she needed. The old rickety thing was barely holding together anyway. It took her only a few seconds to loosen a few screws. The cumbersome restraint opened and dropped onto the bed. She exhaled with relief, then looked into her niece’s teary eyes.


    “Turn off your phone and leave it here. Pack valuables, money, clothes for hiking, and food… A lot of food. We are leaving in 10 minutes.”


    At the mention of her phone, Bonnie suddenly realized that she wasn’t the only wanted criminal. Her besties were equally culpable. “I must warn Shay and Meeny!” she exhaled. They must be-”


    “No time for that,” declined Aunt Cassie. “If they are wanted too, their CMRs must have seen the Registry warrants already. For all we know, they could be in BFA custody right now, getting gangraped silly.”


    ***


    “They told me that they wouldn’t rape the women in custody,” whispered Shay. “Did they-”


    “Not them,” replied Yasmeen with an exhausted voice. “It was that Jason Garris and a few others. I was sucking their cocks, you know, no biggie… Out of the blue, they mentioned some warrant and decided to bring me in here. Then someone suggested that they should threehole me before they surrender my body to the BFA, and they did, a few times.”
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    She had stop for a few seconds to sob uncontrollably. “They said I wouldn’t be able to come back from this, Shay. They said we’d be rapexecuted!… Is this about the girl they hanged?”


    Shay nodded. “They informed me that Peter Stevenson requested our capture. It’s a good thing. He’s just a private citizen with a grudge. If we were wanted by the state, we’d already be serving at a slave-brothel right now. This means we’ll have a chance to appear in court and defend ourselves. We can even reason with this Peter and settle it out of court. Beg him to drop the charges. We can beg really really hard.”


    “I’ll beg, yes. I’ll do anything, but… we didn’t do anything that bad, right? We only followed orders. Why are they coming after us, the girls? It is all your fucking cousin’s fault. He coerced us. Threatened us! What were we supposed to do? Refuse?”


    “Yes!” Shay scowled. “If I ever manage to get out of this, I’ll sneak in their apartment and stab Quinn in his sleep. Right in the dick. I planned it already. I hate that fucking asshole so much. I can’t believe such a vile thing came out of Aunt Beth’s womb. Curse the day!”


  



  

    05 
The Counsel​


    The girls jumped in panic when they heard steps in the distance. A pair of heavy, military style boots thumping on the soulless concrete floor outside their cell.…. followed by the clicking of high heels?


    “Oh god! I think they got Bonnie too!” whispered Yasmeen.


    “No, it cannot be her, “said Shayla. “Listen. They let this woman, whoever she is, keep her shoes on. Her steps are calm too. She isn’t a detainee.”


    The mysterious pair stood just outside the door. A key turned in the lock and the heavy metal door screeched open. A guard they were unfamiliar with walked in and stopped in front of the girls, who immediately straightened up on their knees. No female citizen in the country needed special training to know how to kneel respectfully before the superior gender.


    He inspected their beautiful naked forms for a few seconds without making any comments, then turned around to call his companion over. “You may come in, Slut Necia!”


    A woman in her late twenties appeared at the door and entered with shy steps. She was wearing a two-piece suit often worn by sexretaries, but her outfit had no easy-access flaps or holes. She certainly wasn’t a state femployee.


    “This is Masterless slut Sofia Necia, your legal counsel,” introduced the guard, and poked the woman with his nightstick. “You have fifteen minutes, slut.”
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    “Fifteen each, right?” The woman asked with a disarming shy smile and pushed her round-framed glasses back with her index finger. “I’ll be representing both ladies.”


    “You now have only fourteen minutes, Necia. I’ll drag you out and throw you down the trash chute if I don’t see you outside of that door in fourteen.” He raised his arm and tapped on his watch ominously, then left the room.


    The woman smiled and managed to retain her cheerful expression until he left earshot. She then put her briefcase down, adjusted her skirt and knelt down in the middle of the cell, facing the two scared girls.


    “Charming, aren’t they? Every single one of them,” she winked.


    “Are you a lawyer? Did my father send you?” whispered Shayla. She wasn’t sure if the guards were listening in or not.


    The woman raised her palm gently to shut the girl up. “Masterless slut Shayla Tyran, it’s better if you save your questions for later. We don’t have much time, and I have a lot to cover. Now you listen carefully, and answer my questions with clear, truthful, and brief statements, okay?”


    The two girls nodded frantically.


    “Very well,” the woman smiled and pushed her glasses back. “I’m Sofia Necia from the legal firm Ulfbock & Hirsch. Technically, I’m not a lawyer, since the law forbids members of the inferior gender from taking the bar exams. But don’t you worry, I’d ace that thing if I were allowed.” She smiled again. “You guessed correctly. Your father hired us to represent you and Masterless slut Yasmeen Hulqum.”


    The girls exhaled in unison.


    “I’m sure you are worried about the process. The male personnel here never inform the detainees about what awaits them.” She waited for the girls to nod. “I thought so. Unfortunately, you’ll be kept here until the civil prosecutor evaluates the complaint about you. This generally happens within the same day, but those guys tend to drag their feet unless properly motivated. No need to worry, our firm has dedicated femployees to provide that motivation. Actually, that’s how I started at the firm. I worked as a cocksucker for two years.”


    “We wo-”


    “No, you won’t be raped for now,” interrupted the woman. “But… as we all know, accidents happen. If you sense that you are about to be utilized unlawfully while in custody, identify yourself clearly to your attacker. Tell them you are detained masterless sluts pending trial. You are restricted in all holes.”


    They nodded.


    “Say it aloud once.”


    “We are masterless sluts pending trial. Restricted in all holes,” repeated the girls in unison.


    “Very good.” She rolled her eyes and made a face. “Well, we say all, but let’s face it, you’ll probably get faceraped a few times.”She opened her briefcase and pulled out a notepad. “What’s your ATOUT?”


    “AT- What’s…”


    “Average tertiary orifice utilization time… per violation. In other words, how much time do you need to make a man ejaculate using only your tertiary orifice? Just an estimate will do.”


    “I don’t know… Four… five minutes?” said Shayla. “What does it-“


    “Two-and-a-half minutes,” interjected Yasmeen. “If I’m allowed to suck actively, of course”


    “About 150 seconds…when active…” repeated Necia as she wrote it down in her notebook. Then she reached inside her briefcase again and took two dildos out. She wiped them with a wet paper towel, held them up together to make sure they were the same size, then presented them to the two young girls. “Would you please? Be natural. No hands, of course,” she said coolly as she held them in front of the girls’ bewildered faces.


    “You want us to perform fellatio on these things?” asked Shay incredulously. “Why? What does this accomplish?”


    “All will be revealed in a minute. Just humor me, please.”


    The girls looked at each other. After a long stretch of indecision, Yasmeen hesitantly leaned forward, opened her lips wide, and took the artificial phallus in her mouth. She started to suck on it awkwardly. After a few seconds, her face changed with surprise.


    “What’s.. What the hell is this. It’s… sweet?”


    “Yes,” replied the woman with a barely audible whisper. “It is. I’m sure you weren’t given anything to eat since you were detained. It is a common tactic of the BFA to keep their detainees hungry and thirsty.” She smiled. “As your counsel, I’m not allowed to bring any food in here, but I’m allowed to bring dildos to test your obedience and skills. You understand?”


    “Yes, ma’am,” said Yasmeen and started to suck on her dildo more eagerly. Shay jumped on hers half a second later.
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    The girls continued to suck on the silicon dildos that dispensed a viscous fluid for another minute. The scene was totally surreal, but it certainly wasn’t the strangest thing that happened to them that day. Within two minutes the unusual containers were completely empty.


    “They are actually good dildos,” smiled the woman as she sealed them in a zip-lock bag and threw the bag in her briefcase. “I own a couple myself.”


    The girls nodded. The fluid they sucked out of the things was surprisingly filling.


    “Very good. Alright, back to the process. In the afternoon, you’ll be taken to the Prosec Office. The civil prosecutors will evaluate your file. I’ll be there to represent you two. Our best chance is to have your case dismissed before trial. We can do that in two ways. We can convince your accusor to retract his complaint, or convince the prosec that the complaint is total BS.”


    She stopped and leaned forward. “Now, tell me, slut Tyran and slut Hulqum. Is the complaint total BS? Be truthful.”


    The girls looked at each other and swallowed nervously.


    “I see. No worries, our firm already reached out to this Mr Stevenson to probe for a possible out-of-court settlement. If this gentleman agrees to negotiate, you might be forced to serve him sexually for a certain period of time. Would you be amenable to such an agreement?”


    “Yes!” yelled Shayla. “I’d… we’d serve him, yes. Let him fuck us as many times he likes, in every way he chooses. I’ll obey and serve enthusiastically! Yes.”


    Yasmeen nodded along. She just wanted to go home. “How long… d-do you think he’d…”


    “At least a year. Possibly two,” the woman replied without hesitation. “If we’re lucky.”


    “Oooh! Two years? You mean… like a… sex slave?”


    “Legal bullshit aside… yes, you’ll be his sex slaves in all but name,” said Nacia with a serious expression on her face. “Of course, he wouldn’t be allowed to sell, trade, or terminate you during that period.”


    “What… what else can we do… to avoid trial?” asked Shayla this time.


    “You can surrender yourselves to this Mr Stevenson,” replied the woman without pause. “It is clear that his purpose is to appropriate you, Ms Hulqum, and Ms Lass. If you surrender now, you’ll be spared the trial process. Believe me, it can get really really bad. In addition to a relatively painless transition to slavery, you would be saving your families a lot of money. You know, our services aren’t cheap. In addition, Mr Stevenson is required to pay your CMRs the standard enslavement price for your category if you choose to surrender to him. Would you like me to arrange that?”


    The girls froze. They couldn’t believe their ears.


    “I’ll let you think about that,” Necia smiled. “Let’s talk about our strategy. In my professional opinion, we should go with the ‘stupidity’ argument.”


    “Stupidity argument?”


    “Yes. You are stupid girls. You are so stupid, you didn’t really understand what Mr Quinn Tyran, Mr Edward Bullock, and Charles Jones were planning to do. They deceived you. Perhaps they threatened you too?”


    “Yes they did. They threatened us,” jumped Yasmeen. “It’s all their fault! They should be here instead of us. Why aren’t they being pros-”


    “They are being prosecuted,” interrupted the spunky counsel. “I don’t know the details about the case against Mr Bullock and Mr Jones, but our firm also represents Mr Quinn Tyran. Your cousin, slut Tyran.”


    “Good!” replied Shayla. “I hope he rots in prison. I hate him so much!”


    “There must be a misunderstanding,” replied the woman calmly. “A male citizen rarely ends up incarcerated for such a crime. Mr Stevenson sues him for compensation, and he will almost definitely win.”


    “Compensation? So, we risk enslavement, but that fucker can get away with a fine? Is that what you’re saying?”


    “Ordinarily, yes. Generally, monetary compensation is what the plaintiff seeks. But in this particular case, Mr Stevenson wants payment in kind.”


    “In kind? What does that mean?”


    “It means he wants a female blood relative.”


    “No!” shrieked Shayla. “No-no-no-no-no! Don’t say it!”


    “Unfortunately,” the other interrupted, “our firm advised your cousin to relinquish the rights to his mother Masterless slut Elisabeth Tyran and hand her over to Mr Stevenson. I believe he already agreed to do so.”


    “Not aunt Beth!” cried the girl. “This can’t be happening!”


  



  

    06 
Negotiations​


    “Welcome, Mr Fungstorn. Right on time. Please have a seat.


    The lawyer walked in and smiled at the young sexretary in the bright red suit before greeting the group of people gathered around the conference table. She closed the glass door and took a step towards the cabinet behind her. “Can I offer you something, Sir? ”


    Fungstorn looked at the row of young women waiting on their knees and pursed his lips. He turned and scanned the room. Several men in suits were already being serviced by beautiful sexretaries kneeling before them. He turned back to the girl in red.


    “I don’t like any of these ones. What about you? Are you fuckable, Ms…”


    “Mrembo. Shani Mrembo,” she smiled. “Yes of course, Sir. That’s why I’m here.”


    “Come on, Vincent,” yelled the big man at the far end of the table. “Pick one already. We don’t have all day.”


    “I’m surprised to hear that,” grinned Fungstorn as he walked over to an empty chair and dropped his briefcase on the table. “A little bird told me that you’re having trouble keeping your big clients these days. I think I heard the phrase ‘mass exodus’ at one point.” He sat down with a smirk and parted his legs. Shani knelt respectfully, crawled in place, and opened his zipper to start sucking his cock.


    “I fired your ‘little bird’ this morning, and enslaved her a minute after that,” replied the man dryly. “If you want to see your little spy again, you can find her at the men’s room on the fifth floor. She made a wonderful urinal.”


    “Darn!” said the other and threw his hands in the air mockingly. “I had big plans for that girl.”


    “That’s enough joshing for today,” interjected the balding man at the head of the table. “Vincent, Harold, do I need to remind you that we’re all on the same team here?” He turned his attention to the two serious looking men and a woman on the opposing side of the table.
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    “First of all, I’d like to welcome our esteemed colleagues from Hunter and Associates, John Hunter Jr. and Gareth Upton. They are hired by the Stevenson Family. On this side, Vincent Fungstorn will be representing Mr Edward Bullock, And Harold Jupp will be representing Mr Charles Jones. And our firm will be running the negotiations for Mr Quinn Tyran, Ms Shayla Tyran, and Ms Yasmeen Hulqum.”


    “Mr Hunter,” exclaimed Fungstorn, still wearing his annoying smirk. “You cost me a lot of money with that last minute marriage trick. I guess I never congratulated you on that one. Well done, Sir.”


    “The last minute marriage trick? Ah! I’m afraid I can’t take credit for that one. One of our girls came up with that.”


    “You don’t say? A girl, eh? Rewarded properly, I hope.”


    “You could say that. I married her.”


    Fungstorn made a surprised face and turned to the young woman sitting next to the lawyer. She looked odd with her disheveled purple hair and ill-fitting two piece suit. “Mrs. Hunter, I presume?”


    “Mrs Hunter?” The man let loose a belly shaking laughter, which forced his sexretary to stop sucking for a moment. “No, this is slavecunt Melanie Cumpster from Mr Peter Stevenson’s company. She is here to assist us about the assets we are hoping to procure at this meeting.”


    “Howdy, fancy masters,” greeted Melanie with her cute little girl voice. “This cunt is grateful for the opportunity. Never seen the insides in a law office before. The demon-human ratio here is a lot lower than I expected.” She stopped mid-giggle when Hunter gestured her to do so.


    “The assets? You mean females?” interjected Harold Jupp. “I hope you aren’t serious about this. It’s highly unusual in a simple trespassing case like this for the plaintiff to demand female relatives instead of money. This is frivolous, vindictive… My client, Mr Jones, is ready to pay as high as the standard blue-book price of an 18 year-old A-grade. This is much better than taking any of his female relatives, none of which are appraised as valuable.


    Hunter pointed to Melanie without saying anything. “Oh, yes,” exclaimed the girl and started to shuffle through the stack of papers she was holding. She found what she was looking for in a few seconds and dropped it on the table. “Ahem, according to my… um… this cunt’s research, Mr Chuck Jones is the CMR of his mother and two sisters, all registered as high-end B-grades. Their latest inspections were done a couple years ago, so we expect them to be cheaper because of wear & tear and whatnot.”


    “Yes,” responded the overweight lawyer, and moved in his seat nervously. “That’s why I said our offer is much better than any one of the-”


    “My master wants all three of them,” interrupted Melanie. “The mother and the two sisters.”


    “That’s ridiculous!” exploded the lawyer, then furiously slapped the sexretary who had been dutifully fellating him. The poor girl fell to her side and hit her head on the cabinet. Dazed and confused, she shakily got back up on her knees and waited for further directives.


    “Calm down, Harold,” said Fungstorn. “Let the little cunt finish.” It was hard to tell if he was intrigued or nervous.


    Melanie smiled and turned to him. “From your client, Master Fungstorn…” She looked down to check her list. “His mother, his two aunts, and three cousins…. oh, no, excuse this cunt, four cousins.”


    The lawyer grinned and leaned back. “You’re… Your master is out of his fucking mind. He demands seven females as compensation? This is just a trespass. You know what? I came here hoping to settle the issue, but now I want it to go to trial. Young Stevenson will be laughed out of court.”


    “This is not just a trespass, Mr Fungstorn,” interjected the younger lawyer sitting on the other side of Hunter. He took out a bunch of papers from his briefcase and distributed copies to each opposing representative.


    “What is this?” asked Jupp.


    “Post-rape records for slavecunt Maggie Cumbunny, issued by Snatchfield CRRC,” replied the man, coolly. “Please examine the list of damages incurred to the slavecunt closely.”


    The lawyers fell silent as they browsed through the pages of the report. Melanie giggled when the quiet slurps and whimpers of the dutiful cocksuckers took over the room. She reached down and grabbed her girl by the hair and pressed her head deeper into her crotch. She couldn’t believe her luck. A beautiful freewoman was giving her, a lowly slavecunt, a sloppy cunnie. It was one of her master’s conditions. Melanie was to be treated as a member of the legal team. That meant a seat at the table, and a seat at the table meant a sexretary between her legs.


    The girl looked up with her skilled tongue snaking deep in Mel’s fuckhole, and smiled with her pretty blue eyes. She was very good at it, and apparently had no problem serving an owned woman. Mel smiled back and let herself go. She was going to enjoy this rare gift as much as she could.


    Unfortunately, her blissful ascent was interrupted when Fungstorn slapped the table in frustration. “Oh, fuck! Oooh fuck! Was it-”


    “Yes,” interrupted Hunter, calmly. “Superior.”


    “Fuck!” repeated the man and leaned back. He absentmindedly watched Shani’s beautiful head bobbing on his member for a while as he recalculated. Then he raised his palms play-acting a surrender. “I think,” he started, “I can convince my client to give up his aunts and… say, one… or two cousins?”


    “No,” replied Mel before Hunter could react. “Both aunts and all four daughters. He may keep his mother if the rest are delivered tomorrow.”


    Fungstorn exhaled in defeat. His seemingly perpetual smirk was gone. “I’ll take your offer to my client,” he said. “Under these circumstances… I think I can convince him to accept.” He picked up the medical report and shoved it in his briefcase. He slapped Shani to make her stop sucking and stood up. “If you excuse me, gentlemen, little cunt… Mr Hirsch, Thank you for the kind reception and this wonderful suckwhore. Mr Hunter, I’ll inform you about my client’s decision before the end of the day.” He fake-smiled and left the room with a brisk pace.


    “What about you, Mr Jupp,” asked Melanie this time. She was getting more and more confident.


    Jupp said nothing. He huffed and got up, then stormed out.


    “That was rather rude,” commented Mel. “I mean, to you esteemed masters, of course.”


    “We have informed you about our demands earlier in writing, Jeremiah,” said Hunter to the balding man, ignoring Melanie’s words. “Have you consulted with your client about it?”


    “Yes, we have.”


    “And?”


    Hirsch grabbed the medical report he was presented a few minutes ago, and tore it into two.


    “With all due respect, John, I think you’re full of shit. This medical report was issued by Snatchfield CRRC. Your client’s father invests heavily in that facility. They even have a wing named after him. Do you expect me to believe this is accurate?”


    “You want to contest the veracity of the report?” asked Hunter.


    “Oh, yes. I will.”


    “In that case,” started the man and slapped his girl, “I guess we’ll see you in court.” He grabbed the cocksucker by the hair and pulled her to the side to get up. He then gestured to Melanie to do the same. The purple-haired pixie exhaled in frustration and tapped hers on the cheek gently. The sexretary pulled away and smiled. Only then Melanie realized that the girl was glad that she was ordered to serve a woman instead of a man. Mel being a slave didn’t really matter.


    The men shook hands and the Stevenson team left the offices of Ulfbock & Hirsch. Once they were out of the building, Hunter turned to Mel and smiled for the first time since they were introduced.


    “I liked the way you handled yourself in there, little cunt. Perhaps I should take slavegirls to every meeting and let them deliver our proposals. Your cutesy irreverence certainly flabbergasted those bozos.”


    “Thank you very much, Master Hunter,” beamed Mel. “You think I’m cute, huh? My master will pick me up in 20 minutes. Would you two gentlemen like to rape me a couple times before he arrives?”
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    07 
The Woods​


    “I think we did it.”


    “What?”


    “We did it. We made it out of the city. See that tree line? We just have to cross that road and we can disappear in there, in the woods.”


    Bonnie smiled. She hadn’t really believed they could do it until that moment. Two women, unescorted, walking though alleyways and backroads? Surely they would be raped by bums, or worse, intercepted by the BFA patrols. But they hadn’t been. Either because of the brilliance of the escape plan aunt Cassie had worked on for years, or simply by pure luck, the two runaways were now standing a couple hundred meters from freedom.


    Freedom? What did that even mean? They would be safe from the state, perhaps, at least for a while, but what kind of life would they have? She wasn’t sure if she wanted to live in the woods like a wild animal. Perhaps a slave brothel would be preferable. They had beds there.


    No, of course it wouldn’t be better. It was practically a death sentence. Not an immediate one, perhaps, but her aunt was right: No woman would survive for two decades in a place like that.


    “It’s still too early. Not many cars on the road. We should hurry.” Aunt Cassie grabbed Bonnie by her wrist and pulled her towards the road. They jumped over the barriers and started to run across the four lane motorway. Only a few more meters and another metal barrier to cross…


    A speeding car appeared out of nowhere. Surprised, Cassie turned to look, which made her stumble and fall. The driver slammed on the brakes and swerved in order not to hit the woman lying in the middle of the road. He managed to keep the car under control and stopped a few meters away.


    Long seconds passed before the car door opened. The two runaways froze in terror as a young man jumped out of the vehicle and approached them.


    “Are you okay? You hurt?”


    Cassie shook her head, still unable to speak. Her mind was in fight-or-flight mode. Unfortunately, she wasn’t able to do either.


    The man turned to Bonnie this time. She was kneeling besides her aunt with an expression of pure panic on her pretty face, also dumbstruck.


    “Come on, help me get her up.” He reached down to help the fallen woman, but Cassie drew back in fear. He pulled back and raised his hands in the air. “Okay, relax.”


    He took a step back, then looked into the scared eyes of the two women one by one. “You are running from someone. Mother and daughter? You are both freewomen by the looks of it. Daddy is chasing you? You’ve been naughty girls and he has a bad temper, huh?”


    The runaways looked at each other and immediately decided to accept the story as their own. Bonny turned to the man and nodded timidly.


    He smiled and pointed at the treeline. “What’s the plan? You’ll hide in the woods? Survive on tree leaves and earthworms?”


    “Yes,” replied Cassie. Her body was still shaking as adrenaline continued to rush through her veins, but she was calmer now. “For a while. Until… my husband calms down.”


    “I see.” The young man smiled again. He didn’t look like a threat. “Listen, ladies, I don’t want to poo-poo your master plan, but this is the worst place you could have picked. No fresh water source nearby, and you’d be unable to sleep at night because of all the howling.”


    “Are there wolves here?” asked Bonnie nervously.


    The man nodded. “If you want to disappear for a while, I suggest you walk north. About 20-25 kilometers from here, there is a nice little creek that flows into a small lake. Ideal place to hide for a few days.


    “Thanks,” replied Cassie and attempted to stand up, but she immediately lost her balance and fell back on her butt.


    “You must have sprained your ankle,” said the young man and reached down to help her. This time she reluctantly let him pull her back on her feet. “You can’t walk like this,” said Bonnie, “can you au-… m-mom?”


    “I don’t think so,” said Cassie, disappointment on her face.


    “I can drop you off, if you like. It’s on my way.” The two looked at each other again. They didn’t know anything about this helpful stranger, but they had no choice. “You better decide faster ladies,” he said and pointed to a car in the distance speeding towards them.


    “Fine,” said Cassie. “Thank you. Just a few kilometers.”


    The man smiled and helped the woman to the car. The runaways sat in the back seat with their bags, and he drove off.


    The young man didn’t ask any questions during the trip. Cassie was grateful. She didn’t want him to talk to Bonnie especially, because that cute little moron was prone to slip up.


    20 minutes later, the car slowed down and stopped at a crossing.


    “You are not blinking, Miss,” smiled the man, looking at Cassie in the mirror. “I’ll drop you two here. Just follow this dirt path for 4-5 kilometers. You’ll see the creek. It will take you to the lake. Nobody will find you there.”


    “4-5 kilometers? and then the creek. That’s about one hour walk, maybe more, isn’t it?” asked Bonnie.


    The man nodded. “More or less.”


    “My… mom cannot walk that long,” she continued. “Could you please take us a little further?”


    The young man looked at his watch and exhaled. “Fine. I guess I can do that.”


    “Thank you,” smiled Bonnie.


    He started the engine again and turned to the dirt road. Another 5-6 minutes passed. They went deeper and deeper into woods until they were surrounded by nothing but green. They lost all sense of direction.


    “Here we are,” the young man said and stopped. He jumped out and opened the door for Cassie. She stepped out and froze in surprise. They were at a camping area surrounded by three mid-sized tents. Four young men were sitting around a campfire. Behind them stood a shoddily constructed shed.


    “Finally!” yelled one of the boys and jumped onto his feet. “Wait a minute. Darren, who the hell are these ladies?”


    The two runaways were dumbstruck once again. Unable to understand what was happening, they looked at the driver with widened eyes.


    “I picked them on the way,” he said with a grin. “They are running from someone. Naturally, I offered help.”


    “Aaah! How nice of you,” laughed the boy and approached the two frozen women. He took a long look at them and patted the driver on the shoulder. “And where are Commoncunt and her little tyke, Darren?”


    “They are in the trunk,” he replied and turned to the women. “Please have a seat, ladies.”


    Bonnie looked at the boy and then her aunt with a stunned expression. Cassie held her breath and tried to think. How could she be so stupid! How could she trust a stranger like this! This was the absolute worst case scenario. They were deep in the woods, surrounded by five strange men.


    There was no escape.


    “Sit!” ordered the boy this time, and pushed Cassie towards the group. The duo reluctantly walked over and sat down on the boulders placed around the fire.
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    “Welcome,” started the short-haired boy sitting directly across. He carried himself like the leader of the group. “I’m George. These are Arthur, Nate, and Ronald. I see you already met Darren, who was kind and considerate enough to give you a ride here.”


    The women were still too scared to speak.


    “And what are your names, ladies?”


    Bonnie opened her mouth, but her aunt grabbed her knee to silence her.


    “I’m sorry young man,” said Cassie. “We don’t have names.”


    “You don’t have names?” repeated George and chuckled. “That’s strange. I never met a woman without a name. Arthur, have you seen one?”


    “Never,” the other replied. “Perhaps we can give them names.”


    “We can call them stupid and unlucky,” Ronald jumped in. “You have to be very stupid or extremely unlucky to end up in a rape camp deep in the woods.”


    “A rape camp?” gasped Bonnie. “What is…”


    Cassie squeezed her niece’s knee again. They had to be very careful now. The boy was right. They were stupid and unlucky. Now they found themselves in a nightmare, only some clever strategy and huge luck could save them. They had to survive this inevitable ordeal, no matter what.


    “Are you going to rape us, young man?”


    “I think we have to,” replied George. “I mean, what would you do if you were in our place, Stupid?”


    “Please,” the woman replied, “call me Connie. This is my daughter Blair.” She took a deep breath. “We will… gladly serve you… eagerly and enthusiastically, if you promise to let us go when you’re done with us.”


    “Eagerly and enthusiastically, eh?” laughed the leader. “What do you say, boys?”


    “I don’t know,” said Ronald, “I don’t like it when they are enthusiastic. They don’t scream well if they are too eager and obedient.”


    “Me neither,” agreed Nate. “I like the pained shrieks.”


    “The boys make a good point,” said George with an ominous grin. “You see, we come here to hurt women. We used to kidnap freewomen such as yourselves and bring them here. Violate and torture them for a few days and get rid of them after. Then we decided to buy our own slave, and got a cheap milf. We recently acquired her daughter too. Such a joy to rape them together. We like hurting them of course, but it is always much more fun if we make them hurt each other.”


    The runaways swallowed in terror.


    “A mother and daughter set, just like you ladies. Tell me, Stupid, would you be able to hurt Unlucky eagerly and enthusiastically when we order you to do so?”


    “I… can’t,” mumbled the woman. “I cannot hurt her. Please, do whatever you want to me. Hurt me anyway you like. Just don’t make me…


    “Come on Georgie,” interjected Darren. “You expect too much from these nice ladies. They are inexperienced freewomen after all, not well-trained slaves. Even our dutiful Commoncunt and Cumcuntling cannot perform their routines perfectly yet.”


    “You’re right,” agreed George. “We should start with a good old-fashioned gangrape.” He stood up and gestured to the ladies to follow him. “Come ladies, if you would. Let me give you the grand tour. Arthur and Nate spent many hours to build this rape-shack for our loyal slaves, but I guess you two will be its first guests.”


    He walked over the cabin and opened the door for the women to enter.


    Cassie froze for another few seconds, thinking and calculating their options, then finally stood up and followed George. Bonnie followed her aunt with an expression of silent terror.


    George waited for the two to enter with an unnervingly normal smile on his face. The room was a small square, roughly 3 meters wide. On the far end a dirty mattress was placed over a makeshift bed made out of fallen tree trunks. Cassie noticed several rusty metal shackles attached around the bed. Next to the bed stood a strange-looking narrow table, complete with metal rings and straps dangling from the sides. Different types of scary looking whips, floggers and paddles lined the side wall. The horrifying scene was completed by a rusty metal bucket in the corner and a few plastic water bottles lying on the ground.


    “So, which one of you nice ladies will take the bed?” asked George. “I’m afraid one of you will be bent over this table. It is quite convenient for us rapists, but it can be a bit uncomfortable for the woman we’ll be spit-roasting. At least less comfortable than the mattress.”


    “M-my daughter will take the bed,” Cassy stammered with tears running down her cheeks. “You can tie me to the w-wooden… thing.”


    “Very well.” said the young man. “Then I’ll ask you to disrobe, so Nate and Arthur can restrain you properly.”


    “Do you… do you have to tie us up?” asked Bonnie with a trembling voice. “We won’t try to escape, promise.”


    “Ah! I’m afraid we cannot take that risk, sweetheart,” replied Arthur. “It’s for your own safety, really. You see, we had some problems with some of our previous victims. During the rape, we’ll hurt you so much, you won’t help yourself and try to resist. Then we’ll have to hurt you even more than necessary. You don’t want that, do you?”


    “No, sir,” sobbed Bonnie and continued to take off her clothes. In a few seconds both women were completely naked. “Cassie grabbed Bonnie’s clothes from her, quickly folded them into a neat pile, and placed them on their bags next to the door. “Please don’t damage these,” she pleaded. “This is everything we have.”


    “Of course. You can take them back when we’re done with you.” George stepped out of the way to let Nate and Arthur in. Arthur placed Bonnie on the mattress and shackled her wrists and ankles, leaving her in a vulnerable X shape. Nate bent aunt Cassie over the table and strapped her elbows and knees to the legs of the contraption.
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    “Alright. I guess it’s time then. Darren, you brought these ladies here, so I guess you should get first pick. Which one do you want to start with?”


  



  

    08 
Processing​


    Approaching steps prompted the girls to jump up from their corner and face the door on their knees for the hundreth time since they were brought in their cell. They had been doing it every single time, without exception.


    Since the lady from the law firm left, they had had no other visitors. The guards often passed by or entered other cells, but they had left Shayla and Yasmeen alone so far.


    Footsteps often led to begging, screams, sobs and moans. They figured at least some of the other detainees were “available” for the guards to use.


    Every time they heard boots in the distance they assumed it was their turn, but the men kept ignoring them. Every near-miss allayed their fears a little bit more. And now, several hours into their detention, they were almost certain that they were going to be spared the rough treatment their fellow inmates were suffering at the hands of the guards. It was almost time for the prosec to evaluate their case anyway.


    This time, however, the men stopped in front of their cell. They gasped. The door opened. Two uniformed officers entered and stood on either side of the girls. Not knowing exactly what to do, and too scared to say anything, they adjusted their postures as well as they could and looked straight ahead.


    The men slowly walked around the two naked captives shivering on their knees , examining them from top to bottom. The girls held their breath.


    “Back to back,” ordered the bigger one.


    “E-excuse me, Sir?” asked Shayla, with a trembling voice.


    A hard slap landed on her left cheek, then another on Yasmeen’s. “Back to back, now!”


    The girls quickly obeyed the order with shock in their teary eyes. The guards took their places on either side of the trembling duo and took out their cocks without saying anything.


    “Sir… We are masterless sluts pending trial. We are restricted in all hol-”


    Another slap exploded on Shay’s right cheek this time. As she reeled in pain, she heard Yasmeen take a hard one on her face too. “Silence, sluts! Open your mouths and stick out your tongues. I don’t want to hear another word, do you understand?”


    Tears gushing out of their eyes, the girls nodded and did exactly as they were told. Shayla’s guard took a step forward and pointed his semi-erect dick towards her open mouth, a few centimeters away from the tip of her tongue. She waited for a few seconds for him to shove it in, but he remained still. When he raised his hand threateningly a moment later, she lunged forward in fear and took the big fat thing in her mouth. She closed her eyes and started to suck on it slowly, bringing it to full hardness in a few seconds.


    She was unable to see her friend now, but she could hear her reluctant whimpers and slurps. Yasmeen was definitely the best cocksucker of the trio, and Shay had seen her perform many times, of course. Neither were inexperienced virgins, but they had never found themselves in a serious situation like this. This could be the very first step of an irreversible descent to hell. This could be the end of their freedom. They could end up as Peter’s Stevenson’s slaves, or even worse, they could end up in a state slave brothel.


    “How is yours, Baxter?”


    Shay looked up nervously to see if the man was giving her a command. He wasn’t.


    “She’s very good. Nice rhythm, great mix of small licks and deep throats. She certainly had a lot of dicks in her mouth this one. What about yours?”


    “Not awful,” replied the man who was fucking her mouth. This somehow made Shayla feel even worse. “Switch?”


    “Sure”, the other said. The men pulled their cocks out of the girls’ mouths and walked around. Shay tried to catch her breath before the other cock was shoved down her throat.
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    The second guard was slightly shorter but thicker. Her jaw stretched to the limit, Shay struggled to adjust to the extra girth. He let her suck on it for a while. Then he put his hands around her ears and held her head in place to fuck it himself. Accustomed to such treatment, Shay immediately let herself go and relaxed her throat so he could rape her on his own tempo.


    She could still hear Yasmeen dutifully sucking and slurping on the other dick. The fact that she was already turned into a passive hole while her friend was still allowed to perform was another blow on her self-confidence. Was she jealous of her friend in this horrible situation? She felt silly.


    “You’re right,” said the guard who was fucking Yasmeen’s face now. “This one is great. Possibly the best one I had all day. “Too bad we have to take them upstairs in a few minutes.”


    “Maybe they can extend their detention a day or two,” said the other and pulled out of Shay’s mouth. She looked up and waited for a command. It came in the form of a slap. She shrieked in surprise but quickly realized what was expected of her when the man grabbed her by the hair and started to rub his cock all around her beautiful face. All she had to do was keep her mouth open and tongue out.


    “Let’s switch.”


    This time the men remained in place but the girls were exchanged like mere toys. Shay quickly assumed proper kneeling position before the first guard. She barely had a chance to breathe before his long member penetrated her lips and stuck in her surprised throat. Yasmeen groaned when her jaw was stretched open by the other guard. Now neither girl was allowed to move. They were no longer human. They were nothing but meat with warm holes.


    Strangely, Shay felt relieved. When she was being raped, she preferred being rendered passive like a fuckdoll. If she had no agency, no choice, she couldn’t possibly make a big mistake and anger her rapists. It was always better to let them use her the way they wanted.


    She let herself go and waited for them to finish with her. The men continued to pound the girls’ faces, switched a couple more times, slapped them occasionally, and finally emptied down their gullets one after another. Shay felt strangely proud when she became the first to receive her rapist’s cum.


    The guards pulled out and zipped up, then slapped the girls hard one last time. “Swallow everything, sluts. Leave no trace.”


    “Yes Sir,” replied the girls and did as they were told.


    “Not good enough. Clean each other properly.


    “Yes Sir,” they said again, and timidly licked a few runaway droplets off each other’s faces.


    “Very good. Now, surrender your necks for the leash. The prosec will see you in 5 minutes.”


    “Yes Sir.” The girls lifted their hair and held their breath as the guards locked thick leather collars around their slender necks. When her leash was attached, Yasmeen obediently fell down on all fours, ready to crawl out of the cell.


    “Stand up, you stupid cow,” laughed the guard with the thick dick. “You may walk… for now.”


    Shay helped her friend to get up but immediately felt a jolt of fear when she realized she had acted without permission. The guards didn’t seem to care. She wished she knew the rules. Everything seemed arbitrary in this hellish place.


    The guard with the longer dick moved onto the next cell, and the other yanked the girls towards the other direction. They obediently followed him upstairs. Soon they found themselves in a better lit, better decorated corridor, in front of an oak door. The brass plaque next to it read “Prosecutor’s Office.” Dread hit the girls as the guard knocked.


    “Come in!”


    The guard opened the door and pushed the girls in. A balding middle aged man with a bushy moustache was sitting behind a big desk. Shay’s eyes wandered around the room, looking for the young woman from the law firm. She told them she’d be here to represent them, but she was nowhere to be seen.


    “Inspection!” ordered the guard sternly. “On tiptoes, legs apart, hands behind your heads!” The girls struggled to follow the instructions at first, so he guided them with a few well-placed slaps. “Masterless sluts Shayla Tyran and Yasmeen Hulqum, Sir,” he announced once the girls managed to assume the required position. The prosecutor nodded. The guard detached the girls’ leashes and stepped back, leaving the two naked girls trembling in the middle of the office.


    “So…” The guy started without looking at them and picked up a file from the pile in front of him, “this is aiding and abetting a trespass. What will your defense be? Stupidity again?”


    Shay and Yas looked at each other with puzzled faces. Which one should talk? After a moment of indecision, Shayla opened her mouth timidly, but she wasn’t able to utter a word.


    “Yes Sir. They are stupid.”


    A pretty redhead popped up from behind the desk and startled the girls. Sofia Necia, their legal representative, was kneeling between the prosecutor’s legs. She licked her full lips and swallowed the fresh cum in her mouth, then respectfully stood up and walked toward them from behind the desk. Her well-endowed chest was bare, her wet tits were glistening under the soulless fluorescent light, and a stream of his ejaculate was flowing down her deep cleavage. When she approached and turned, the girls realized that her top was used to bind her wrists behind her back.


    “They were ordered by three boys to service the plaintiff for a while.” the woman started, as if she wasn’t tied and covered in jizz. “Nothing out of the ordinary, really. They were used to getting utilized by this particular group. They were told that it was a prank between friends. They were too stupid to put two and two together and realize that this was a serious trespass.” She walked around the girls and stopped on the other side. “Just look at them, Sir. You can easily see that they were created to be fucked, not to think.”


    “The same can be said for you, Sofia,” chuckled the prosecutor. “But you have proven many times that you can do both.”
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    “Thank you, Your Honor,” smiled the woman. “But I assure you. These girls, they are really, really, really stupid. In fact, they are so stupid, they revealed the plan to the plaintiff themselves, prematurely. And thanks to their stupidity, Mr Stevenson was able to rush in and retrieve her property in time, before his slave was accidentally terminated. These girls, they actually saved a life.”


    A mocking grin appeared on the guy’s face. “They saved a life, eh?” He shuffled the papers he was holding. “The file says there were three of them. Where is this… Bonnie Lass.”


    “Still at large, Sir,” interjected the guard standing by the door. “We don’t know where she is.”


  



  

    09 
A New Home


    “Okay boys, leave me alone with our guests for a while. For half an hour… No, a full hour, let’s say. I think I’ll go though all their holes at least twice.”


    “Fine!” scoffed George. “I guess you earned it. I want to play with the teach and her tyke anyway. Let’s go and take our loyal cunts out of the trunk, boys.”


    Darren closed the door to the shack after the other four left. He turned and smiled. The two tied women held their breath as he walked over and leaned against the wall.


    “I know you can’t wait for the rape to begin, ladies,” he started, “but I think we should relax first, eh? Just listen to the sounds of the forest, the wind, the birds, the creek nearby…”


    The moment he stopped talking, a loud scream was heard, followed by begging, slaps, muffled groans, more slaps, and distressed moaning. They could hear two females being treated roughly out there. A teenager and an older woman, sounded like.


    “Ah yes! These would be Commoncunt and Cumcuntling,” explained Darren. The daughter is a recent addition, but we bought the mother many months ago. Our anniversary is approaching, actually. I should get her something nice, I guess. Cutlery, or a branding iron, perhaps? Anyway, we trained her long and hard, all five of us. Each with a different style, mind you, so it’s a miracle she survived this long without going insane, that poor, poor woman.”


    He patted Cassie on the head and grinned ominously. “I wonder if you could survive it too, Stupid. If we decide to keep you after we’re done with you, of course. Tell me, you received any service training? A cocksucking certificate, maybe? You don’t look like you had proper pony or puppy training.”


    Cassie clenched her teeth and shook her head.


    “No? That’s bad. Training an older woman can be fun, but we already done that with our former teacher out there. I don’t think the boys would be interested in deprogramming another useless middle-aged whore.”


    He walked around and put his hand on the woman’s round butt, then started to stroke and grab freely.


    “Very good. Certainly much better than I expected. You are well-preserved, aren’t you? Smooth skin, perky butt…” He slapped her on both cheeks and watched them jiggle. Cassie bit her lip and suppressed a shriek. He snickered and moved his fingers into her crack, then traveled down. He made a little circle around her tightened butthole and went further south, slowing down to tease her perineum and finally reaching her womanhood. Cassie closed her eyes with embarrassment when his finger slipped in her very wet hole.
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    “Oh, don’t be ashamed, Stupid,” said Darren, as he started to move his finger around the slippery pink flesh of her vulva, following the contours of her inner labia. “Of course you’d be wet. Your body was way ahead of your confused mind. It probably realized what would happen the moment I stepped out of the car, and started to prepare for the inevitable. It’s not betraying you, it’s trying to protect you. Make the rape easier and less painful for you.”


    He walked around and crouched in front of the woman, looking directly into her teary eyes. “I think you should thank your pussy, Stupid.”


    Cassie looked at the man, befuddled.


    “Thank your pussy. Now!”


    “T-thank you, my p-pussy,” the woman stammered in fear.


    “For?”


    “F-for protecting me from pain?”


    “And?”


    “For preparing me for the inevitable rape,” she sobbed.


    “There you go. You’re a very smart woman, Stupid,” snickered the young man.


    “Please… please call me, Cammie,” begged Cassie.


    “Ah? You told us your name was Connie before. I’m starting to think you‘re lying to me, Stupid.”


    “S-sorry,” stammered the woman in total confusion. “I can’t… I’m not…”


    “Of course you’re lying to us,” laughed the boy. “It was obvious from the start. You are running away from your CMR, or perhaps the law. I can easily confirm that. Take your pictures, upload them to the Registry, and the face recognition software will immediately tell me who you are. Do you want me to do that?”


    “No!” interjected Bonnie with a trembling voice. “Her name is Cassie. And I’m Bonnie. These are our real names, I swear to god. Please don’t…”


    “Cassie and Bonnie, eh? What beautiful names! Certainly better than Stupid and Unlucky.” Darren stood up and approached the young girl tied spread-eagled on the dirty mattress. He sat down and put his hand gently on her left cheek. “Don’t worry, sweet Bonnie. I don’t really care if you are running from an asshole or the law. Here, deep in the woods, there are no CMRs or state to take you away. Out here, we are the law. And the law is simple. We command, you girls obey. We fuck you, and you serve us. Is that clear and simple enough for you?”


    She nodded frantically.


    “No, I want to hear from both of you. Is that clear?”


    “Yes Sir,” they replied in unison.


    “There you go. Now, since we know that you’re runaways, we cannot take you back to civilization. We have to keep you here, in this shack, indefinitely. It’s a mutually beneficial solution, if you think about it. You’ll be safe from whomever’s chasing you, and we’ll have two extra sets of holes to fuck. Isn’t that great?”


    “Y-you won’t let us go after this?” asked Cassie with tears flowing down her cheeks.


    “After this? What do you mean by ‘this?’ This rape? This month? This year?” He started to play with Bonnie’s well-adorned chest absentmindedly. He pinched her nipples, pulled them up and shook her tits like water balloons. “I used the word ‘indefinitely,’ didn’t I? I mean, Bonnie here will certainly stay with us for a very long time. I can tell you that for certain. She is just too young and pretty and fuckable to let go.” He turned to Cassie and pursed his lips mockingly. “You, on the other hand. We can just terminate you today, after we each have a go. What do you think? You prefer that?”


    “Please,” begged Cassie. “Please don’t… don’t kill me. I can be… I can be grateful… Please!”


    “Darren laughed out loud and slapped Bonnie’s big tits. “Relax, mommy. I’m just teasing you. You may not be as fuckable as this mint-condition rapetoy, but you’ll be useful to us, most definitely.”


    He put his fingers over Bonnie’s pussy and fingered her for a few seconds to make sure she was wet too.
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    Then he stood up and walked around the bed, stopped facing Bonnie’s inviting crotch, and unzipped his pants.


    “Can you guess how? Just give an ear to the screams for a moment.” He waited for the two to listen to the sounds of the ongoing double violation outside. The woman was begging her four masters to hurt her instead of her daughter as the younger one screamed bloody murder. A few moments later, the roles were reversed with the mother screaming and the daughter begging.


    “That’s the best part of owning a mother-daughter set,” Darren continued as he took his place between Bonnie’s spread legs and prepared to penetrate her young tight pussy. “You can make them do anything you want by threatening to hurt the other. No proper training required. It’s a cheat code, really…You want a demonstration?”


    Cassie shook her head, but Darren didn’t even acknowledge her response. Instead, he pressed his cock against the entrance of the young girl’s womanhood, parting her outer labia and slathering it with her fresh juices. “Bonnie, tell me you love me more than anything and want to be my mindless sex pet forever. If you don’t, I will take a big stick and impale your mommy with it.”


    “I… love you more than anything,” stammered Bonnie, with tears gushing out of her eyes. “I want to be your mindless sex pet forever.”


    Cassie closed her eyes and bit her lip. Darren entered Bonnie. She let out a scream that transformed into a confused moan as it died down. He stopped with his member fully buried in the girl and waited for her body to react. Her muscles contracted and embraced the intruder, against her will. She was created for this.


    Bonnie knew that well already. She just hated it.


    “Shame.” He commented. “I was hoping you’d be a virgin. I never had a virgin before. Hard to find one these days.” He pulled his dick out and stood up. He went over to the wall of whips and grabbed a mean looking paddle. “So disappointing. I guess I have to beat your whorish cunt up first to work out that anger.”


    He raised the tool of torment and prepared to strike the girl on the pussy. She closed her eyes and held her breath in terror.


    “Wait!” screamed Cassie. “Please stop! Please fuck me instead. I’m… I’m a virgin!”


  



  

    10 
Revaluation


    The room fell silent for the next several minutes while the prosecutor read the case file. Shay tried to understand what kind of shit they were in from his facial expressions, but his plump face gave nothing away. Most of it was obscured by his bushy moustache anyway.


    After an unnerving spell, the man dropped the file back on the pile. “This is an unusual case,” he started. “Normally, trespasses rarely reach my desk. People generally go to arbitration and settle the dispute among themselves. They pay hymen money for unlawful devirginizations, or compensation for damages. And this is for the men, of course. I have never seen a case where the females involved were brought in for trial.”


    “Yes, Your Honor,” interjected Sofia Necia, the girls’ legal representative. “We were hoping you’d see how strange Mr Stevenson’s request was. I’m glad you have-”


    “I wasn’t finished, slut,” said the man sternly. “If you interrupt me again, I’ll have you flogged for an hour. Front and back this time.”


    “Excuse me, Your Honor,” she replied and bowed her head.


    The man stood up and walked around the desk, which made all three women flinch in fear. Instead of approaching them, he sat back next to pile of files and crossed his arms. “As I said, this is an unusual case for a trespass, because it’s not just a trespass.”


    A beep was heard. Sofia straightened up nervously.


    “Is that your phone, Slut Necia?”


    “Yes, Your Honor,” she replied timidly. “I’m so sorry, I didn’t-”


    “I think I know what it is. Must be your boss. Go on, check the message.”


    Sofia looked into the man’s eyes for a second to see if he was being sarcastic or not, then picked her phone out of her briefcase with shaky hands. She looked at the message. Her eyes widened.


    “There it is,” grinned the prosecutor. “Now you know why I’m going to keep these two morons here, don’t you?”


    Sofia swallowed and looked at the girls, who were still unable to understand what was going on.


    “In… in that case, Your Honor,” Sofia started, “I’ll formally request… I… my clients to be allowed to wear chastity belts and masks until the trial.”


    “Request denied,” laughed the man. “You know prisoners are not allowed to wear anything in here. For their own safety, of course.”


    Sofia bowed her head in defeat. The two girls, who were now more confused than before, started to cry again.


    He tapped on the files loudly to silence the sobbing girls and turned to the guard. “I see the inspection reports for masterless slut Yasmeen Hulqum and masterless slut Bonnie Lass in here, but not the other one.”


    “The other one was detained when she arrived for her primary inspection, Sir,” replied the guard. “She’s not in the system yet.”


    “Have her graded,” said the man sternly, “and we have to have the other one reappraised. We need to establish their market values before the trial starts.” He examined the girls from head to toe systematically, as if he was estimating the exact monetary value of each body part and adding them up. “They are obviously upper-end A-grades, based on appearance only. How are their overall service posture, obedience and reaction, fellatio skills?”


    “I cannot possibly tell, Sir. As you know, raping detained women before they’re brought before the prosec is against regulations,” the guard replied. “But, I imagine the exotic looking one is a much better cocksucker, perfect deepthroater with no gag-reflex, while the other is better suited for violent skullfucks and rimjobs. They are obedient, they take instruction well enough, and look good on their knees.” He stopped and shook his shoulders. “Of course, that’s just a guess, Sir.”


    “I see, the prosecutor grinned. “Very well. Take her to Inspections.”


    The guard nodded and grabbed the girls by their arms to drag them out of the room.”


    “No, just the unregistered one,” said the man. “Leave the exotic looking one here for now. I’ll reappraise her myself. It’s been a while since I did one of those.” Then he pointed to Sofia. “And take slut Necia with you. For repeated breach of decorum, one hour flogging, front and back.”


    The woman sighed in despair and bowed her head respectfully.


    The guard grinned and pulled the two women out with him, leaving Yas in the middle of the office, trembling in terror.


    The man stood there staring in her eyes until the group’s footsteps disappeared in the distance. She looked down respectfully to escape his disturbing gaze. He stood up and started to walk slowly around the young girl.


    “You stayed in perfect inspection position the whole time, even when you were hit by dread and despair,” commented the man. “Very impressive. You have perfect slave conformation. You could easily fool me if I didn’t know you were a bareneck.”


    Yasmeen didn’t know what to do. That was a praise, or something like that. Should she respond in any way? She bit her lip in indecision and waited.


    “You know not to open your mouth without permission too. Good girls speak only when asked a question. I can see you learned that lesson well.”


    She swallowed nervously. Was that a question mark at the end of his sentence? Was he trying to trick her with statements that felt like questions? She decided to play safe and half nodded.


    “Very good.” he smiled. “I read your file. Your father never enslaved your mother. He never owned a slave either. You are half-Phasiqan, right? It’s a pre-slavery culture. So, it is unlikely you had proper training at home.” He stopped in front of her and stared into her eyes again. She was too scared to avert her gaze this time. “That means you are being cock-trained elsewhere, by someone, a stranger. A boy at school, perhaps. Are you being utilized regularly, slut?”


    This time it was an unmistakable question.


    “Yes Sir,” she stammered with a barely audible voice.


    “Ah! Who do we have to thank? A classmate?


    “Not just… one… it’s kind of a… club.”


    “An after-school rape club? I heard about those. Are you their only fucktoy?”


    “No Sir… just, one of…”


    “I understand. Very well. Let’s see it.”


    Yasmeen looked at the man, confused.


    “Let’s see it,” the man repeated. “On your knees.”


    She swallowed and knelt down in front of the prosecutor, and joined her hands behind her back. She looked up with pleading eyes and opened her mouth as she was used to do at throat-bang parties.


    The man opened his zipper without saying anything. He wasn’t fully erect yet, but his penis was the biggest she had ever seen. She realized that she never served anyone her senior before. This fucking asshole was old enough to be her father. He grabbed his member and stroke it a few times. Yasmeen instinctively stuck her tongue out to let him cockslap it. It worked like a charm. The organ started to fill out and reached full hardness in a few seconds.


    With her mouth wide open, she waited for a command. It never came. He adjusted his stance and shoved his dick between her lips without warning, and didn’t stop until its bulbous head was stuck in her throat. Not accustomed to cocks this big, she panicked for a moment. It was the tightest fit ever. Her jaw and throat muscles struggled to accommodate the ruthless invader. Satisfied with the snug fit, the man remained motionless for the longest moment, then started to move back and forth.


    Yasmeen did her best to use her lips and tongue and keep her teeth away from the organ. The guard wasn’t wrong. She was a very good cocksucker. She had natural talent to start with, but also, she’d had to practice a lot on many cocks with different shapes and sizes. This one was bigger and fatter than the ones she was used to, but it was just another cock. She adapted quickly.


    As she had always done with first timers, she probed and probed, used different tricks, trying to get positive responses from her rapist. The prosecutor wasn’t that hard to read. In a few minutes, she had perfected her routine. He was definitely satisfied with her performance, judging by the grunts and groans that escaped his mouth.


    Of course, she knew that this wouldn’t last forever. At some point he would take control of her head and start fucking her throat like a barbarian. The boys at the club always ended facerapes that way. They liked the idea of using a girl’s head like a masturbatory toy. She was to be treated like a thing, not a human being. She knew what they liked, what they wanted, and she knew what her mouth was. A face pussy.


    Strangely, this man didn’t go for that. Was he ever going to pin her head down and fuck her neck? She decided to let go and continued to serve, worshipfully. And soon, a surprise. He let her finish him. His warm, salty-sugary fluid filled her mouth. Was she allowed to swallow? It was impossible to ask with a fat dick stretching her throat. She wanted to keep it in her mouth, but there was simply no available space in there. Strings of jizz escaped the corners of her lips, and started to stream down her chin.


    He moved back a bit and pulled half of his cock out, letting her relax a little. With the impossible pressure at the back of her throat gone, she took a deep breath or relief. “Let it drip on your tits,” he ordered. “I want to see them glisten.”


    ‘Just like he did with the lawyer girl,’ Yasmeen thought, and made a mental note. She now knew how to satisfy him. Another full entry in her grand archive of cocks.
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    Satisfied with the amount of drool landing on her big tits, he finally pulled out of the young girl’s mouth and smiled. “It’s such a shame,” he said. “This Stevenson boy, I hope he appreciates such natural talent. He’ll probably own your ass at the end of this week.”


    “Are you certain, Sir?” Yasmeen asked with tears in her eyes. “Is it really… hopeless?”


    “The boys who raped his slave are definitely fucked,” the man replied, “That means your friend will go down because she is related to one of those morons . In addition to her involvement in the scheme, she was also listed among the assets the plaintiff demands.” He looked down and smiled at the girl. “You on the other hand… you may have a chance. A very small one.”


    Yasmeen swallowed nervously. Could there be hope for her yet?


    The question in her eyes remained unanswered. He smiled again and stepped aside. “Get up. Bend over on the table, part your legs, and spread your asscheeks.”


    She started to sob again, but followed his instructions to the letter. She spread her legs until her torso rested fully on the desk. She grabbed her asscheeks and pulled them apart, put her face on the desk, and prepared for the inevitable.


    He didn’t let her wait long. She felt the head of his cock pressing against the entrance of her anus. Sudden panic hit her when she remembered how big the thing was. Anal always hurt, even with the teenager cocks she’d had up there. He was incomparably bigger, both length-wise and girth-wise. It was going to destroy her. Rip her butt in half.


    He moved and the pressure increased. Her sphincter resisted with all its strength, but was unable to stop the invasion. A huge jolt of pain slashed her butt and brain when the head popped inside her. Once the tip was in, there was no way to stop the excruciating impalement. He pushed forward. Her weak muscles gave in immediately.


    He began fucking her, this time without mercy. He started to pound roughly, violently. He put one palm on the small of her back and pressed down, pinning her slender body onto the desk and squishing her full tits like pancakes. His other hand, he used to slap her full asscheeks without pity. She was nothing but a juicy piece of fuckmeat now. Her screams and moans filled the room. She was assraped before, of course. Many times, for long hours. But it never hurt this much. It felt like her butt was exploding with every thrust of his cock. The pain was sharp, cascading, unbearable. In a few minutes, her brain was completely overwhelmed.


    She had no idea how long it lasted, but when he eventually pulled out, she barely felt it happen. Her numb butt looked surprised with her gaping hole, her cheeks reddened with slaps, with his spunk oozing out like drool. She had no energy left. Her body felt like mush.


    
     [image: ]
    


    “Get up,” he commanded. Yasmeen tried to, but her knees gave out and she fell off the desk like a sack of potatoes.


    “Fine, on your knees, then,” he ordered this time. She used the remaining bit of her energy to sit on her heels and join her wrists at her back.


    He chuckled as the girl struggled to correct her posture. “I think you’ll be fine, slut Hulqum,” he said as he leaned back in his chair.


    “You mean… I have a chance to beat the case, Sir?”


    “No, you little moron. I mean you’ll be fine… as a sex slave. It is clear that you were created for this.”


  



  

    11 
From the Beginning​


    “You are a virgin?”


    Darren placed the flogger he was holding on Bonnie’ stomach and stood up. The bound girl froze lest she drop the scary tool . She was certain that she’d be whipped harder if she did that.


    The young man walked around the wooden rapehorse to look the older woman in the eyes again. “I admit I didn’t pay much attention in the biology class, lady, but I’m pretty sure you can’t call yourself a virgin after a cock goes in and a baby comes out.”


    “I’m not her mother,” mumbled Cassie.


    “You’re not her mother? What are you then?”


    “Her aunt.”


    Darren grinned ominously. “Lie after lie after lie. Alright, it seems you are completely full of shit, auntie.” He grabbed the flogger from Bonnie’s shivering stomach and slashed Cassie’s bottom without warning. “From now on only Bonnie is allowed to talk.” He hit her again, and again. The woman screamed in pain after the first few hits, but when Darren ordered her to be quiet, she bit her lips and suppressed her reactions into muffled groans.


    “Go ahead, Bonnie,” commanded the boy as he kept flogging aunt Cassie’s behind, slashing it into red ribbons. “I’m all ears. Start from the very beginning, will you?”


    ***


    A dark blotch, a blurry shape hovering over the semi-conscious girl’s eyes started to take a somewhat recognizable form. How long did the transformation take, she didn’t know. Her brain was numb, her senses dulled. The blotch multiplied. Become two… then three. They looked like the amoebas she had seen in a boy’s biology book once. Soon they started to grow limbs.


    Her hearing started to come back after that. A deep, unintelligible humming, gradually honed into words she could almost understand.


    She tried to move. She was heavy like a rock. Where did her limbs go? She couldn’t feel them. Not even her fingers. Was this sleep paralysis or a lucid dream?


    Her efforts were in vain, but they seemed to attract the attention of one of the blotches. It grew, no… approached, hovered over her. It seemed to reach for her for a moment.


    A jolt of pain, she felt… Her brain screamed awake all of a sudden. Was it a slap? The first thing she saw was a hulk of a man, youngish, perhaps her age, shaved head, big muscles. She almost recognized him… She suddenly draw a blank, confusion took over. Where did she recognize him from?


    Her eyes were drawn by some kind of motion behind him. Two legs, female, pointing up in the air, held by the ankles, shaking and flailing. Her eyes widened. It was Yasmeen, lying on her back on top of a rickety table… and a young man was pounding her pussy violently, like a blacksmith hammering an anvil. She wasn’t moving at all. Unconscious, like she herself was a moment ago.


    “This one is awake,” the hunk of muscles bent over her said. Only then she realized that she wasn’t dreaming. Her eyes widened in panic. She wanted to kick the table she was lying on and jump away from the man, but all she could do was hurt her ankles. Her panic compounded, she attempted to push the boy away. Her wrists and neck ached and burned this time. Then she tried to scream for help. Alas, nothing left her mouth which was stuffed with some kind of fabric and taped shut.


    “Good morning, princess!”


    The boy with the shaved head straightened up and stepped aside, revealing another muscled figure behind him. This time she recognized the face. It was Shay’s douchebag cousin… Ken? Quentin? No, Quinn.


    “Welcome to our secret gangbang room, Bonnie.”


    She shook her head in panic when she realized that she was completely naked too. Was she going to be gangraped? She turned her head and counted. Five… no, six men, raping three other girls, all tied and unconscious. Yasmeen was one of them. She couldn’t see Shay among the fuckmeat.


    “I’m surprised that you were first to come to,” Quinn continued, now leaning on the desk she was tied on. “I lost a bet because of you, princess. You cost me money. Now I have to beat you up too.” Without losing a second, he slapped her hard on both cheeks ten times in a row. Tears gushed out of her eyes.


    “You must have a few questions. What are you doing here? Where are you?” He slapped her again. “I’ll tell you, princess. I’m sure you remember attending Shayla’s birthday party. Perhaps you’ll remember drinking some lemonade there.” He snickered. “Well, I prepared that particular batch of lemonade myself. My own recipe. Nothing fancy, really. Lemon, water, sugar… Oh, and a few sleeping pills for flavor. The least I could do for my beloved cousin.”


    He leaned over the girl and started to play with her big tits, slapping them around, watching them jiggle. “Imagine my surprise when all you girls passed out a few minutes later. So, I had this bright idea, you see. I called a few friends from the basketball team, we picked you four up, threw you in the back of Chuck’s truck and brought you here. We undressed you and tied you on these tables, and voila! Now we have a proper party!”
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    Bonnie looked around in panic again. He was right. The other two girls were Lina and Kate. Bonnie didn’t know them well, but they were at Shay’s party.


    “Oh, no, of course I didn’t bring Shayla. She’s my cousin, after all. It would be inappropriate. She must still be sleeping like a log on that couch.” He leaned closer to her, as if he was going to give her a secret. “Not that I wouldn’t hit that. She is a nice piece of ass, cousin Shay, but you know how it is. Imagine the awkwardness at the next family barbecue, eh?” He laughed and stood back up.


    “And before you ask, yes, we have been raping you for the past few hours, on and off. We all fucked you in the pussy, and a couple times in the ass. You are a great fuck, princess. Don’t you agree guys?”


    “I’ve had better,” chuckled a boy from the other side of the room. He was fucking Lina’s mouth while another boy was pounding her in the ass.


    Bonnie tried to raise her head and look at her privates, but the rope around her neck kept her down. She still didn’t have full feeling down there. Was the asshole telling the truth? Had she been fucked already?


    “You don’t feel any pain? Ah, your pussy is still asleep, eh? Let me wake it up for you.” Quinn walked around and stood between her legs, then slapped her on the pubic mound. “The great thing about using sleeping pills… You can start raping the same girl twice. First when she’s unconscious, then again when she is awake.” He grabbed his big dick and shoved it in Bonnie’s pussy without hesitation. She felt it this time. All of it. Her entire body came alive when the steely rod penetrated her fully, stretched her hole to the limit, and hit her cervix. She screamed into her gag. Her balled up panties loosened and filled deeper inside her mouth.


    “Don’t worry,” Quinn continued as he started to fuck her with an unhurried, relaxed rhythm. “We are doing a dry rotation. You know what that means, don’t you?”


    She looked on, writhing in agony. The lack of reply angered the boy, and he expressed his frustration with a series of hard slaps across her face. Tears gushing out of her eyes, she shook her head.


    “I’ll tell you. Dry rotation. Simply no ejaculating inside the girls.”


    “Unless you’re raping their throats,” yelled the boy fucking Lina’s mouth.


    “Not even there, you idiot,” corrected another. “These bitches are unconscious. They cannot swallow your stinky spunk. Don’t you cum in that slut’s mouth! I want to do her next.”


    “That’s right,” said Quinn. “No cumming in any holes. But don’t you worry. We ejaculate in that metal bucket over there at the corner. We have collected a lot of fluid, and will continue to do so. At the end of the rape, we’ll let you girls lap it all up.”


    Bonnie shook her head in terror again. She was a swallower, of course. But a mixture of six men’s stale jizz… out of a rusty bucket? The idea was too disgusting, even for an experienced slut like her.


    That faint sign of defiance was punished by another series of hard slaps immediately. Quinn was a slapper, obviously. Most men liked to slap her while fucking her face, but this asshole was jacked like a mule and wasn’t holding back. She kept screaming into her gag and sobbed.


    “Oh, you will drink all your share, to the last drop,” grinned Quinn. But before that, since you are conscious now…” He picked the pace up, fucking the girl deeper and harder with every thrust. “I think I’ll let you drink a fresh load.” He slapped her again. “You like the taste of fresh warm jizz, don’t you, princess?”
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    He raised his hand to slap her once more. Bonnie nodded in fear.


    “I’ll remove your gag and finish in your mouth. You’ll be a good girl and milk it out of me, won’t you?”


    Bonnie nodded again, tears flowing down her temples.


    “Good girl.” Without stopping fucking her, he reached and yanked the duct tape covering her lips with one swift move. Then he pinched her panties and pulled them out slowly. Once the entire thing was out, Bonnie closed her eyes and took a deep breath. Before she could exhale again, Quinn grabbed and turned her head to the side to shove his meat down her throat. She choked and coughed on the huge organ but managed to adjust and started to suck on the shaft fucking her face pussy.


    Already at the brink of orgasm, he exploded after a few thrusts. She immediately sucked and swallowed everything he produced. She was done before he decided to pull out and take a step back.


    “That was great,” he commented. “Princess’s throat is now open for use, boys. Feel free to empty in her. She will drink all you got until another one of her friends comes around.”


    Then he smiled and slapped her again for no particular reason. “You are a glutton for jizz, aren’t you, princess? I can tell from the way you slurped all that down. But pace yourself, remember the bucket. You girls will be here for a long time. We have an entire weekend ahead of us. First of many to come, promise.”


  



  

    12 
Cassie


    “You tell it as if it was a bad story,” chuckled Darren. “I for one think that it must have been a great learning opportunity for you and your friends. It wasn’t just a two day-long gangrape, right? It was a journey of self-discovery for each of you.”


    Bonnie looked on with teary eyes. She didn’t know what to say.


    “I know, princess,” smiled the boy, “you’re very shy and you don’t always know how to respond whenever a man talks to you. The safest response is to nod yes. It saves you from unnecessary beatings.”


    She nodded hurriedly. He didn’t slap her this time.


    “Good girl. Now tell me, princess. What did you take away from that long weekend? What did you learn about yourself?”


    “I… learned,” stammered the redhead, “that I was… supposed to serve men?”


    “That sounds like a question. Six boys raped you for two days in every way possible, made you drink their collective jizz from a rusty bucket, and all you got was a question?”


    “I mean… I learned that I exist to serve men,” said Bonnie this time without the question mark at the end. “I had no will of my own. I was… fuckmeat.”


    “That’s it! You were, and you are. You are fuckmeat. Both of you.” Darren stood up and slapped Bonnie’s meaty tits and Aunt Cassie’s bare bottom. “And that makes me sad, what your auntie said earlier. She was married for years and still a virgin? How could this happen, Aunt Cassie?”


    “My husband rarely uses me… and when he does, he prefers to use my other hole,” mumbled the woman, her face bright red with overwhelming shame.


    “Don’t worry, we’ll right that wrong, whore!” Darren kissed the woman on the forehead in a sarcastic way, walked around her, and palmed her pelvic mound with his right hand. Cassie’s entire body clenched at his touch like a startled cat and she struggled against her restraints. He grabbed his dick, placed it at the glistening wet entrance of her vagina and moved it along the slit a couple times. Once he covered its bulbous head with her juices, he pressed it in and penetrated her slightly, then stopped with his tip nested between her labia.


    “Your dear auntie probably missed your deflowering, Bonnie my dear, but you get to witness hers. Isn’t that cool? No, you shouldn’t just just witness it. You should be part of the process. Why don’t you count down from five and give the sign?”


    “The sign?”


    “Yes. You’ll yell ‘rip that stupid old cunt apart, master!’”


    “Oh … but… please… Sir, please don’t make me-”


    “Bonnie!” Darren frowned. “You want her to survive the night, don’t you?”


    “Yes,” she nodded hastily. “I’ll say it. I’ll say whatever you want, sir… master.”


    “Good. See? That’s exactly why I like family sets like you two. Exploiting a strong love bond between two fucktoys can be a highly efficient substitute for long and arduous obedience training.” He smiled and adjusted his cock for Cassie’s first vaginal penetration. “Now. Count down from five. Remember to yell the exact phrase at the end. If you screw up, I’ll beat you senseless and then make you say something even worse. And if you fail again… You know where I’m going with this, right?”


    “Yes sir,” she nodded and took a deep breath. “Five… four… three… two… one…” She turned to Cassie at the last moment to apologize with her eyes for what she was about to say. Cassie quickly closed her eyes in shame and braced for impact.


    “Rip that stupid old cunt apart, master!” yelled Bonnie with tears flowing down her cheeks.


    Darren grinned and waited for a second to see how Cassie’s body would react, then slowly thrust forward. His cock found her hole, which dilated and wrapped around him after a brief moment of confused resistance.


    She was very tight and reactive for a middle aged woman, the boy thought. Her vaginal wall involuntarily welcomed and embraced the invader.


    After a few centimeters, he felt a minor tightening and forced past it. Cassie groaned and bit her lower lip as the organ tore open her untouched fuckhole without mercy. He didn’t stop or slow down. Her muscles gave up struggling eventually and he shoved the entire thing in. His balls hit her vulva and the impact gave her asscheeks a wild jiggle. A sharp pain pierced her mind and slowly transformed into a strange feeling of fullness. She was now fully impaled on a cock for the first time in her life.


    Suddenly the room fell silent. Or was it only in her head?


    Cassie had wondered how it would feel to be fucked in the pussy her entire life. Unfortunately for her, her husband was a follower of the “Purist” movement that had appeared about a couple decades before the revolution. Purists believed that women were crafty tricksters by nature and could not be trusted in any way. They generally kept their women “au naturel” in order to take away their ability to beguile men. They were not allowed to wear clothes or put on make-up, they were not allowed to talk unless absolutely necessary, and they were not encouraged to appear sexually attractive and/or willing in any way. In extreme cases, they were not even allowed to have discernible facial expressions. A slight smile or a momentary pout was seen as nothing but a brazen attempt of deception.


    Interestingly, most purists preferred not to enslave their wives, because they believed that compulsory female slavery enforced an “impure” form of obedience. Ironically, their belief system which was built around female inferiority was so radical, the logical conclusion they reached was a negative attitude towards official female slavery.


    ***


    When Cassie met her future husband, he wasn’t the radicalized moron he would later turn into. He was a fairly good-looking man, he had a stable job, and his passionate tirades against female-slavery was a breath of fresh air for the impressionable young woman. Her two sisters had already been enslaved by their husbands, and Cassie feared such a dark fate the most.


    She had heard weird things about purists of course, but she dismissed them as regime propaganda aimed to discredit that somewhat unorthodox movement. She wanted to remain free as a wife, even though it came with some restrictions. So what if her husband decided what she should wear every day? She was in love and wanted to make him happy. She was ready to “obey and honor” him as a good woman should anyway.


    So she said “yes” immediately when he proposed. Marriage was exciting. They were a more or less “normal” couple for a while. Her life wasn’t that different than before, even though her husband made most of her decisions for her now. She actually liked that. A burden was lifted. She was happy.


    Except for one little thing. He wasn’t touching her. She wanted him to. She wanted him to throw her on a bed and take her roughly. She was a woman, and women were for fucking. Why wasn’t he fucking her?


    She learned all about it when her in-laws came to visit them from the north and stayed for several months. Now, they were true purists! Cassie remembered the first time she met her mother-in-law like it was yesterday. She opened the door and saw a ghostly appearance. A brunette in her mid forties, still quite beautiful in a subtle way, fully naked except for the permanently sealed metal collar around her neck, her chain attached to her husband’s belt which also held a mid-size flogger and a riding crop. Cassie’s jaw dropped to the floor when the woman quietly followed her man into the house. Her entire backside was covered in nasty looking red stripes from the back of her neck to the bottom of her thighs. Apparently she had misbehaved during the trip.
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    Cassie never heard her mother-in-law’s voice. The poor woman simply wasn’t allowed to talk. All she could do to communicate was nod slightly, whenever her husband ordered her to do something.


    On a rare instance she found herself alone with the woman, she asked her why Warren never touched her. Cassie would remember the way the woman looked into her face for a few long seconds. She could almost see a storm behind her expressionless visage. Her face didn’t change, but she silently handed her a thin pamphlet she took out of her husband’s luggage. It was a purist wife’s guide to perfect obedience.


    Cassie ran into her room and read it quickly. It was worse than she had feared. Apparently, a vagina was the most powerful tool a woman could employ to influence men, and as such, it had to be avoided at all costs. Her pussy, Cassie learned, was impure and forbidden. Unless it was time to breed her, of course.


    She cried her eyes out until her husband returned. Then, in her desperation, she begged him to fuck her in the ass, at least.


    After a long pleading, he eventually obliged. He fucked her in the ass for a few minutes awkwardly, but then he flogged her unconscious for tricking him into touching her.


    That underwhelming assrape and flogging was only the beginning. During the following several months her marriage turned into a true nightmare. In an effort to appease his fundamentalist father, Warren gradually took away her freedoms and privileges. She lost her clothes first. Initially, she resisted like a wild cat, of course. But one day, her husband stormed in, grabbed everything in her wardrobe and burnt them all. A few days later he forbid her from talking to people outside. When she refused to obey that rule, she was confined to the house. When she violated that rule too, he brought home a metal collar with a long chain attached, not unlike the one his mother was kept in. Her in-laws eventually left a few months later, but the chain remained.


    She wept for weeks and weeks. Eventually, she managed to learn to pick the lock and free herself temporarily, but never found the courage to walk out of the door. She was smart and resourceful, but also a coward. She stayed and continued to daydream about running away. Crossing the border. Even joining the FLF perhaps?


    Then she learned about her sister’s illness. Surprisingly, her husband’s heart softened and he let her visit her sister in her death bed. There she promised to take care of little Bonnie. Her life changed again. She found new purpose.


    ***


    And now, years later, she faced her ultimate failure. Her poor little niece was tied to a dirty mattress, watching her getting raped in a shed in the middle of nowhere. Years and years of labor! All she did to convince her husband to leave poor Bonnie alone, let her live a somewhat normal life… All those sacrifices, all for nothing!


    They were now the worthless playthings of a bunch of horny teenagers. Their fuckmeat, as the boy said.


    That rollercoaster of memories took only a few seconds to hit her and fade away. Once the boy’s big fat cock invaded her forsaken hole and started to pound her with all his might, Cassie’s confused mind went completely blank. She was barely conscious enough to understand that she wasn’t able to form meaningful thoughts. That total mind wipe was followed by another wave of confusion. It was like a sinus wave of pain and pleasure, hitting her brain one after another and melting it, evaporating it. It was horrible pain and insane pleasure, sometimes overlapping, almost impossible to tell one from another.


    Then a point came… she felt it happen… like a switch being flicked. Her screams of pain were no more. Only moans of pleasure. She was now floating above her body, watching that neglected middle aged woman getting ploughed like a wild animal, moaning like a seasoned whore. She felt like she should be ashamed, but her mind refused to stop and wait for her to do that. It was lost in a pink haze of pleasure.


    After an eternity, the boy slowed down and stopped, then pulled out of her without any warning, just as callously as he penetrated her. Lost in her delirious state, Cassie didn’t even realize that he was unloading in her.
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    The much bigger surprise came later when she opened her eyes and looked at her niece. She expected her to be watching her in shame, but… Bonnie was getting raped too. And the boy who was fucking her was no other than Darren himself. How could it be? How could he be in two places at once?


    The answer was simple, of course. The boy who pulled out of her was another one of the bunch. Apparently she had been handed over to the next rapist while she had momentarily blacked out.


    Or perhaps this was the third, even the fourth boy. She had no idea.


    “Next!” the boy yelled as he walked around and stopped in front of the woman. He grabbed his still-hard dick and slapped it on her lower lip.


    “Clean it!”


    “Yessir,” she slurred and reached for its glistening tip with her tongue. The moment she started to lick the thing, another big cock penetrated her from behind and its owner started to fuck her like a stallion in heat.


  



  

    13 
Sofia


    “Next!”


    She stood up, adjusted her two piece suit and stepped into the room. The burly man sitting at the desk swiveled around slowly, with a listless expression on his bloated face. A grin appeared at the corner of mouth when he recognized the young woman standing at the door.


    “Slut Sofia Nacia! What a pleasant surprise.” He gestured her to approach. She took several steps forward and stopped in front of his desk. Sofia had never been flogged in this particular corrections office before. It was a sizable room with desks in each corner and a dedicated flogging area at the center. Sofia could see two sets of chains dangling from the ceiling at the corner of her eye.


    “Good afternoon, Master-Agent Paddings” she said deferentially. Master-Prosecutor Fenn ordered me to turn myself in for a flogging. One hour, front and back.”


    “Ah! Breach of decorum?”


    Sofia nodded.


    Paddings chuckled. “Fucking asshole! That guy will be the end of me. If it’s not you paralegal sluts, it’s the agent-slaves who fuck up his coffee order. I signed up for a desk job, but ended up with a constant cardio work-out.” He waved his hand and made a sour face. “Between you and me, Slut Necia, I’m getting too old for this shit.”


    Sofia nodded again with a fake smile.


    “Alright. Take off your clothes. You can leave them on the desk over there.”


    “Yes Sir,” said Sofia and started to unbutton her top. The man turned and started to watch her with growing excitement in his beady little eyes. Like most women, Sofia knew how to strike a balance between a shy appearance and seductive movements. She also had a vast catalogue of men and their preferences in her brain. Master-Agent Paddings wasn’t a major entry compared to all the assholes she had to deal with in her professional and private life, but she kinda knew what he liked.


    Paddings was in his mid-fifties, but he looked much older because of a particularly unhealthy diet and chain smoking. After spending a few decades as an underperforming field agent, he had opted for a desk job and ended up here, in the corrections department. As far as corrections officers go, he was not the worst, Sofia thought. He wasn’t particularly cruel or ruthless like many others she had had the displeasure of meeting.


    She opened her jacket and let it him have a good look at her well-endowed chest. She looked down coyly and subtly shook her big fat boobs from side to side. She then folded the jacket and placed it on the unoccupied desk behind her, with well-choreographed movements. She returned to her spot and began unbuttoning the side of her pencil skirt.


    She took half a step back and bent forward to slide her skirt down. Paddings unwittingly leaned forward and put his elbows on the desk as if he was pulled by an invisible force. Sofia suppressed a smile. She liked to pull little tricks like this whenever she could get away with them. In a world where she was merely a plaything for men around her, totally insignificant power games like that helped her keep her sanity.


    It didn’t matter anyway. In a few minutes, he would be flogging her bound naked body into a bloody pulp. Perhaps rape her a few times too. There was no way out of it.


    She let her skirt go at knee level. It fell to her ankles. She stepped out of it, turned sideways to let him admire her shapely bottom, and picked it up. She gave him a better view by taking her time folding and placing it on top of her jacket, then turned around and took her place, totally naked except for her red high heels.


    “Such a beautiful body,” commented the man. “Such smooth skin, such an alluring color. What a shame! I’ll have to ruin it now.”


    Something in his voice gave Sofia hope. “You don’t… have to beat me, Sir,” she said softly. “There are better ways to teach me a lesson. At the firm, when a girl does something wrong, they often-”


    “You’ll be flogged and caned, slut Necia,” interrupted the man, with a serious face. “I hope you’re not trying to talk your way out of it?”


    “No Sir, of course not,” she said and looked down, apparently embarrassed.


    The man stood up and walked over to the tool cabinet. He returned with several floggers and canes, and neatly placed them on his desk. He sat on the desk next to the spread and smiled at the girl.


    “So, the firm, eh? Private sector. Must be hard for you girls over there.”


    Sofia nodded absentmindedly as she scanned the selection of torture devices he had placed in front of her. A particularly mean looking cane, a long riding crop with a metal tip, and three leather floggers in varying sizes. She shivered.


    “You know,” he started, “I like my cushy state gig. Doesn’t pay much, but it is safe. We have good insurance coverage, job security, and endless tight pussy we can fuck.” He pointed at her crotch. “I guess you girls serve your male colleagues there too, don’t you? What’s the p/c ratio at your firm?”


    “Yes Sir,” she nodded. “Our firm abides by the industry standard of one-for-three, but it’s a solid 2 for the executives.”


    “Two? Damn, that’s generous.”


    “Yes Sir. Each partner gets one bareneck sexretary and one all-purpose slave.”


    “Sweet deal,” said the man and started to move his hand over the tools. Sofia held her breath. His hand hovered over one of the smaller floggers for a moment, but he grabbed the cane next to it and stood up.


    “Go over there,” he ordered, pointing towards the two sets of chains and shackles hanging from the ceiling in the middle of the large room. Sofia did as she was told without hesitation. She stood under the chains and raised her arms to be shackled.


    “What are you doing?”


    “I thought…” she started in confusion, which doubled when the man suddenly grabbed her by the waist and lifted her in the air. He held her aloft for a moment, then rotated her body upside down with an ease not expected from a man of his age. Before Sofia could protest, he secured her body with his left hand and shackled her ankles one by one with the other. Then he let her body go. She fell for a few centimeters and the iron shackles caught her. Cold metal bit into her soft skin and her entire body shook violently. A jolt of pain hit her. Blood rushed to her head.


    He then walked over to a control mechanism built into the wall and pressed a few buttons. A pulley system activated and pulled her body up, until her head reached his crotch level.


    “Neat stuff, isn’t it?” said the man as he walked back over. “Makes our job much easier. Now. Let’s go over the rules, slut Necia. Just the one rule, really. I want you to keep your hands behind your head while I’m processing you. Can you do that for me?”


    “Yes Sir,” stammered Sofia.


    “Very good. Regulations say all females have to be fully restrained during correction, but I think we can make an exception for a well-educated, smart young woman such as yourself.”


    “Thank you Sir,” she said and dutifully locked her slender fingers below her hair bun.


    “Now, as a well-educated and smart woman, I’m sure you understand why I put you in this specific position.”


    “Yes Sir,” she swallowed. “This way you’ll have easy access to my throat, sir. This is the optimal position for a facerape.”


    “Ah. Of course, I’m not allowed to rape you, officially. You are here to receive a beating.”


    “Please Sir,” she pleaded. “Would you please fuck my throat before we begin? I… I beg you.” Simple math, more time for fucking meant less time for beating.


    “Very well.” He unbuckled his belt and opened his zipper. A big erection sprung out and hit her on the nose. As soon as she opened her mouth obediently, he shoved it in with such force, the organ immediately reached the back of her throat and stretched it. She choked and struggled to cope. He pulled back for a moment to let her breathe and then thrust back in. This time she was better prepared for the assault.


    “That’s a good slut. Relax your throat. Keep your mouth wide open. That’s all you need to do.”


    He started to fuck her head like a toy. His sagging hairy balls kept hitting her on the forehead. Minutes passed. Sofia started to feel dizzier and dizzier every passing second. Her head was pounding. A headache and a throat-ache. And that was only the beginning.
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    He pulled out suddenly. Sofia coughed and sputtered the saliva that was collected in her mouth. Before she could catch her breath, she felt a sharp pain on her butt. She understood what was happening only when the cane landed for the third time. Then the fourth and the fifth. He wasn’t pulling back at all. Much like the way he fucked her throat, he hit her as hard as possible.


    Despite the devastating attack on her buttocks, she managed to keep her hands in proper position. This wasn’t her first beating, of course. She knew the consequences of defying a clear order.


    “You may scream, even beg for mercy, Sofia,” said the man when he saw her biting her lips. “I don’t mind. Go ahead.”


    She screamed and screamed for minutes as the pain continued to build up. Until he decided to shove his cock back in her mouth again. This time, he continued to cane her while he throated her. It was now a triple nightmare for the young woman. The blood rushing into her head, the cock stuck in her gullet, and the merciless bite of the cane.


    He pulled out again after a while. He returned with the smaller flogger a few seconds later.


    “Now this will really hurt, sweetheart,” he said, and grabbed her by the hair. He pulled her to the side, turning her body into kind of a warped J-shape. Sofia closed her eyes. He started to flog her tits mercilessly.


    The pain was incredible, but at least she was somewhat horizontal in that position, and he wasn’t penetrating her. He kept hitting her soft full boobs for endless minutes, until they were bright red all over. Then he let her hair go once again and went back to his desk without saying anything. Perhaps he was tired? Or maybe trying to decide which tool to use next? She tried to calm herself down as her battered naked body swayed from side to side like a sexy pendulum.


    He took his time, but returned with the two bigger floggers, one in each hand. “Classics are the best, don’t you think?” he smiled. Then he walked around and started to flog her back like a mad man.


    He was generally very accurate, even though her body kept swinging around, but he occasionally got her on the hands. She managed to keep them together nevertheless. He didn’t stop until her entire backside was covered in dark, purplish stripes.


    Sofia was in terrible pain, and her head was pounding. She had no notion of time. Only when he fucked her mouth one last time and ejaculated did she realize the one hour was up.


    He finished in her mouth, lowered her down and unshackled her ankles. He let her lie down for a long minute and catch her breath, and even gave a her glass of water.


    “You have been a very good girl, slut Necia,” he said eventually, as he filled out the correction paperwork. “I commended your obedience and endurance. As usual, I’m preparing one copy for the prosec and one for your bosses at the firm. “Do you want another copy for your own records?”


    Sofia didn’t answer. She was passed out cold with her long shapely legs spread open.
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    “Ah,” The man said, stood up and unbuckled his belt once again. “I’m never getting too old for this shit.”


  



  

    14 
Quick Lesson


    “Free girl, not even inspected. You aren’t trained at all, are you?”


    “Excuse me, sir?”


    “Properly trained? Are you familiar with the utilization positions? Surrenders?”


    Shayla shook her head no. She was already overwhelmed by fear. Since the prosecutor had approved their arrest just minutes ago, she was now officially a prisoner at the BFA. She had been separated from her friend Yasmeen, who was likely being abused by that scary asshole at that very moment, and she was sheepishly following the guard who had throated them earlier. She was fully naked, cold, tired, and hungry. And now this scary looking bastard was asking her questions that she didn’t understand.


    “What are they teaching you girls in school I wonder? Female education? Bah! Money down the drain, I say.” He stopped and turned towards her, then angrily poked her in the left boob. “They should definitely start teaching the ‘surrenders’ as soon as you girls turn rape-age.”


    “I’m sorry, Sir,” she said apologetically. She didn’t even know what her mistake was.


    He stared at her for a moment, almost human-like. The remorseful tone in her voice must have softened his heart a bit.


    She immediately noticed the tiny impact her tone made, and decided to follow through. “But I… I’d like to learn… if it’s something a girl should know to better serve her superiors. Would you please… teach me, Sir?”


    It worked perfectly. His stern expression softened further.


    “Surrenders,” he started, “are special actions females must perform to facilitate their utilization.” It sounded like an exact textbook definition. She noticed a subtle change in his posture. He stood up straighter, and talked with a tinge of pride in his voice. Perhaps this guy had secretly wanted to be a teacher, a professor his entire life?


    She nodded with a fake half-smile that masked her rekindling fear. Utilization? Was he going to skullfuck her again?


    “There are different surrenders,” he continued. “Limb surrenders, neck surrenders, hair surrenders…” He stopped and pointed at her hair. “By the way, that’s why it’s a finable offense for females to keep their hair too short. It should be grabbable. Yours is fine.”


    “You said… utilization… Sir?” she said softly, “Are you going to…”


    He laughed out loud. “No. Not here in the middle of the hallway anyway. I know civilians reference a specific action when they use the word, but in here ‘utilization’ covers all the actions a female has to perform in accordance to a male’s orders. Can be anything. Your dad tells you to bring him a glass of water? Utilization. A guy asks you to pass the salt at dinner? Utilization. A classmate bursts into the girls’ room and forces you perform fellatio on him? Utilization.”


    She nodded. Not because it made sense, but because she had actually experienced all three examples during the past week.


    He continued. “When I told you to follow me a minute ago and you did… That was technically a surrender you performed without realizing. Technically… Some people dispute that, but I think it counts because it ‘commences’ utilization, you see?”


    Shay could hear the rising excitement in his voice. Apparently this was one of his favorite topics. He was probably a joy to talk to at parties.


    “But I was following your order. So it was actually ‘utilization,’ wasn’t it? I mean, according to your definition…” She immediately regretted her reaction. Why would she contradict him? She was a total moron, that’s why.


    “Ah!” the man said “you’re one of those, eh?” Despite her mild objection, the man didn’t seem to be angry at her. To the contrary, he seemed amused by her naive response. She could see why. Of course, he didn’t see her as his intellectual equal. Not even close. She was just stupid fucktoy with big tits and worthless opinions. Why would a cerebral giant like him get mad at an empty-headed bimbo for voicing her idiotic ideas?
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    Regardless, she decided to be more careful and keep her facepussy shut anyway. It was hard to anticipate men’s reactions in general, especially when they felt challenged by the inferior gender.


    “It’s both a surrender and an utilization, yes. I call it a ‘silent’ or ‘passive’ surrender. It’s not in the book, but it should be. The entire BFA manual must be revised, if you ask me. I don’t think they updated that shit since Nagel took over.” He shook off the frustration in his voice, and turned to Shay again to resume his impromptu hallway lecture.


    “Anyway, that stuff is too advanced for a girl like you. You just need to know the basic surrenders. Some have fancy names inspired by weird stuff, but most are self-explanatory. For example, let’s take a limb surrender. If I told you to surrender your left wrist…”


    After a brief confusion, Shay swiftly raised her left arm and presented her wrist to the man.


    “Very good. The default is ‘palm down’ variant.” He grabbed her by the wrist and pulled to demonstrate, forcing her to take a step forward. “See, this is a so-called ‘lead and guide’ surrender. Generally used to transport females to the location of utilization.


    “So, the silent surrender when I followed you was a ‘lead and guide,’ Sir?”


    “That’s exactly right, slut Tyran. Well done!” he exclaimed with a huge smile. Shay smiled back. She was proud of herself for finding the right thing to say at the right time. If he wanted to play teacher, she could play student.


    “Be careful though. The palm-up variant is not a ‘lead,’ It’s a ‘hold.’” He chuckled to himself. “You know, most people would say the main function of females is to take cock. But statistics prove that they are more frequently used as ‘cupholders.’”


    Shay refreshed her fake smile to appease the bastard. She felt he was beginning to like to her. She suddenly had an idea form in her brain. If she was going to be incarcerated in this damn place, a sympathetic guard could be a life-saver. This guy seemed relatively easy to win over and almost kinda-sorta likeable, if she could ignore the fact that he had violently fucked her mouth an hour ago.


    “Anyway,” the guy continued enthusiastically. “If I say ‘two-wrist surrender, palms up,’ you’d…” He paused and waited for her to perform it intuitively. “That’s it. Now you’re a cane holder, you see? Can be performed while standing or kneeling.”


    “Yes Sir,” she smiled. Now she was fully committed to her plan to make him like her.


    “Good girl. Now back to the leads. What would you do if I told you to do the ‘dippy bird’ surrender?”


    She returned a blank stare. Dippy bird, what did that even mean?


    He grinned. “That’s okay. I told you some of these had fancy names, not exactly self-explanatory. But you can still try to guess. Dippy bird, sometimes called the drinking bird. Do you know what that is?”


    She shook her head coyly.


    “Have you seen one of those stupid plastic novelty birds? You put it next to your glass and it dips down, and then gets back up.”


    “Yes Sir,” she smiled with unexpected enthusiasm. “My grandfather had one.”


    “There you go. Now you know what to do, don’t you?”


    Shay nodded and took a step back, then bent forwards from the waist, imitating the drinking toy. When she attempted to rise back up, she felt his palm on the back of her head, keeping her in position.


    “No. Hold it like that. Upper body parallel to the ground.” He pressed his other hand on the small of her back to force her into proper posture. “Legs as straight as possible. Arms behind your back. Wrists crossed. No, don’t bend your elbows.”


    Shay tried her best to follow his instructions to the letter. As she did, she realized that this particular surrender could be used to ‘facilitate’ anal penetration. Was he about to fuck her in the ass now?


    “I know what you’re thinking, slut Tyran,” he chuckled. “And yes, on rare occasions, this could be used as a ‘opener’ to begin an assrape. Some use it for posture training too. But it’s actually a “lead.”


    Even though he had ruled out assrape, his hand on the small of back moved to her round ass-cheeks. He started to fondle them casually, His fingers occasionally teasing her anal and vaginal openings. She flinched and bent her knees slightly, not just because she was surprised by his uninvited touch, but because she assumed that a shy reaction like that would amuse him.
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    “You learned about limb surrenders before. This is a hair surrender.” He let her go and took a step back. “Now get back up and do it again. But this time, whip your hair to one side before you bend down. He may or may not indicate the side your hair should fall. If you’re not facing him, hair goes to the side where he is. If you’re facing him, you must take into account his dominant hand before whipping your hair.” He walked around and stood right in front of the nude girl. “Now, show me.”


    Shay swallowed nervously. She didn’t know if he was right-handed or left handed. She tried to remember with which hand he grabbed her hair while fucking her throat back in the cell. She drew a blank, so she decided to go for right-handed. It was the safer choice.


    She took a deep breath and forced a smile, straightened her arms and crossed her wrists at the back, threw her hair over her left shoulder and bent down from the waist as gracefully as possible. It wasn’t hard to do. She was naturally supple and had some modern dance training a couple years ago.


    “Very good, masterless slut Tyran,” said the man said and grabbed her hair with his right hand. Shayla exhaled in relief.


    “You properly surrendered yourself to be lead. Now, look straight down. You don’t actually have to keep your eyes open, but it is safer if you do. No side looks, no head turns, and no talking without permission. Understood?”


    “Yes Sir,” she replied with her sweetest coy girl voice.


    “Alright then. Now let’s get you to your next rape, eh?”


    “Sorry Sir,” she said timidly, “I thought you were going to have me inspected?”


    “Po-tay-to, po-tah-to,” chuckled the man. “Don’t you worry. You’ll have an official grade when we’re done with you.”


  



  

    15 
Full Body Checkup​


    It was the moment she feared the most. It was the moment all the girls around the country feared. Before the audience with the prosecutor, it was just a possibility. Now, it was inevitable.


    The guard was taking her to a raperoom. She was going to be gangraped. God knows for how long, or how many times.


    Her mind was racing, but it was hard to guess from her steady, sheepish stride. Her naked body awkwardly bent forward from the waist, her bunched hair locked in the guard’s clenched fist, and her teary eyes fixed at a point on the floor, she walked quietly and obediently, without any protest or sign of hesitation.


    She was still wearing the collar they had put on her when she was arrested, but other than that she wasn’t restrained at all. They didn’t have to cuff or leash her. Their authority was absolute and indisputable. They were the state. They were men.


    Shay was fully aware of how pathetic she looked. This must have been what people meant when they talked about having out-of-body experiences. She could almost watch herself being dragged by the BFA guard like a piece or luggage… No, more like a farm animal being led to slaughter. Perhaps even worse. Those animals dragged their feet, bleated and protested on their way to the butcher’s. They had more dignity than her.


    Shay just… obeyed. Without even a peep.


    They passed people on the way. Some of them were leading other women. Thunderous thumps of heavy boots followed by timid tippy-taps of bare female feet. She could easily tell if they were being taken to or returning from a rape. Some walked jittery and tense, while others looked drained, shaky, and stumbling. Jizz was streaking down a couple of wobbly ones, leaving a trail of ominous droplets in their wake.


    Shay’s guard didn’t talk at all during their long walk around the morbid maze of the BFA sub-levels. It had been impossible to shut him up a few moments ago, when he was more than happy to lecture the clueless girl on various types of ‘surrenders’ like a wannabe professor. Shay figured that he no longer saw her worth talking to since the moment she had bowed down and surrendered her hair. They weren’t on the same level any more, literally. She had acquiesced to be treated as a mere pet, or worse, an object.


    His adamant silence made her even more nervous. She had been hoping to get on his good side with her ‘curious and enthusiastic naive girl’ act, but she certainly wouldn’t be able to make any progress by silently staring at the ground. She hoped that her previous efforts had had some effect on his vile heart.


    While she was trying to calculate her chances of getting through the day in one piece, they arrived at their destination. He took a quick turn, opened a door, and walked in without breaking pace. Shay followed in almost perfect posture. The color of the floor tiles changed. A cool breeze from a loud air conditioner at the far end of a spacious room hit her naked body. She shivered. She saw a few other guards in her peripheral vision. She could hear at least three others. Middle-aged males, chatting. Their abrupt entrance gave the lively conversation a pause, revealing a quiet cacophony of slurps and moans in the background. At least three other females, on their knees, possibly sucking the men’s cocks?


    She quickly stole a glance to understand what was happening. Her heart immediately started to pound with fear. She had been instructed not to look around while being led, after all. Luckily, she wasn’t caught in the act.


    Her initial impression was spot on. Three men in uniform sitting around a low table buried under a pile of playing cards and empty beer bottles, and three young women between their legs. All three girls were fully naked. But unlike Shay, they carried heavy metal collars with chains attached, and their wrists and ankles were shackled. More surprisingly, they were not actually kneeling. They were sitting on orifice training-saddles with motorized dildos. They were being threeholed by the guards and their machines, and none was making any loud noises. Was it training or fear, Shay wondered.


    It was probably both.
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    “What do we have here?” one of the men asked.


    “Inspection. This beautiful young lady is expected to appear in court soon. We need to put her in the system.”


    “Inspection, eh? Why the hell did you bring her here then, meathead?”


    “Aaah! You see, masterless slut Tyran is a very curious young woman. She has a newfound thirst for knowledge. I thought we could teach her a thing or two before slapping her with a grade.” He turned and pointed to a rusty metal cabinet at the far corner of the room. “And we still have the old inspection equipment in there, don’t we?”


    “How nice of you,” laughed another officer. “Alright, let her go. Let’s see what we have here.”


    She felt a relief on her scalp. His fist opened and Shay’s bunched hair fell in front of her blushing face. She froze with indecision. Should she stay like that, or stand up? Was the order to stand up implied? She decided to play safe and wait for a clear verbal command.


    “Rise and stand on your tiptoes, legs apart,” ordered his guard after a long, nerve-wrecking pause. “Your heels will not touch the ground.”


    She quickly did as told. It wasn’t difficult for her to balance like that. She was a dancer, after all. She stood there for half a second, then remembered what she had been told to do in the prosecutor’s office. She quickly joined her hands behind her head. Her quick thinking got a smile of approval from her guard.


    “Attagirl. Here’s your second lesson, slut,” the man continued. “This is an ‘inspection’. Inspection poses are meant to demonstrate your attractiveness, training, skills, obedience, and eagerness. Together, those elements determine your ‘utility’. Are you following me?”


    “Yes Sir. Thank you, Sir,” she said quickly, using her coy girl voice again. She didn’t know how one could effectively demonstrate level of training and skills by simply standing on tiptoes, but she certainly was determined to appear eager and obedient.


    The second guy grabbed the girl licking his balls by the hair and pulled her head violently away, stood up, and approached Shayla. He walked around the beautiful babe and carefully examined every inch of her smooth pale skin.


    “Wow. You’re right, Troy. This is a very nice piece of ass. Certainly rapeworthy.” He put his forefinger under Shay’s chin and turned her head towards him. “Are you a virgin, slut?”


    “No Sir,” she stuttered.


    “What’s your count?”


    “Um… 13, sir.”


    “13 utilizations?”


    “Oh, sorry… 13 men, Sir. 51 utilizations.” She looked at her ‘tutor’ nervously. She remembered the little speech he gave her earlier about the proper meaning of the word ‘utilization’, of course, but this other guy simply meant ‘fucking,’ and certainly not ‘passing the salt.’


    “51? Still grossly inexperienced,” grinned the man and took a few steps back. Shay drew a deep breath in an attempt to calm herself down. It didn’t work.


    “Let’s remedy that, shall we?” said her guard with an equally lecherous expression. “We’ll begin with the ‘opener’ surrenders, slut Tyran.”


    “Opener, Sir?”


    “Yes, opener, as in opening your orifices for use. First, let’s do a popular hole surrender, eh? Do a ‘standing spitroast,’ slut. That’s an easy transition from ‘inspection.’ Can you figure out what to do without me explaining it to you?”


    Shay struggled for a few seconds. She was still shivering from the cold. She quickly scanned the men’s faces for a hint. The two sitting were not even interested in her. Apparently their lewd conversation and the girls sucking their cocks were adequate entertainment for them. The one who seemed to be impressed by her bottom had an unchanging grin on his rugged leathery face. And her guard was standing like a statue with his arms crossed, patiently waiting for her to move.


    She had to take a guess. A hole surrender named ‘standing spitroast’ sounded straightforward enough. She had to bend forward and present her crotch and mouth for easy penetration. That much was obvious. But what about her hands? She had no idea where she should put them. Join them at her back? Somewhere else? The man said an easy transition from inspection. Perhaps she shouldn’t move her hands at all?


    She took a deep breath and bent over as gracefully as possible. She parted her legs further to keep her balance and stuck her butt out to provide easy access to her primary and secondary orifices. Finally she tilted her head back, opened her mouth wide, and stuck her tongue out for comfortable tertiary fuckhole penetration.


    “What a wonderful little slut,” said the new guy. “Are you sure that she had no proper training?”


    “None whatsoever,” replied his guard. “Complete novice. Would you believe that she never heard of the term ‘surrender’ until ten minutes ago?”


    “What? What the fuck are they teaching girls in school these days?” the other commented.


    “That’s exactly what I said. Our tax money, burning away.” He patted her on the head and walked behind her.


    She heard a belt unbuckling. Her breathing quickened. Then a rough hand landed on her left ass-cheek and started to fondle her. After a few seconds of exploration, it found the small of her back and pressed it down to force her into a deeper arch. Then she felt his tip on the entrance of her pussy. She held her breath and waited. He pushed slowly until the bulbous head of the organ popped inside her. He grabbed her slender waist with both hands, waited for a second, then shoved the entire thing up her fuckhole.


    A loud throaty moan escaped Shay’s lips once the huge thing hit her cervix. She immediately suppressed the following moans. She didn’t know what she was supposed to do, moan-wise, but she chose to follow the example of the other three girls currently getting hole-trained on fuck-saddles as quietly as possible.


    Her decision to keep her voice down was rendered pointless a couple of seconds later anyway. The new guy grabbed her head and shoved his shorter but thicker member into her gaping mouth. The monster of a dick violently stretched her lips to the limit and almost dislocated her jaw.


    Now fully penetrated on both ends by big fat cocks, the young girl felt like she was impaled on a long stick. She was used to getting utilized by boys her age, of course. She had been shared by two guys multiple times before, and once four boys took turns in her when she was drunk at a party… but she had never had two dicks in her at the same time until this very moment. And certainly, she had never seen penises comparable to these fully grown, diamond hard monsters. Now both were buried in her, destroying her sphincters and stretching her jizztubes.


    The guard she was trying to win over was now plowing her at full speed, brutally and ruthlessly. It was simply too much for the young beauty. Her bottom was now bright red and her mind was burning with incredible pain. The steely rod was so deep inside her fuckhole, she almost felt it pressing into her ribcage. On the other end, the bastard with the fat knob was forcing it down her throat without mercy. Tears were gushing out of her eyes. She was totally overwhelmed. She felt like dying.


    After a few minutes of irregular, animalistic fucking, the men started to match speed and eventually synchronized somehow. Shay struggled to keep her balance on her tiptoes. It was practically impossible at this point. She was basically stuck between the two men, one holding her by the waist and the other by her hair and throat, her feet barely touching the ground. Her young slender body was going back and forth between their crotches like a toy two bullies were fighting over.
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    As they fucked her, her violators kept talking about random stuff. The topics never included her. She was just something they warmed their cocks in, nothing worth talking about. It was deeply humiliating, of course, but Shay strangely felt relieved. At least they were no longer asking her questions or giving her commands. She was in too much pain to respond properly anyway.


    After a while, they decided to switch holes. Seriously rapedrunk at this point, she barely noticed their hands moving from one body part to another. They pulled out of her, lifted her up like a feather, rotated her body hundred-and-eighty degrees, and penetrated her again before she could catch her breath. Another brutal round of deep fucking followed.


    She passed out at some point. Her slender body was too delicate to withstand this rough treatment. After who knows how long, she was woken up by a series of slaps across the face. She found herself pinned against a wall, her guard’s hand at her throat, holding her a few inches above ground. She panicked. Her legs kicked the air in search of terra firma. Realizing that she had regained consciousness, the man relaxed his hand and lowered her, allowing her feet touch the ground. He let her throat go once she found her balance.


    “Stand up straight, slut,” the other man said. He was standing next to a bulky old machine, almost as tall as himself. The rickety thing had a few camera lenses and blinking lights ogling her shivering body. Once she calmed down a little, she felt a familiar fluid leaking out of her pussy. Next thing she noticed was the salty, sticky taste in her mouth.”


    Her guard handed her a paper towel and pointed to her chin. “Here, wipe yourself up, sweetheart.”


    She hastily wiped the cum on her chin and inner thighs. Then she quickly fixed her hair and corrected her posture as well as she could. She was cold and disoriented, her entire body was in pain, and she barely had the energy to stand, but she wasn’t going to look like a cheap whore in her inspection photos.


    The machine started to purr and click and continued to scan and photograph her for a full minute. Once the process was complete, the big rusty bucket of bolts spluttered and came to a stop. At that very moment, she spent the last bit of energy she had and collapsed onto the floor.


    “A high-end A, most definitely.”


    It was the last thing she heard. She passed out with a slight smile on her face.


  



  

    16 
The Visit


    Shayla and Yasmeen perked up when they heard a familiar clip clop of high heels echoing in the distance. It had been two days since they had last seen their legal counsel in the Prosec’s office, where the two girls had been formally arrested and charged for a number of serious violations they had failed to understand fully.


    Nobody had bothered to tell them what their exact crime was, or explained the legal process waiting for them.They both had woken up in their cell after blacking out during their respective gangrapes, and found themselves strapped to sprit-roasting tables, gagged and spread-eagled. Their wide ring-gags allowed the guards to feed them a disgusting slave-slop in the morning and fuck their mouths for the remainder of the day. The frequent facial abuse wouldn’t be that bad if only they were able to close their mouths in between. The pain in their jaws and the incessant drooling was the worst part. Of course, their misery was compounded by the constant vaginal and anal violation.


    That was why they were extremely excited to hear the young woman approaching. She was their sole source of information from the outside. These awful gags prevented them from asking any questions. They weren’t able to talk to each other either, even during the brief moments they were left alone and unfucked. It was constant hell.
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    The door screeched open and two burly guards entered. Shay didn’t recognize the men. She had been trying to build a simple catalogue of her rapists in her mind for the past two days in the hopes of endearing herself to one of them, but so far, none had abused her twice. It was a different guard every time. She secretly hoped to see the pedantic asshole with whom she had briefly conversed prior to her inspection-slash-gangrape, but the man had never visited her cell since then. How many men worked in this place? This constant stream of new faces made it simply impossible for the girl to build any kind of rapport with one of her rapists.


    One of the guards stopped between their padded horses, looked at both girls briefly, and immediately stuck his cock in Yas without even saying anything. His friend then walked up to Shay and grabbed her chin, moved her head from side to side to examine her pretty, tear-soaked face. Shay sighed and prepared herself for another facefuck. He took a step back instead.


    “All right, you may come in, cunt,” he yelled as he continued to examine the girl’s naked slender body restrained on the padded wooden rapehorse.


    Shay was confused for a moment. Their legal counsel Sofia was a freewoman, not a slave. As a bareneck, she should have been addressed as a “masterless slut,” or simply a “slut.” Why would this uncivilized baboon call her a “cunt” as if she was owned?


    Unless… her firm was dissatisfied with her performance and had decided to-


    The young woman waiting at the door finally entered the room and walked up to the spot the man had vacated a moment ago. “Hello ladies,” she greeted with a big smile. “This cunt is Melanie Cumpster, representing Exquisite Cuntlings Training House and Teen Boutique.” She threw her hands in the air and pointed at the confused girls in an overly theatrical manner. “Your future home. Your future master’s shop.”


    Both prisoners held their breath in fear. Even though the simple sentence she had uttered terrified them to their core, this strange visitor certainly didn’t look like a scary monster. She was a young woman in her late-twenties, with a big skewed smile. Her disheveled, short, purple-dyed hair stood in stark contrast to the ill-fitting business suit she was wearing.


    “First of all, I’d like to thank officers Dawes and Harris for letting this lowly cunt visit you girls,” she continued. “It is an absolute privilege to see our enforcers hard at work.” She winked to the man who was fucking Yasmeen indifferently, then turned to the other who was getting ready to penetrate Shay. “May this cunt assist you, Master-Agent Harris? It would be an honor.”


    Harris paused for a second and nodded with a sour face. He seemed vexed by the purple-top slavegirl’s unexpected visit. These poor men, they just wanted to relax with a quick rape at the end of a long shift, but now that had to babysit this annoying cunt too.


    Melanie beamed and leaned over Shay to unzip the officer’s pants, took out his semi-erect dick out and weighed it in her hand. “Oh man! What an awesome monster!” she exclaimed and turned to Shay. “You’re in for a treat, slut Tyran. Can’t wait to see this thing drill into your tight little holes.” She turned back to the man as she skillfully stroked his cock to full hardness. “Pussy or ass, Sir?”


    “Pussy first,” the man replied. This time he didn’t sound annoyed at all. The purple-haired slave seemed to have a knack for endearing herself to superiors.


    “Wonderful choice, Sir,” she smiled. “Look at that tight little pussy! Makes me wish I had a penis, you know?” She bent down and gave the girl’s blushing pussy a quick lick. “Your girl-destroyer made her wet too, Sir,” she commented. This time he almost smiled. Melanie parted Shay’s outer labia with her slender fingers and guided the guy’s cock to the entrance of her womanhood.


    “She is ready to be destroyed, Sir. You’ll mash her internal organs into puree.”


    “Oh yes, I will,” he said this time. The tip of his penis was now pressing into Shay’s defenseless vagina.


    “If you don’t mind,” Melanie smiled disarmingly, “may this cunt have the honor of pushing you into her? Just to feel the awesome power of a SEFR officer, ripping this law-breaking whore apart with his righteous mighty cock?”


    Now visibly amused, the man nodded. Melanie thanked him and walked around to grab his waist from behind. She made sure that his organ was aligned properly and pressed her body onto his, pushing his hips forward. His cock easily penetrated Shay’s fuckhole and forced a pained groan out of her gagged mouth. Melanie gave him a few more pushes before letting him go. Once Harris started to fuck the pale slender girl with a slow pace, Melanie returned to her spot between the whimpering prisoners.


    “What a sight!” she exclaimed, putting her hands over the girls’ stomachs. “I can feel them in there, moving, tearing, smashing. The long cock of the law battering their confused uteruses. They deserve much worse than this, surely. They both do.” She moved her hands to their clits and started rubbing them. “But this cunt humbly begs you to refrain from damaging these pieces of fuckmeat too much. You see, they’ll belong to my master by the end of the week.”
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    “Perhaps,” huffed the officer speedfucking Yasmeen roughly. Unlike his colleague, he seemed unaffected by the purple-haired pixie’s charm. “It is for the judge to decide. We’ll be enjoying these little whores until then.”


    “Of course,” Mel smiled. “You’re doing my master a favor, actually. He wants them properly and utterly crushed and humiliated before sending them to puppy training.”


    “Ah! Your master wants to turn them into petgirls, eh?” Harris grinned. Both Shay and Yas looked at Melanie with terror in their widened eyes. They were already scared out of their minds by the growing prospect of becoming slaves. But being turned into petgirls? It was an even worse nightmare.


    “Woofers or talkers?”


    “It depends on their attitude,” replied Mel. Shay shook her head no, tears gushing out of her pleading eyes. Mel stroke the girl’s hair gently with a warm smile. “Don’t worry, sweetheart. My master is the greatest. Trust me, the training will be hard and long, but you’ll become a grateful puppy in the end. It is the best life for fucktoys like you and me.


    “Enough,” interrupted Dawes, as he switched from Yasmeen’s pussy to her asshole. “You wanted a few minutes to ask a couple questions. Ask your fucking questions and get lost, cunt.”


    “Yes Sir Master-Agent Dawes, Sir,” said Melanie, with perfect obedience on her face. Then she turned to the girls. “Now, my Master has a one time offer for you. The first girl to take his offer will be allowed to talk as a petgirl. The other will be a woofer until the end of her life. Understood?”


    The two looked at each other for a moment. It sounded like the worst offer in the history of offers. But both realized that one of those horrible fates would be infinitely worse compared to the alternative.


    “Now listen carefully, sluts. My master is willing to reward you with preferential treatment if you provide us with information that will lead to the capture of your runaway friend. Think long and well, and tell me. Where is Bonnie Lass?”


  



  

    17 
Preliminary Hearing​


    Yasmeen wished she had an answer. Wished she had any useful information about the runaway strawberry blonde to give in exchange for leniency. She was more than ready to betray her friends to get out of this hell she found herself in. Why wasn’t Bonnie in there with them getting raped again and again by these brutal bastards anyway? Had she been warned before the arrest order came? Perhaps she had betrayed them already to escape?


    She was certain Shay felt the same way too. That’s why she was sure that her friend didn’t know anything about Bonbon’s whereabouts either. If she had any information, she’d sing without any hesitation.


    The purple haired pixie asked a lot of questions, very specific ones about Bonnie’s life and family. Her questions made the two prisoners realize that they knew nothing about their “best” friend. They didn’t know she had an aunt who was practically a prisoner in her own house. She was missing too, apparently. Two women on the run, without male supervision, for at least three days? Yas never thought that could be possible in a heavily surveilled open air prison like Pussiana. Bonnie was kind and charming, but she certainly wasn’t the sharpest tack in the box. She wouldn’t be able to pull such a feat off all by herself. Perhaps her auntie was a secret genius in evasive tactics?


    At the end of the little interrogation-slash-rape, neither girl could provide a satisfactory answer to the purple girl’s inquiries. The girl didn’t look too disappointed when she left, but both felt an ominous tone in the way she said “see you two gals soon” as she exited their rape-cell. Her diabolically upbeat emphasis on the word “soon” wasn’t accidental at all.


    ***


    Almost a full day and nine or ten heavy utilizations later, they were being led along the drab corridors of the BFA building once more. They weren’t informed about their destination. Fully naked blushing bodies bent forward from the waist, their hands cuffed behind their backs, their hair in the clenched fists of the last two guards who had ravaged them. If she weren’t still gagged, Shay would tell her friend that this position was called the “drinking bird surrender.”


    This wasn’t another routine transfer between rape cells. They realized something was different when they were taken upstairs, where natural daylight could reach. The corridors became wider and cleaner. They ended up in front of a double-winged wooden door. Before opening it the guards adjusted their uniforms and slapped the girls a few times until they corrected their postures too. Once their conformation was satisfactory, they were taken into a large room.


    They couldn’t raise their heads as they walked in, but it was obvious that this was a courtroom. Their hearts started to pound. After ten or so steps they were stopped and forced down onto their knees. The first thing Shay saw was a pair of red high heeled shoes. It was none other than Slut Sofia Necia, their legal counsel perched on a wooden bench. The young woman welcomed the two with a nervous smile and introduced them to her boss, Mr Hirsch. The serious-looking man half-nodded and turned away apathetically. They could see more men in pricey suits sitting at other tables, busy examining their documents.


    The guard who had dragged Shay in handed her to the other one and turned back. The girls were left trembling on their knees, drooling through their ring-gags, their hair securely bunched in the remaining guard’s fists. They were scared and confused. Was this it? Was this the trial that would decide their fate?


    “Try to relax. Breathe.” Sofia turned her body towards them and leaned in to calm the girls down. “I know you‘re scared. I’m sorry, I wasn’t able to visit you for the last few days. You see, I was disciplined here that day we met the Prosec, and then I was disciplined again separately back at the firm. Long story short, I was released from the hospital only yesterday, so…” She took out her notebook and turned to a page. “While I was incapacitated, our firm held negotiations with the plaintiff, Mr Stevenson. I’m afraid I cannot give you any good news. Everything comes down to proving the authenticity of a medical report and we don’t yet kn-”


    Before Sofia could finish, another door on the opposite end of the hall opened. The girls’ view was obscured by the benches and tables in the middle of the room, but they could see uniformed officers leading a number of women inside by their hair, in a manner that was all too familiar. The first group contained two women in their late twenties and two teenagers. They were stopped and forced down onto their knees two meters away. Unlike Yas and Shay, they were clothed and untied, but they had the same fear and despair in their teary eyes. The group behind them was smaller. Two young girls in their early twenties and an older woman, most likely their mother. They were placed next to the earlier group.


    When the next two women appeared from behind the column, Shayla perked up in confusion, which turned into full blown shock once they were brought and placed on the other side of their lawyer Mr Hirsch. It was aunt Beth and cousin Diamond, tears running down their pale cheeks, trembling in fear. Shay turned to Sofia in terror, hoping for an explanation.


    “We initially attempted to build a united front against Mr Stevenson, but ultimately failed to do that,” explained Sofia. “So each defendant chose to engage the plaintiff separately.” She paused and tapped on a file on the desk in front of her. “I’m afraid to say, if this medical report is authenticated, Masterless slut Bethany Tyran and her daughter Diamond Tyran will become Mr Stevenson’s property. They are the price for your cousin’s freedom. If he doesn’t agree and we go to trial, we’ll most likely lose and he’ll go to prison for a couple of years.”


    Shay groaned in despair. She couldn’t believe her ears. Her dear aunt and cousin! Enslaved? Because of that fucking asshole Quinn!


    She then realized that her name was not mentioned in the deal.


    “I know what you’re thinking, slut Tyran. Your cousin Quinn is the CMR of his mother and sister, but not yours. Your property rights belong to your own father. Quinn cannot trade you.” She turned to Yasmeen. “But this isn’t good news at all. At least not for you ladies. If all the defendants settle before the trial, you two will be the only ones being charged. And you two have nothing to negotiate with.” She paused for a second. “I mean, except for your own freedom.”


    The two girls held their breath and looked at each other in horror. Sofia continued. “I wish I could tell you that you can survive this, ladies. But as your counsel, I have to give it to you straight. Your choices are clear. If you surrender now, your CMRs will be compensated, and you’ll be enslaved peacefully. But if you lose the trial, you’ll be confiscated violently and cost your families a lot of money in legal fees.”


    The door opened once again before the two terrified girls could respond to the impossible choice presented to them. “Honorable Judge Hartmann,” announced the guard standing next to the entrance. All the lawyers stood up, and their sexretaries went down onto their knees. Sofia quickly took her place next to Shay and Yas, put her palms on her thighs, and bowed her head down respectfully. A man in black robes strode in and sat behind the raised pulpit without wasting any time. He waved his hand to let the others sit back down. The men took their places, but the women remained on their knees.


    “I don’t have much time gentlemen,” he spoke with a hoarse voice, “ and I’m a little under the weather today. So I was pleasantly surprised to hear that you managed to reach a type of settlement. We can handle this quickly and go back to our comfy beds, I hope.”


    “I’m afraid the settlement is tentative and conditional, your honor,” said Fungstorn. “The medical report the plaintiff presented as evidence was contested by our esteemed colleagues at Ulfbock & Hirsch, and we all decided to hear your ruling on that before signing the agreements.”


    “Ah, yes, the report,” exclaimed the judge and put his glasses on to look at the lawyer who spoke. “Mr Fungstorn, you’re representing Mr Bullock, if I’m not mistaken.”


    “Yes your honor.”


    “Where is Mr Hunter, representing the plaintiff?”


    “Here your honor, responded the man from the other side of the room. Only then Shay and Yas noticed Peter Stevenson sitting next to the man. His purple haired cunt was kneeling beside him, with an amazed expression on her face. She was probably the only female in the room who had no worries about her future.


    “This is one of the most interesting cases I had,” started Hartmann. “Definitely top three. I judged many reparation cases before. Your usual lex talionis stuff where females were exchanged as compensation for loss of property, loss of consortium, and what have you. An eye for an eye, as they used to say in Babylon, right?” He chuckled and waved his hand to point at all the women lined up in front of him. “Now, an eye for an eye, I get. But it is rather unusual to ask for eighteen eyes for just two, eh?”


    “Your honor is correct,” smiled Hunter. “But we are not asking for compensatory damages only. We want punitive damages. You of course know why this case was not a simple trespass on my client’s property. The property is also his wife, and more importantly…”


    “Ah!” interjected Fungstorn. “She was not his wife at the time of the alleged trespass. Mr Stevenson married the property while she was in recovery at the hospital, three days later. It is nothing but a brazen attempt to add ‘aggravation’ to his claim. We respectfully request the court to rule against the allegation about loss of consortium.”


    “Relax, Mr Fungstorn,” smiled the judge. “This is not a trial. Just a preliminary hearing.” He turned back to Hunter. “Your response, counsel?”


    “It is true that the marriage was finalized three days later, your honor, but the BFA records will show that Mr Stevenson had applied for a marriage permit just hours before the attack. We have submitted the records already. You’ll find it under section 3a.”


    “Right,” said judge as he examined the document Hunter mentioned. “Your request is denied, Mr Fungstorn. Mr Stevenson made his intention to marry his slave clear before the event. Loss of consortium stands.”


    Fungstorn nodded without any objection and sat back down. He didn’t seem too surprised or disappointed. That was the very moment Yasmeen realized without a doubt that they had no chance. Not even a tiny one. The trial was over before it started. The plaintiff knew that, the defendants knew that. They were all going through the motions.


    Perhaps, if this medical report everyone was talking about was actually a fake…


    “Any other objections or amendments, gentlemen?” asked the judge. Nobody responded. “Very well. Let’s hear it then. Dr North?”


    A man appeared from behind the girls and walked over to the witness stand.


    “Dr Newell North is the third party specialist the court appointed to verify the medical report issued by the Snatchfield CRRC,” introduced Hartman and turned to the man who looked like a mad scientist in his ill-fitting tweed suit. “Dr North, have you reached a conclusion?”


    “Yes your honor.”


    “Let’s hear it then,” he grinned and scanned the group of terrified women trembling on their knees. “We are all ears.”


    “I have examined the report, listened to the medical personnel at SCRRC, examined the young cunt Maggie Cumbunny, and of course watched the video record of the operation she had,” he said quickly. “Based on all the evidence, I concluded that the report reflects the events without omissions or falsehoods. It is authentic and accurate.”


    A chorus of horrified whimpers rose from the kneeling women. It was obvious that some of them still had a small hope that they were going to be saved by a last minute miracle. A couple of them fainted and fell down.


    Hartmann ignored the wave of terror that hit the women. “Very well, that clarifies it, eh? I assume you gentlemen will now proceed to sign the negotiated settlements?”


    The lawyers agreed. They started to list the names of the women they agreed to surrender to the plaintiff in a very matter of fact way.


    Shay and Yas looked at each other in panic. The dispassionate, mundane way the men were deciding the fate of the women present was mind-boggling.


    When the list was complete, judge Hartman pursed his lips and threw his hands in the air. Very well, I hereby declare the females listed femina sine tauro.” He finally turned to Peter. “Mr Stevenson. These females are now stripped of legal protections of their respective CMRs and whatever active freedom permits they were previously awarded. You are now free to claim any or all of them as your private property.” Peter stood up to respond, but Hartmann raised his hand to stop him. “Before you say anything, young man, I’ll remind you that owning nine women is a big responsibility. You should also consider the maintenance costs and taxes.”


    “No problem, your honor,” replied Peter. “They will not be joining my personal harem. I have made arrangements with a training house to puppify and sell them.”


    “Very good. A young entrepreneur, not unlike your old man, eh?” He smiled “So, that’s a yes?”


    “Yes sir, I claim all nine as my property.”


    “Great!” Hartman clapped. “That was even quicker than I hoped. Guards, escort these females down to the registration to be stripped, bound, and enslaved.”
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    “Excuse me, your honor,” interrupted Hunter. “I’m afraid we are not done yet.”


    “Ah?”


    “These two females,” said the lawyer and pointed to Shayla and Yasmeen, who almost fainted when all eyes turned to them. “My client agreed to give them a chance to surrender to him. Perhaps they would choose to accept this limited time offer to avoid the criminal case we’ll bring against them and their runaway collaborator Bonnie Lass?”


    “Very well,” said Hartman and sat back down in frustration. “Guard, ungag the sluts.”


    The guard let their hair go and removed their ring gags.


    “Slut Shayla Tyran, and slut Yasmeen Hulqum, right? Go ahead, girls. Tell the court, will you surrender yourselves to Mr Stevenson?”
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Surrender


    “Yes Sir. I… am… I mean, I do… ”


    Shayla turned to Yasmeen in shock.


    Her friend’s almost immediate response to the judge’s question wasn’t what surprised her. It was the very situation she found herself in. Naked, restrained, and trembling on her knees in the middle of a courtroom, under the cruel gaze of a bunch of men. When she left her bedroom for her primary inspection a few days ago, she could have never imagined ending up at the center of this surreal scene.


    “Very good, slut Hulqum,” said the judge almost with a warm, paternal smile. “But you have to speak up, and use proper words. Perhaps slut Necia could guide you?”


    “Yes, your honor,” said Sofia and leaned forward. “State your name, your intention to surrender, and then your intended master’s name, slut Hulqum,” she whispered calmly. “It’s okay. You’re doing the smart thing.”


    The girl nodded and swallowed, then turned to address the judge. “Yes Sir. I, Yasmeen Hulqum, surrender myself to Master Peter Stevenson.”


    Judge Hartmann turned to the plaintiff table and raised his eyebrows. “Mr Stevenson accepts the slut as his property, your honor.” His lawyer confirmed “We request her to be renamed Squeaktoy.”


    “Very well.” Hartmann turned to the court sexretary sitting at the corner with a tablet on her lap. She typed in a few words and nodded to the judge. He turned to Yas with a smile. “Guard, please uncuff cunt Squeaktoy. Let her crawl to her owner.


    Shay shivered in terror. Declared a cunt? Renamed? Just like that? Yasmeen started to cry quietly as the guard released her wrists and nudged her forward. She fell on her hands and knees and froze for a long moment, confused and scared.


    “Go ahead,” encouraged Sofia after a while. “To his feet. Quickly.”


    Yas looked at her legal representative for a second, and turned to Shay with pleading eyes. Then she sniffled and started to crawl slowly and awkwardly over to her new master. She stopped when she reached the desk, not knowing what to do next. At that point Peter slid his right foot forward. Yas took a deep breath and bowed down to kiss it. It looked like she mumbled something before putting her lips on the shoe.


    “Stay like that, Squeaktoy,” he ordered calmly. “Raise your ass. Part your knees. Present your holes.”


    Now with tears gushing out of her eyes, Yasmeen reluctantly did as she was told. This was her first command as a slavecunt. She was overwhelmed by shame. She couldn’t think. Following commands was the easiest, simplest thing to do. Strangely, she felt a bit of relief when she obeyed.


    “How heartwarming,” exclaimed the judge. “This is why I love my job. Helping lost women find new homes, find their purpose.” He managed to avert his lustful gaze from Yasmeen’s inviting round butt after a long struggle. “And what about you, slut Tyran?”


    Shayla leaned back in terror and looked at Sofia. The young counsel nodded. “Don’t worry,” she whispered into her ear. “We exist to serve men. We are destined to become fucktoys, your friend, you, me. If not today, tomorrow. Banded or bareneck, that’s what we are for.” She put her hand on her shoulder encouragingly. “Now repeat after me. I, Shayla Tyran…”


    “I, Shayla Tyran, surrender myself to…”


    She froze with the sudden realization that she was about to end her own life. If she finished the sentence, Shayla Tyran would cease to exist. She would become the property of a man… no, a boy, a teenager. She’d be reduced to a simple slavecunt. She’d be reduced to a set of holes. A mindless sex toy that exists to please and serve cock, and nothing else. She’d be following orders and satisfying whims for the rest of her life.


    “Master Peter Stevenson,” whispered Sofia.


    “Master Peter Stevenson,” repeated Shay as if she was under a trance. Her eyes widened. Did she really finish the sentence? That damn paralegal woman, she had pushed her into the pit.


    She felt hot all of a sudden. Her ears started to ring at the brink of a panic attack. She could barely hear Peter and his lawyer talk, accepting her as his property. Then the judge took over and said something with a weird grin. She hated the man and his unconvincing act of compassionate father figure. He stopped and spoke again. Shayla looked on with blank eyes. Her brain was overheating. She didn’t even notice the guard uncuffing her wrists.


    “Oh, I’ve seen that look before. I think your client needs a good slap, slut Necia,” chuckled the judge.


    “Yes Sir.”


    Sofia lifted Shay’s trembling chin up with her left hand and slapped her hard with the other. “Cunt, pay attention!”


    Shay looked at the woman with increased confusion.


    “Again!”


    Another slap landed on the exact same spot. “Pay attention to what the honorable judge says,” said Sofia sternly, and turned the girl’s face towards the man behind the raised pulpit.


    “Time for you to go to your new owner, cunt Jellytits. Come on now, on all-fours, like a good girl.”


    Jellytits? Was that her new name? She hesitated and opened her mouth to say something, but another slap brought her back to her senses. This time Sofia pushed her slightly to force her to follow the judge’s order.


    She fell forward. Her palms hit the floor. For a split second, she saw her reflection on the polished floor. Her big tits swung around, blissfully unaware of their fate. Her tear-soaked pale face told a whole different story. She looked like a ghost.


    Another slap landed on her butt. It was the guard this time. She hastily moved one hand in front of the other, then the other one, and again. Her stupid jugs continued to bounce and sway as she crawled. She raised her head to see her destination. Peter was looking at her, a victorious smile on his smug face. Yas was still in the same position, ass up, face down, her lips stuck to the boy’s shoes. As she approached, she felt sicker and sicker. She didn’t want to throw up and make the most embarrassing moment in her life even worse. She took a deep breath to calm herself down.


    Finally, she arrived at the spot under the table. Just like he had done for Yas, Peter pushed his foot forward towards her. She looked down, mustered all her remaining strength, and bowed down in order to kiss the shoe. Before she did, she noticed the writing on it. “Read the sentence below.”


    “Thank you for letting this worthless cunt serve you, master,” she read in resignation, with trembling lips. Then went lower and kissed his foot.


    “Stay,” Peter ordered. “Present your holes.”


    She did as told. She was now a slave.
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    “Et voilà!” exclaimed Hartmann and jumped to his feet. “I thank you all, gentlemen, for not wasting the court’s time. I think we are done here, eh?” He smiled and rushed out of the room without waiting for an answer. The lawyers hanged back and chatted a little, on unrelated matters. Yasmeen, Shay, or the other nine women weren’t even mentioned in the conversation.


    The two friends remained motionless, stuck in that embarrassing position, their fuckholes exposed, their lips on their new owner’s shoes. Peter eventually pulled his feet away and stood up, but the girls stayed like that. They were “reduced” just minutes ago and neither knew anything about being a slave, but their instinct was to wait for a clear command.


    The command didn’t come. At least not from their owner. Instead, the lawyer’s sexretary approached them, grabbed them by the hair, and pulled them from under the table. Without saying anything she followed her boss and his client. The girls struggled to catch up on their hands and knees. They kept crying all the way to the registration office, but never dared complain. It felt like they were sheep headed to the slaughterhouse.


    When she entered the registration hall, the first thing Shay noticed was her aunt and cousin among the kneeling women Peter took into his possession earlier. All were in tears. A couple of them attempted to beg for mercy when Peter entered the room, but the guards immediately silenced them with cattle prods. A few well placed zaps on the tits brought the group under control. Shayla was surprised to see that the group still had their clothes on, but now all carried the infamous BFA neckbands that irreversibly made them slaves.


    “May I talk to my cousin and aunt,” Shay asked the sexretary. Peter was busy talking to his two lawyers, so she thought it wouldn’t be a problem.


    “You are not allowed to talk to anybody without the explicit permission of your master,” replied the young woman with a stern expression on her face. “And from now on you’ll refer to yourself in the third person, as ‘this cunt.’ You’re no longer allowed to use the pronoun ‘I.’ This is proper cuntspeak. Try to learn it quickly, or you’ll suffer.”


    “Yes ma’am,” said Yasmeen. Her quick and utter acceptance of the rules annoyed Shay a bit. In the courtroom too, she had responded to the judge immediately, before Shay could even fully understand the choice they were given. It was annoying, but not surprising. Yas was a total teacher’s pet in school, after all.


    “Miss,” corrected the sexretary. “Not ma’am.” She pursed her lips. “It’s obvious you’re not prepared for this. Shame. Sheltered daddy’s girls like you get beaten a lot in the beginning. But don’t worry, you’ll learn quickly. Master Stevenson has a sizable harem. Follow his favorite’s example. Watch her closely. Do as she does.”


    “Thank you, miss,” replied Yas, sobbing. The two realized who Peter’s favorite was only a second later. It was the girl they almost got killed. Now his wife-slave and head of his harem. They looked at each other in fear. They had no idea what kind of a girl she was. Would she be vengeful and make the rest of their lives hell?


    “My aunt and cou-” Shay started again, “I mean… this cunt means… this cunt’s cousin and aunt. What are they-”


    “They are enslaved but not servonymmed yet,” interrupted the sexretary. She was getting visibly annoyed by the girl’s questions. “Traditionally, the master ritually facerapes the woman he enslaves and renames. They call it bapjism.” She rolled her eyes ever so slightly. “ This is, of course, an unusual case. I doubt Master Stevenson has the time or energy to do all eleven of you, but I guess he would at least fuck your mouths for a few seconds each and let you share his load in the end.”


    “Slut Jenkins!” The sexretary turned on her heels like a soldier when her name was called. She quickly grabbed the girls and dragged them to their new owner. Peter and two other men were standing in front of the registration counter, talking to the officer behind a computer. Was it time? When they reached their destination and sat on their heels, the sexretary wished them good luck coldly and left after her boss. Yas and Shay waited nervously as Peter talked to another man with his back turned to them.


    A moment later they turned to the girls. “And the third one?” the other guy asked.


    “Working on it,” said Peter. “The SEFR says they’ll find her in a week or so. These two will do for now.”


    Shay looked at the older man fearfully. He looked twice the age of Peter. Perhaps he was his father. She knew that Peter’s father was an infamous slave-trader, and a particularly cruel man. As Peter’s slaves would they be forced to serve him too? She swallowed nervously.


    “Alright. Let’s do it, shall we?”


    The man reached into his back pocket to take two little packets, and handed one to Peter. The girls froze in terror when the men tore off the plastic and took out two black restranium chokers. They were banded before they could react. Now it was official. They were fuckslaves, till death.


    “So?” The older man asked.


    “You pick,” Peter replied.


    The man turned to the girls and took a long look at each of them. “This one is a Phasiqan, right? Never had one. I think I’ll start with her.”


    “As you wish,” grinned Peter and turned to Yasmeen. “Squeaktoy, suck!”


    Yas looked confused for a few seconds. She needed a hard slap across the face to understand the command. She swiftly approached the man on her knees and parted her lips obediently. The man immediately shoved his erect rod in her mouth and started to fuck her face roughly.


    “Jellytits, to my cock,” ordered Peter this time. Determined to avoid unnecessary slaps, Shay quickly launched towards her new master and started to perform orally, as well as she could. If this was going to be her new life, she’d try her best to make it less painful.


    Peter and the older man commented on the girls’ skills for a bit, but then their conversation shifted to other topics. The two young slaves performed as enthusiastically and skillfully as they possibly could while the men chatted on the matters of business and trade, the deals they made, future plans and schemes, and stuff like that.


    Shay hated it. She had always hated the way the boys ignored her while she was sucking their cocks. She wanted to be praised and rewarded for her service. They rarely appreciated her. Perhaps a few “good girls” and “what-a-whores” in the beginning, but they almost always stopped paying attention to her after a few minutes. She felt her value and importance decreased gradually as she sucked. That’s probably why she always tried to make them cum as quickly as possible.


    But as a slave cocksucker, she didn’t have any value to begin with. She was now nothing but a wet hole, barely above a plastic masturbatory toy. Her stupid feelings, her desire to be appreciated meant nothing. All she had to do was be enthusiastic and obedient.


    As she fellated Peter, she tried to trick her mind into enjoying the act. She had always enjoyed sucking cock, of course. But this wasn’t just another fellatio. It was an act of war. A conquest. A revenge. He was being rough on purpose. She could feel Yas taking a similar beating too. Their naked bodies occasionally hit each other as the men kept pounding their mouths, seemingly without end.


    Thankfully, there was an end. Shay heard it in the older man’s voice first. He stopped talking and let Yasmeen finish him masterfully. A popping sound was heard when he pulled his big fat organ out of the girl’s mouth. He then started to unload on the beautiful brunette’s blushing face, eventually covering it with his sticky man-juice.


    Peter climaxed moments later. He exploded in Shay’s mouth first but quickly pulled back to glaze her face properly. She opened her mouth wide and closed her eyes to let him paint her mug the way he wanted.


    Warm cum flowing down her cheeks and dripping down her chin, she waited on her knees with her eyes closed. She was sure that the men would exchange them and fuck their throats again. Instead, she heard zippers being pulled up. She opened her eyes and looked at Peter.


    “She’s good, isn’t she?” asked Peter. “That one is the best cocksucker of the three.” The man nodded. “This one has the best tits,” continued Peter. “Perfect for tit jobs.” Upon hearing the praise about her well-adorned chest, Shay straightened up a little without realizing it.


    “And the third one?” asked the man.


    “She had the tightest cunt. I hope they can find her soon.” Peter chuckled. “Alright then. I think I’ll go and start packing my new assets. I have to take them to Cummypaws before they close for the day. In a month, I’ll have 9 cute puppies to sell.”


    “I’ll take one of those if they can’t find the third one,” said the bald man. “You promised me three, you know.”


    “No problem. A promise is a promise.” Peter turned to the two girls looking at him with teary eyes and jizz-covered faces. “I think proper introductions are in order. Squeaktoy, Jellytits… This is Mr Moore. My ex-partner, and your new owner.”


    The girls’ jaws dropped. They froze in absolute confusion.
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    “I have given you two to him in exchange for his remaining share in my company. I’m sure Bonnie will join you soon. Now, be very good girls and serve him well, okay?”


  



  

    19 
The Herd​


    “Auntie!”


    Cassie opened her eyes and searched for her niece in the dark. Bonnie lay on the makeshift bed, rays of moonlight illuminating her cum-covered naked figure, her wrists and ankles tied to the corner posts with coarse ropes. The poor thing was gagged by a piece of cloth too, but apparently she was able to push the knot out of her mouth far enough to produce intelligible sounds.


    “Auntie, are you awake?” she whispered again.


    Cassie didn’t move for a few seconds, listening. No noise, no chatter, no screams coming from outside. Were they finally alone in this badly constructed rape cabin deep in the woods?


    “Are they gone?” she whispered back. Her entire body ached when she spoke. Her jaw, especially. The taste in her mouth hit her, then the smell. She spat the remaining jizz in her mouth out and tried to clear her throat.


    “I don’t think so. I can see the weak glow of the campfire. They must be sleeping. After you passed out, they kept fucking me for another hour or so… I passed out too. When I came to, they were resting out there, getting slow blowjobs from the other two women. I could see them from here. They were fully naked like us, but they were wearing heavy collars, with bells attached. Like cats… no, cows, you know? Then they closed the door and locked it. This was a few hours ago.”


    Cassie didn’t respond. Strangely, she was overcome by shame for passing out earlier than her niece. She felt like she had run away and left the girl alone.


    “What will happen to us, auntie?” asked Bonnie tearfully, “I… I can’t… Will they do this again tomorrow?… and then…”


    “No… No, we’ll find a way to escape,” Cassie whispered. “They cannot take us back with them, and they cannot stay here to guard us either. When they leave, we’ll-”


    A rustling sound outside made her swallow the rest of her sentence. They held their breath and listened.


    A man, obviously drunk and drowsy, dragged his feet across the camping area, yanked one of the women they had been raping earlier onto her knees and shoved his cock in her mouth.


    They heard the bell, the cow collar Bonnie mentioned. The sounds were so clear, Bonnie and Cassie could see it happen in their minds. A big fat cock stretching the tired woman’s lips to the limit and fucking her throat without mercy. She didn’t resist at all… just let him fuck her face. An initial groan of surprise, followed by nothing but quiet whimpers and slurps, accompanied by the subdued sound of the metal bell. He was holding it perhaps, in order not to wake up the rest of the crew. She was the younger one, they guessed. The daughter, the one they called Cumcuntling.


    The flawless obedience the girl displayed stunned Cassie, and shook her to her core. This girl must have been just like Bonnie not long ago, she imagined. She didn’t know if the others were proper slaves or a couple of hapless victims like them. One thing was certain, they had been used and abused for a long time. Their training was near complete. They screamed when they wanted them to scream, they begged when they wanted them to beg, and they shut up and took it quietly when they were ordered to do so. Brutally raped and beaten into obedient whores. Turned into mindless fucktoys. It was terrible. Was this their future too?
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    His quickening breath made it clear that the poor girl’s midnight ordeal was about to be over. Cassie waited in silence for the final groan. He eventually exploded in her mouth and unloaded everything that was left in his balls down her gullet. Then came the inevitable finishing slap across the face. The young girl whimpered in pain and collapsed next to her mother, who was undoubtedly watching silently with tears and terror in her eyes.


    Cassie held her breath again and started praying when the asshole started to walk back to his tent. He slowed down as he approached the cabin, which made the woman’s heart skip a beat, but he didn’t attempt to get in. She relaxed only after he returned to his bed and started snoring like a diesel engine. She had always hated her husband’s snoring, but here, it was like music to her ears.


    Neither spoke for a while, as they contemplated violent nightmare scenarios. Both had their own ideas about the terrible fate that awaited them.


    The unimaginable horror they experienced aside, it was a day of firsts for Cassie. She was no longer a virgin. At long last. Her brain shook in shame when she remembered a single moment during her gangrape… a moment where she had left reality behind and been transported to a strange place where she was engulfed in a strange, warm feeling… the ultimate betrayal of her body and mind… a powerful cascade of pleasure.


    As her rapist’s big cock moved in an out of her, obviously oblivious to her state of mind and feelings, she had lost control and surrendered to the rhythm. She had felt full, fulfilled… natural even. The brutality and violence aside, she felt like this moment had been in the making for long years. She had been missing it without knowing what it really was. She had always felt its absence, and constantly yearned for it. It was… her destiny?


    And while one of the faceless strangers was fucking her long-neglected pussy violently like a rabid animal, she couldn’t help but let out strange notes of pleasure. She had been caught unawares by them. How natural and innocent they sounded when she moaned like a whore! It hadn’t lasted, of course. That moment of unexpected clarity had immediately been crushed by an avalanche of shame a few seconds later.


    She had looked at her niece in terror. Had Bonny heard the subtle change in her screams? Did she notice what a whore her aunt was?


    Unlikely. The poor thing had been trapped in her own nightmare, being double-penetrated by two of their captors. Cassie had learned earlier that night that it was difficult for a woman to think clearly and stay aware of her surroundings while being fucked violently on both ends. For a brief moment she had tried to listen to her niece in order to figure out what she felt, but her mind was shut down shortly after when a boy grabbed her by the hair and shoved his cock in her mouth. She had tried to cope with the brutal pounding, but soon, everything had gone dark. Until she had heard her niece call her name a few minutes ago.


    “Were you really a virgin? Before this… I…”


    She turned to her niece in surprise. “Yes.” She nodded in shame.


    Another long silence. Cassie knew that this particular new information made little sense to the young girl. She probably had a million questions about it. Thankfully, she chose not to ask them.


    She didn’t have time to do that anyway. The two captives went silent when they heard someone approaching. This time it was obvious that the cabin was the destination. They both closed their eyes and pretended to be unconscious. Their visitor unlocked the door, quietly entered, and closed it behind him.


    “Open your eyes, sluts” he whispered, “ I know you’re awake. Both of you.” They did as they were told, in order to avoid another beating. The boys had made clear the punishment for hesitation and defiance. During their first gangrape, Bonnie had been beaten hard for Cassie’s hesitations, and Cassie had gotten the same treatment for her niece’s mistakes. It was a very effective technique of behavioral conditioning.


    “I’ll untie you and let you out of here,” he said with a normal voice. This time Cassie recognized Darren, the driver who had picked them up. “Don’t get too excited, auntie,” he chuckled when Cassie looked at him in surprise. “We’ll take a quick trip to the creek so you can wash yourselves up. Then we will return here. I wasn’t joking yesterday. This is your new home now. Well, more like a barn than a home.”


    He raised his hand to show two heavy metal collars with bells on them. They looked old and rusty… and terrifying. “I’m sure you thought you’d become our sex slaves or pets. You’ll be neither, ladies. No, you’ll be the newest members to our little herd of milk-cows.


    “What?”


    Darren walked over and grabbed Cassie’s head, yanked it up roughly and placed one of the collars around her neck. Then he let her hair go to lock the contraption at the back. Before the confused woman could adjust to the extra weight, he quickly collared Bonnie too.


    “We grabbed a few of these from a Milk factory a while ago,” he explained as he started to untie their binds. “They were replacing them with more modern versions I guess, so we bought a bunch of them for almost nothing.”


    He finished removing their restraints and took a couple steps back. “Go on then, on your hands and knees. Like good cows.”


    The two looked at each other with teary confused eyes and went down on all fours. First thing they noticed was how heavy their new collars were. Were they solid iron?


    “There you go. You look so beautiful in your natural state. Now, we can no longer call you Cassie and Bonnie. You are now cows, after all.” He leaned forward and patted Bonnie on the head. “I think I’ll call you… Bonbonbutt. Do you like it, little heifer?” Bonnie nodded with tears running down her cheeks. It wasn’t that far from what they friends called her anyway. He turned to Cassie next. “You can be Cuntass, perhaps. Rhymes with Aunt Cass. Clever eh?” He stopped and thought for a sec. “No, it sounds very clunky… Worthlesswhore! Yes, that’s better. Fits you perfectly.”


    Cassie lowered her head in defeat.


    “Good. It’s decided then. Alright cows, follow me. Match my speed, and don’t make too much noise.”


    He opened the door and walked out. The two captives looked at each other for a second, and hurried out after their new master. He walked over to the other two women lying under a tree. Like Cassie and Bonnie, they were completely naked except for the heavy collars around their necks. But unlike the newcomers, their bodies were covered with bruises, rope burns and whip marks.


    The moment they noticed Darren approaching, they quickly jumped up, assumed proper positions on their hands and knees, and lowered their eyes. “Commoncunt, Cumcuntling, meet Bonbonbutt and Worthlesswhore. I’m sure you’ll all be the bestest of friends.” The experienced duo nodded to greet the newbies but didn’t say anything.
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    “Alright then. Commoncunt, lead the way to the creek. The rest, follow quietly.”


  



  

    20 
Cummypaws


    “Mr Stevenson!”


    Peter turned around to see a beautiful woman walking towards him with a big smile on her face. He immediately recognized Jocelynne Scatenato, the raven-haired jovial socialite with an oral fixation, from her many embarrassing appearances on tabloid covers. She looked quite young, but he knew that she was past her mid-twenties, perhaps nearing thirty, even. He concluded that she must have been spending a fortune on rejuvenation and de-aging treatments.


    She extended her hand with a cute curtsy. “Welcome to the Cummypaws Puppy Obedience School, Mr Stevenson,” she beamed. “I’m Jocelynne. Jo, if you’re pressed for time. So nice to finally meet you.” Her voice was soft and melodious, and her face shined with the biggest smile Peter had ever seen. He shook her hand. Her touch was electrifying. The stories were true, she was irresistibly charming.


    “Please, call me Peter,” he replied. “Nice to meet you too.”


    “Before you say anything further,” restarted the girl with a skewed pout, “I-know-I-know, I’m just a woman, and I have a… um…reputation as a promiscuous hell-raiser of sorts… but I assure you, I’m more than capable of running this place. My father the ruthless capitalist would have never let me set foot in here if he didn’t trust me with his creation.”


    “Oh, I have no qualms about your abilities,” said Peter. “Your sex isn’t a problem for me. Actually, I think women are often way smarter and more capable than their male counterparts.” The momentary surprise on her face amused him. “And that’s what makes raping them all the more enjoyable.”


    “Ah, you!” Jocelynne wagged her finger, play-acting like she was offended. “Of course, regardless of our smarts and skills, most of us are destined to serve as fuckmeat. There‘s simply too many of us, eh?” She refreshed her smile and gestured towards an ornate wooden door. “Shall we continue in my office?”


    “Of course.”


    Peter followed the tall beauty across the hall, fully enjoying the graceful sway of her perfectly sculpted figure. She knew what she was doing.


    They ended up in a spacious room with large windows overlooking the training yard. Peter was astounded by the sheer size of the place. The space was divided into many sections with tall panels and mesh fencing, where hundreds of women on their hands and knees were being bitchwalked, trained, flogged, and raped in smaller groups.


    “This was a textile factory before the big collapse,” said Jocelynne. She led Peter to the window and pointed to the double-winged gate below. “They will bring in your pups through there in a few minutes. They strip and hose them down first. Sometimes they fuck their mouths a bit too. You know.”


    Peter nodded. He was fascinated by the variety of training methods being applied around the large area. Beautiful women were being used and abused at every corner of the huge space.


    “I know, right?” chuckled Jo. “Sometimes I feel like a general watching a fierce battle from a hilltop. I’m not gonna lie, it makes me so wet.” She pointed to the growing bulge in Peter’s pants. “And I can see that it excites you too.”


    “It certainly is a rare sight,” confirmed Peter.


    “That looks painful,” Jo continued. “Can I offer you a girl?” She pointed to a cabinet at the corner. “My girls specialize in cunnies, but they are fairly good cocksuckers too, I’m told.”


    “Thanks,” waved Peter, “maybe later.”


    “Whenever you want, just say the word,” she smiled. “So, nine women, eh? A mixed bunch too. Mothers, daughters…”


    “And aunts and nieces,” added Peter. “My first ‘hostile takeover’ as a businessman, you could say. I managed to acquire them a lot quicker than I expected. I still don’t have a decent place to store and train my stock, so I was forced to look for a third party to undertake their training. It was actually my sexretary’s idea. A very smart thing, that girl. You’re very much alike, actually.”


    “Ah? Big tits, long legs?”


    “No, intelligent eyes and a mischievous smile, actually.”


    “Aren’t you smooth!” chuckled Jo. “I guess we owe that girl big for your business. But why us? There are a number of training houses around, including your father’s.”


    “I want to stay away from my father’s business,” replied Peter. “Trying to make it on my own, you know?”


    “Hey, no need to rub it in my face,” laughed the woman. “I’m running this place because of blatant nepotism, I know that.”


    “Oh no, I didn’t mean to-”


    “That’s okay, I know you didn’t mean it that way. And I really don’t mind. I’m not delusional. I know why I’m here, kinda-sorta running the show… on my father’s behalf, of course.” She playfully punched Peter on the shoulder. “Sadly, I cannot do what you’re doing. I don’t have what it takes.”


    “What?”


    “A penis.” She giggled and gently tapped on Peter’s bulge. “Anyway, I’ll not tell my father that you’re staying away from yours. He was delighted when I told him I was meeting a Stevenson today. He probably thinks we are doing business with the SCTS.”


    They laughed and watched the kennels below for a while.


    “It was the ‘Housebreaking’ series, said Peter, when the trainers started to spitroast a particularly beautiful girl right below the office. “Miss Yummycunt, she was what made me come to Cummypaws instead of another training house. This one down there, she reminds me of her.”


    “I knew it!” yelled Jocelynne. “The Kimberly Muttson thing, right? Yeah, that was a genius marketing move. Doubled our business and skyrocketed our stock price. I’m now a millionaire thanks to that busty whore. Well, daughter of a millionaire, I should say.”


    “Yes. Kimberly Muttson. ‘The bust we trust.’” He chuckled. “You know, she used to live a few blocks away from my house. I used to wake up very early in the morning just to see her. She jogged around the neighborhood before sunrise, passed my house twice every day. Loved it. Those big tits… bouncing like… magical objects. I once followed her back to her home and watched her strip through the window.” He snickered. “I fantasized about breaking into her home and raping her, many times. A lot of my friends did too. But of course, we were too young to utilize then.”


    “Ah? You poor thing,” pouted Jocelynne.


    “I always wondered,” continued Peter, “why did they decide to turn her into a puppy? I mean, I’m not complaining of course… but why then? She was at the top of her game. Her ratings were great. She was very popular.”


    “That’s exactly why,” said the woman, “She was as popular as she could become. Do you know about the so-called climax cycle?”


    Peter shook his head no.


    “It’s the shelf-life of a woman, basically,” she continued. “Men get bored of the females they have access to pretty quickly. The women they fuck… or the women they watch, in Miss Muttson’s case. It is a clinically proven thing. Marketing research showed that Kimberly Muttson was about to peak, so her boss, Mr Kitts, chose to maximize her utility by turning her into a cummodity before people moved on to another set of boobs.”


    “Ah, I see. And it worked perfectly, it seems. Nobody remembers her as a journalist any more, but she is the most famous petgirl in the country, perhaps in the world.”


    “That’s right. You probably don’t know this, but her boss-turned-owner owns 12% share of Cummypaws stock. Actually, he and my father are old buddies. They were roommates in college. They still rape together on weekends.”


    “So, he lost a good reporter but made millions with a single move, eh?”


    “Exactly.”


    Just at that moment, the gate opened and a line of women on all-fours entered the hall. All were naked except for the standard leggings and long gloves Cummypaws trainees wore. Their hair were bunched into pigtails above their ears to make them look more like puppies, and tail-plugs were inserted in their anuses. Peter was amazed by this drastic transformation of the nine women he had unloaded from his van only half an hour ago.


    “There they are,” exclaimed Jo, “your new gaggle of whores. Ready to wag and shag.”


    “So, what now? What’s the first thing they’ll learn?”


    “The schedule is rather flexible,” replied Jo. “As you can see, there are many stations down there. Assrape over there, blowjobs over here, floggings at the back. They generally start with whatever station is available, and then they are handed over to the trainers in the next section. Five-minute rest at the end of every hour. After the workday is over, many trainers stay for a while and rape their favorite trainees. Then girls get a few hours of sleep and start over the next morning. Takes a month for a petgirl to fully transform, give or take a week. It’s an intense program.”


    “What’s that station?” asked Peter.


    “Begging for food,” replied the woman. “They have to learn to beg. For food, for cock, permission to pee, sleep… Petgirls have to beg for everything.” She paused for a moment. “You wanted woofers, right?”


    “I haven’t decided yet, actually,” said Peter.


    “No problem. We’ll teach both. You can order them to speak or woof when they graduate. You want to see how it’s done? ‘Begging’ is as good an introduction as any.”


    “Alright, let’s see it,” smiled Peter.


    Jo picked up the phone to call the trainer below, and told him to move the group of terrified women to the begging station.


    Two trainers with floggers led the new recruits into a fenced area and lined them along the back wall. A plastic dogbowl and a silicon dildo were placed in front of each woman. They were then ordered to bow down and pick the dildos using only their mouths and place them upright in in the bowls. Most of them managed to do it in one try. A couple of them needed extra motivation in the form of an ass-flogging.


    Once the dildos were in place, each woman were ordered to beg for the training to begin. All the youngsters begged well enough and were allowed to start sucking on the big dildos in front of them. They were used to do it daily at school, after all. The older women, on the other hand, had some issues and were flogged mercilessly after every failure. Regardless, all heads were bobbing on cocks after a while.
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    “Wait a minute,” exclaimed Peter after enjoying the scene for a few seconds. “I brought nine. I count ten women down there. That one, at the other end, I don’t think she’s one of my-”


    “Yes,” said Jo. “That’s our rabbit.”


    “Rabbit?”


    “Right, let me explain. We always add a fully-trained petgirl to each group. She has to fumble and fail often and get punished mercilessly, so the others see what would happen if they don’t try hard enough. We call them rabbits.”


    “Ah! I see. Like the mechanical rabbits in dog races? So the others chase after her, right?”


    “Precisely,” replied the woman with a huge smile. “That was one of my ideas. I’m proud of it too. To be honest, we kinda got too big in too short of a time. We were able to expand our training space and cunt storage adequately, but finding qualified puppy-trainers proved to be a bigger challenge. We even had to hire a lot of farmers from the north to meet the demand. Of course, that was a total disaster. Training cows and ponies is very different from training puppies, you see,” She threw her hands in the air. “Sooooo, I had to get creative. I told my father, why hire multiple trainers to discipline the girls? Instead, we can use just one other girl to serve as an example.”


    “Very smart,” said Peter. “Looks like my pets will be in safe hands.” He looked down at his huge erection. “This entire show is driving me insane. I think I’ll take that cocksucker you promised now.”


    “I thought you’d never ask,” smiled Jocelynne and dropped onto her knees. “I know, we are doing business now, you and I… but please don’t hold back, okay? Keep fucking my face until your dick comes out of the back of my head, Peter.”
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    21 
Jocelynne


    “Is it my surname?” asked Peter as the gorgeous brunette on her knees swallowed his final load. “You can’t be fellating each and every customer, right?”


    “Actually, I suck off most of them,” grinned the woman. She licked her glistening lips and stood up gracefully, deliberately grazing his body with her big tits in the most seductive way. “But they have to be good looking and interesting to move on to the next stage.” She smiled and turned around, walked over to her desk, pulled her dress up to reveal her perfect butt, and bent over with a feline arch. “I hope you don’t mind fucking me up the ass. You see, my pussy belongs to my fiance.”


    “I didn’t know you were engaged, Ms Scatenato… Jo… Ah, it’s the guy from that boy-band, isn’t it? I think I saw that news article.”


    “Yeah, one of those boys,” giggled Jocelynne, “I often forget which, actually. Not too important anyway. They all rape well.” She slapped her right buttock and moaned seductively. “I’m sure you do too. May I feel it in my ass? Pretty please?”


    Peter didn’t need any more encouragement. He was still hard even after the devilish head she gave him. He usually preferred slow and soft blowjobs, and Jo’s style was a bit too loud and “hungry” for his taste, but her gorgeous eyes made up for it. She certainly was a master of the “eye contact.” No man could possibly find anything to complain about as long as she held their gaze with those pleading blue eyes. He was fully convinced that she was telling the truth about sucking off most of her clients. Practice made perfect, as they said.


    He approached the woman and grabbed her round bottom, moved his palms around to feel the perfect shape. Her skin was smooth to the touch. No flaws, no marks or blemishes. She really looked and felt perfect. His erection reached full hardness as soon as he grabbed her ass-cheeks and pulled them apart to reveal her secondary orifice. Her pink slit and tight little butthole glistened with desire. Like under a spell, his fingers slipped into that magical valley between her buttocks and ended up on her anal opening. He massaged her ring for a few seconds and pushed his thumb inside. Her sphincter resisted for only a moment and welcomed the intruder with a warm hug.


    He pushed his entire thumb in and grabbed her butt, then he pulled her up. She moaned and rose on her tiptoes to accommodate him. Encouraged by her compliance, he moved his other hand down and cupped her swollen pussy. She opened fully when his fingers pressed into her slit. Peter expected her to protest, but she only moaned louder.


    He moved forward to push her further down. Her thighs hit the side and her elbows buckled. He let her pussy go for moment to grab the back of her neck. She let out a sexy whimper and immediately surrendered control of her head to him. He turned her head, pushed her down and pressed her cheek on the desk. Once again, she obediently assumed the position he wanted her in, with her arms resting on her sides, palms up. Then he brushed her long raven hair to the side to reveal her blushing cheek. She whimpered again.


    Peter was enjoying this silent game of conquest a lot. He hadn’t expected to find himself in this situation when he had left the courtroom a couple hours ago. He still wasn’t entirely sure who was controlling whom at that very moment, but he didn’t care. She was hot as hell. He was going to fuck the shit out of this impossibly gorgeous thing before he left.


    He put his palm on the small of her back and pushed down, while pulling her ass up. She arched her back obediently. Satisfied with her response, Peter grabbed her wrists and joined them at her back. Jo moaned like a whore in heat when he tightly held her slender wrists and pinned her down.


    Everything was going perfectly so far. Without saying a word, he started to thumbfuck her in the ass. She started to breathe loudly. She was begging for it.


    He pulled his thumb out, grabbed his penis, and pressed it against her anal opening. He hesitated for a moment. Jo moaned with desire and held her breath, getting ready for the assrape she begged for.


    “Apologize to your fiance for me,” he said, and slid the head of his cock down her crack and into her slit, then thrust into her with full speed. His steely rod violently penetrated her pussy, which she had said was reserved for the use of her future husband. “Don’t worry. I’ll fuck you in the ass too… After I’m done beating your cervix.”


    “I don’t really have a fiancee,” moaned Jo. “I lied. Punish me! Rape me hard, please! Every hole! Everywhere!”
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    A series of smacks exploded on her asscheeks and her mind went blank with the heavy pounding that followed. Peter fucked her for several minutes and let her orgasm twice before switching to her asshole. She somehow managed to climax again as he assraped her violently. He then shoved it into her mouth for a quick cleaning and penetrated her pussy again. She came three more times before he finally took his cock out, grabbed her hair, and came all over her blushing angelic face.


    Peter caught his breath with her hair still in his tight grip. Then he walked over to her chair, dragging her on her hands and knees, and collapsed on it. He pulled her between his legs and trapped her slender neck between them. He didn’t want her to have any doubt about who was in charge.


    Jo was barely conscious anyway. She looked drained. As soon as Peter imprisoned her between his legs, her head dropped on his thigh in total surrender.


    “You know how to rape a woman, young Stevenson,” she moaned. “Thank you for treating me like a cheap whore. I’m a cheap whore, I know that. It’s my true nature. I learned that about myself long time ago.”


    “You’re certainly not cheap,” wheezed Peter. “You are one gorgeous piece of fuckmeat.”


    “Thank you,” she smiled.


    “Back to my original question,” said Peter, “am I getting a special treatment because I’m a Stevenson?”


    “Did I agree to meet you in person because you’re a Stevenson? Yes. Did I fuck you for that reason?” She pouted mischievously. “Well, yes to that again, I guess.”


    “Ah? I was hoping you’d lie again in order not to hurt my feelings,” snickered Peter.


    “Don’t be like that,” she chuckled. “I was telling the truth before. You rape well. I’m glad I tried to beguile you with tactical sluttery.”


    “Tactical sluttery, eh? Ah-hah! I like it. Something you picked up at the fancy business school daddy paid for?”


    “Ah! now you’re trying to hurt me back, aren’t you?” She tried to turn her trapped head to face the boy. “Would you please release me now? I’ll give you the best post-rape blowjob you’ve ever had if you let me go.”


    “Fine.” He opened his legs. Jocelynne cleared her throat and thanked him, then knelt before him to lick his shaft. “You have nice cock. A real girlchoker.”


    “More tactical sluttery?”


    “Sure, but I mean it. It is beautiful and strong. Your cunts are very lucky. You’re married, aren’t you?”


    Peter nodded. Jo smiled and continued to lick and suck his cock. He was delighted. A particularly embarrassing groan of pleasure he let out made Jo chuckle. “My father did pay for the business school I went to,” she said. “But I didn’t hone my skills there.”


    “Ah? Where then?”


    She stopped sucking for a moment, apparently unsure if she should continue or not. “After my graduation,” she started after a long pause, “the very next day, I was kidnapped.”


    “Kidnapped?”


    “Yes, kidnapped… as in grabbed, thrown into the trunk of a car, taken to an unknown location.”


    Peter looked on puzzled.


    “I ended up in a secluded farm. Spent a year there.”


    “A whole year? What did they-“


    “Oh, they made me their rapetoy, of course. What else? I was trained as a petgirl, actually.” She gestured towards the training floor outside teeming with puppyslaves being trained and fucked. “Ironic, you’re thinking? Not really. It wasn’t a random kidnapping. They were ex-Cummypaws trainers, and I was taken because of that very reason. They were merciless, unforgiving, and brutal. You wouldn’t believe how they…”
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    She swallowed. “Anyway. At the end, I was totally broken as a pet. They turned me into a woofer. Been years, but I’m a still ‘fluent’ woofer to this day, actually. I knew all the verbal and gesture commands, obeyed them fully, without hesitation, served them twenty-four-seven with full devotion as if they were gods. I fully expected to be snuffed in the end. I was ready for it… Hoped for it, actually.”


    Peter didn’t know what to say. Was the woman lying again? She seemed genuine enough, but it was difficult to be sure. Jocelynne stopped talking for a while and continued to suck his cock as if nothing happened. She, of course, was fully aware of the effect of her story had on the boy.


    “How did you… escape?” asked Peter when she didn’t follow up for a long time. “You escaped, right? Or maybe they-”


    “They let me go,” interrupted the girl. “I passed out during a particularly brutal gangrape one day, and woke up in an hospital much later. They later informed me that I was dumped in the hospital parking lot. ” She continued to give his shaft quick kisses and licks. “You see, that was the worst year of my life. I was destroyed and remade. It took me a while to become ‘human’ again.”


    “Is that why you are living the way you do? Those crazy parties, the-”


    “I guess.” She took his cock in her mouth again and served him eagerly for a long while. Then she stopped and stood up, turned around and sat on his revitalized cock. “You liked what you heard, I see,” she said as she started to fuck him. “Does it make me a better fuckmeat, the backstory?”


    “Ah! You made all that up?”


    “No,” Jo smiled bitterly. “Just changed a few details. The men who kidnapped me were not ex-Cummypaws trainers. They were my father’s men, acting on his orders. My dear father… he had me kidnapped, he had me trained as a petgirl, he had me raped and beaten for a year. You know why? To see if I was a survivor or not. That’s what he said. To toughen me up for the job. This very job.” She bounced faster on his cock.


    “Holy shit!” exclaimed the boy.


    “Holy shit indeed. You see, I cannot wait for him to die. That fucking monster! The way he eats, he’s bound to have a heart attack soon, anyway. I try to accelerate it by embarrassing him whenever and however I can, fucking everyone and everything that moves in broad daylight, especially in front of the paparazzi.” She sped up until another climax hit her. She continued to fuck him slowly after her convulsions ended. He leaned back and let her fuck him for a while.


    “The funny thing is,” she restarted after another climax, “I think it worked. I hate to admit it, but I feel that it actually made me a better woman. I don’t know if I could do this job if I hadn’t been mercilessly trained like those poor bitches down there.”


  



  

    22 
The Creek​


    Cassie continued to crawl behind the young brunette down the slope, mesmerized by the pleasant sway of her perfect bottom. She could tell that the girl was quite young, probably just under 20. Her round ass was still marked by irregular cane marks and numerous other bruises. Her genitals looked intact, almost pristine. After an all-nighter? She thought it was strange. Her imagination betrayed her with a few flashes of the girl being penetrated. She was struck with shame. She remembered at that moment that her own genitals were in full view of her niece Bonnie, who was crawling right behind her. Did similar shameful thoughts pass through the girl’s mind, she wondered? The thought made her clench.


    The path that led to the creek was long and meandering. She kept noticing trash along the way, which contained an alarming number of torn clothes, dirty sex toys, and pieces of frayed rope and cut wire. She shivered. It was obvious that they weren’t the first women who were made to crawl along this dirt trail. She was able to get a good look at the mother when their little caravan of obedient cows snaked to the left. The woman was in her late thirties or early forties. She still looked quite attractive under all that dirt. Her pale-pink smooth skin was covered in bruises and whip marks just like her daughter, but what attracted Cassie’s attention was her enormous breasts. They looked heavy, as if they were full of milk. Her eyes immediately focused on her big, swollen nipples. She could see droplets of milk leaking out. Was the woman bred recently?


    She switched her attention to the daughter instinctively, only to notice that her mammaries were also larger than normal. She too was full of milk and leaking. They were both breeders. A terrible thought hit her at that moment. Would Bonnie and she be turned into breeder slaves too?


    “Stay on the path, Worthlesswhore!”


    Worthlesswhore? That was her name. She realized that she was straying to the right while she was trying to have a good look at the duo in front of her. She quickly fell back in line. She didn’t want to be punished for such a stupid mistake.


    While crawling like a hypnotized cow, she had forgotten about Darren, who was walking at the back of the line of naked women. She was too afraid to turn back and look at him but she could track him by the clunks of the metal buckets he was carrying. To carry water back to the camp, she assumed. She could now hear the flowing water nearby.


    They finally went around a big rock and arrived at a clearing by the running stream. She saw in her peripheral vision another pile of trash and turned to find an old mattress covered with a dirty tarp. The scene was completed with a few bundles of rope and a number of metal pegs to secure them. Another quick rape station, she guessed. She instinctively pressed her thighs together.


    The mother, the one they call Commoncunt, went over to a little stone at the center of the clearing and assumed proper kneeling position facing it. Her daughter followed suit. Cassie hesitated for a moment, but she figured that she should follow their example unless clearly told otherwise. She took her place next to the experienced slaves, sat on her heels and joined her wrists behind her back like they had. She turned to check Bonnie, who was sharp enough to assume the same position right next to her.


    Darren arrived and sat down on the stone, facing the four kneeling women. “Look at that,” he grinned. “Aren’t you girls smart!” He put one of the buckets in front of him and slapped his thigh. “Commoncunt, you first.”


    The mother immediately fell on her hands and knees once more and crawled over. Once her big tits were over the bucket, Darren reached down, grabbed her engorged nipples, and started to milk the woman like a cow. The two newcomers looked on with widened eyes for minutes as breastmilk filled the container. Cassie and Bonnie could see the growing relief on the woman’s mature but attractive face as her heavily whipped breasts emptied into the bucket. Darren patiently kept milking her, with none of the lewd remarks or humiliating jokes they expected from him. It was obvious that this was something he had done many times before. He seemed to enjoy it even. A calm, relaxing activity, in stark contrast to the heavy gangrape that happened the night before.
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    The woman’s huge jugs were completely emptied after what Cassie thought an eternity. The young man stopped, patted the woman on the head and gave her a good spank. She obediently crawled back to her spot. Darren than snapped his fingers, which prompted the daughter to fell on all-fours and take her place over the bucket. It was her turn to be milked.


    The girl was drained quicker than her mom and sent back to her place with a smack on her bottom. Cassie’s eyes widened even further when Darren turned to her next and snapped his fingers. What was she supposed to do? Obviously she had no milk. She timidly crawled to the young man, shivering. Once she was within reach, Darren grabbed her by the hair and pulled her in. She stumbled and fell into his lap. He pressed her head onto his thigh, covering her eyes with his palm. Before she could understand what’s happening, she felt a sharp pain in her neck. It only lasted a second. When he finally let her go, she saw the injector gun in his hand.


    “Bovinizing agent,” said the boy, with a mischievous smile. “A wonderful thing. It will relax you, make you more subservient and easygoing, and more importantly, it will trigger a hormonal cascade that will turn you into a milk-cow in a very short time.” He snapped his fingers again to call Bonnie. Visibly shaken, the scared girl approached on her hands and knees. Darren grabbed her and injected the greenish-yellow stuff into her neck without hesitation. “There you go. Congratulations Whorthlesswhore and Bonboncunt. You’re now cows.”


    Cassie opened her mouth to say something, but couldn’t muster the courage. She realized that the experienced slaves had never uttered a word since they were introduced. Perhaps speaking was a punishable offense for the women? They were apparently… cows… after all. Were they allowed to talk?


    “Don’t worry, girls,” said Darren, as if he read their minds. Their widened eyes and trembling lips had told him what he needed to know anyway. “Commoncunt has been on this stuff for almost a year now. She is perfectly fine, see?” He patted the woman on the head again. “She is a happy cow. Obedient and eager. I know what you’re thinking. Yes, she is still very smart too. Watch this.”


    He leaned toward the mother, slapped her on her left cheek twice, then smacked her right tit, and finished with a flick on the left nipple. As soon as he leaned back, she grabbed her daughter by her ponytail, pulled her towards her master, took out his cock, and shoved it in the girl’s mouth. Young Cumcuntling immediately shaped her mouth into a passive fuckhole, and her mother started to move her head up on down the shaft as if it was a masturbatory toy. The entire thing looked well choreographed and practiced countless times before.


    “We trained our sweet Commoncunt using various techniques and methods,” the boy said as the woman continued to jerk him off using her daughter’s beautiful head, “but my absolute favorite is ‘slapspeak,’ in which she’s now fluent. Both of them are.” He slapped the mother again, just once on the right cheek this time. She stopped and pulled her daughter back. Then each received two hard slaps across the face, which prompted them to return to their original positions.


    “What about you two?” asked Darren this time, turning to the terrified newcomers. “You gals enjoy learning new things? Any interest in languages, for example?”


    Cassie swallowed nervously. Bonnie shook her head no. Darren grinned and leaned towards Worthlesswhore, only to perform the same sequence: Two slaps on the left cheek, a smack on the right tit and a flick on the nipple. He then leaned back and crossed his arms like a stern teacher.


    Cassie froze in terror. Cold sweat broke out all over her naked body. She now knew what the punishment for disobedience was. The men were very clear about it last night. They were going to be punished for each other’s mistakes and failures. If she failed to obey a clear order, Bonnie would suffer. And vice versa.


    Darren didn’t move either. Cassie knew that his patience was going to run out fast. She had to obey, quickly and fully.


    She turned to her young niece with teary eyes and raised her shaky hand. She bunched the girl’s long strawberry blonde hair in her fist, pulled her towards their new master, and pushed her head onto his waiting erection. Thankfully, Bonnie was even quicker to accept her role in this humiliating double act. She had a lot more experience in serving men than her sex-starved aunt anyway. She formed a soft ring with her full lips and let the cock slide in her mouth when Cassie pushed her down.
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    The aunt-niece duo continued to perform this unusual team-fellatio as ordered. Cassie hoped the boy would stop them as quickly as he had the experienced slaves, but it soon became clear that he was determined to finish in Bonnie’s throat. After a while, he crossed the point of no return and exploded, filling the girl’s mouth with spunk. Cassie instinctively pushed Bonnie’s head all the way down so she could take it all in. She didn’t know if wasting cum was a punishable offense or not. Bonnie struggled to breathe at first, but managed to swallow everything he unloaded.


    Darren seemed to enjoy their performance. The lack of a frown on his face put Cassie on ease. She was momentarily surprised when a hard slap landed on her cheek. She quickly realized that it simply meant “stop,” so she pulled Bonnie back and waited on her knees for the next two hard ones that meant “go back to your places.”


    “End of lesson,” chuckled Darren and patted each woman on the head. “You see, our loyal Commoncunt used to be a school teacher. Our own teacher, actually. After all those years, she is still able to impart important, life-saving lessons.”


    “Well,” he restarted after a pause. “I said ‘end of lesson’… But as we all know, education never ends for girls, eh? You’ll always be paying attention, watching closely, and learning how to serve better as slavecunts.” He then slapped the woman again three times on the right cheek and flicked her on the temple, after which she fell down on all fours and crawled towards the creek to clean herself up. Then he performed the same command on the remaining cows.
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