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    Milkynips woke up with the familiar squeak of the cart wheels in the distance. A couple of seconds later someone turned a switch on and the fluorescent lamps high above began to flicker into life. A fast moving cascade of light quickly illuminated the entire store.


    The woman sat up and stretched her muscles. Her wrists were still cuffed behind her back, and her ankles were shackled with a long chain, but she was getting better and better adjusted to her new life in her small cage every passing day. It was her 12th day in this small box of humiliation.


    The annoying squeak came closer and closer. The feeding cart must be at the end of the next aisle now. She heard some movement in her neighbouring cages. The women around her were getting ready to receive their breakfast already. She too rose on her bruised knees and approached the metal bars of her cage. She bowed down to put her head through the circular hole in the middle of the cage and started to wait like the rest of the females in the MILF section.


    Just like clockwork, a young slavegirl on her hands and knees turned the corner with the feeding cart in tow. The girl was struggling to pull the cumbersome metal half-cylinder chained to her metal harness. The thing was filled to the brim with a nasty looking brownish sludge. She stopped right in front of the first four cages which included Milkynips’s. The four women immediately dove face first into the trough-on-wheels and started to wolf down the disgusting slavefeed. They had only 10 seconds to have their fill. This would be the only thing they would be allowed to eat the entire day, not counting the cum they might be allowed to swallow.


    When their 10 seconds were up, the cart moved again and stopped in front of the next four cages. Milkynips pulled her head back into her cage and swallowed the remaining chow in her mouth. This slavefeed was the most disgusting thing she had ever eaten in her life. The taste was bad, but the texture was worse. It was very hard to swallow and even harder to keep down.


    Still, she had to eat as much as she could whenever she had the chance. It was the only thing that kept her alive and fuckable. She had learned how important this 10-second trough stop was only after going hungry for a couple of days. On her first day she was too reluctant and slow to react to the cart. On her second morning, she overslept and missed it altogether. On her third day, she was ready for it half an hour before the lights were turned on, waiting alertly with her head in the blowjob hole of the cage.


    The trough moved down the aisle and soon its annoying squeaks disappeared among the other sounds of the store which was getting ready for the busy day ahead. A typical Girl-Mart opened at 8 o’clock in the morning, so there was still more than 2 hours until the influx of lecherous horny men started roaming the aisles full of scared bound women. During this time employees dragged the women who had been used the previous day to the cleaning area for a quick hose-down, swiped the cum and drool off the store floor, and restocked the cages and display cases with virgins and trained slaves fresh from the cunt storage.


    Milkynips was caged in the MILF section. She was a 42-year-old mother of three with her huge tits overflowing with milk. As such, she certainly wasn’t a “best seller” item. While there was a constant turnover at the teen aisles and the professionals section, the milf cages were rarely restocked. Since the day she was brought here, only 7 women had been sold in Milkynips’ section.


    While her advanced age was a big disadvantage, her milk-filled jugs brought her some attention. Actually, those huge things were probably the only reason the store had decided to purchase her from her husband in the first place. She had been enslaved a second after giving birth to her third child, so she was still lactating. Before they put her on display, they had injected her with some kind of chemical compound that increased milk production too. Now milk was leaking out of her engorged nipples constantly. She had gotten pricked regularly since then, every other day.


    The drugs had other effects too. The cocktail she was given probably included some kind of psycho-regulator that calmed her down. The first few days she had cried her eyes out because of her forced separation from her newborn, but the pain had faded rather quickly and unnaturally. She had become more and more apathetic, relaxed and pliable. She had started to forget about her children for long periods of time. This was probably the cruelest thing these bastards had done to her.


    Beside her baby boy, she had a 12-year-old son and 19-year-old daughter.


    Her daughter Darla was sold as a slave almost a year ago. Renamed Butterlips, she was now a wealthy businessman’s car cocksucker. The mother had been devastated for months after the sale of her little girl of course, but soon rationalization had kicked in to save her sanity. She had eventually decided that it was a good thing that her daughter was sold as soon as she reached enslavement age, at the height of her beauty and fuckability. She was an A-grade at peak value, so she was purchased by a well-to-do man. A rich owner was better than a broke one. The girl was well-fed, kept in a warm luxury car at all times, and served her boss only during car trips. She’d be fine as long as she gave good head. For a couple of years at least.


    While she had been allowed to raise her daughter herself until her enslavement, she had never seen her son since he was a toddler. Her husband had taken him to his other house after his third birthday. He had been raised by professional nannies over there. And now he was at a boarding school hundreds of kilometres away, unaware of her existence… or his older sister’s.


    Milkynips had been an elementary school teacher and had given all her motherly love to her students instead. She had been good at her job, and had loved it too. Up until her last pregnancy, she had devoted every second of her life to the kids in her class. She had thought she’d go back to the job she loved after giving birth, but her husband had other plans for her. He had wanted to get rid of her before she got older and became totally useless as a fucktoy. As a lactating milf she now had some sales value, a small window of marketability. For a few months, at most.


    Hours quickly passed and the store opened right on time. She could now hear the lewd comments and jeers of the horny men at the main gates. Soon the noises spread around the store and transformed into a familiar continuous hum. Several men walked by her. None turned their heads and looked in her direction. The milf aisles were strategically placed on the way to the teen section. Nobody really came here to buy women over thirty. Milkynips and her fellow aging cagemates were nothing but consolation prizes disappointed people picked up on their way home after they realised that they couldn’t afford the freshly enslaved virgins or well-trained elite slaves.


    Nobody actually wanted them. They were simply there so the store could claim to sell “women of all ages, colors, and shapes.” Milkynips was sure that she’d be eventually replaced with another lactating milf who would look slightly more presentable, and her worthless flesh would be fed to the dogs in the alley behind the store. There was no man on earth who’d want to buy her as a sex toy. Nobody had actually looked at her directly since the day she was caged here, with the exception of one of her old students who had accidentally recognized her. That had been an unusual, “intense” experience for the former schoolteacher, if not simply horribly traumatic. It had been the first time the woman had had to serve a…


    “There… Item 23985, Bianca Milkynips… Holy shit! He was telling the truth. It’s really her!”


    Startled, Milkynips turned her head towards the silhouette that blocked the light above her cage. A few others joined him in a few seconds.


    “My! Mrs Watson?”


    Milkynips’s eyes widened with terror. Even though it was impossible for her to recognize the five dark silhouettes around her cage, she was sure that these young boys were her former students.


    “Ah! She doesn’t recognize us,” said one of the boys.


    “Cut the poor woman some slack,” the one in red shirt replied,“this label says she was put on sale 12 days ago. Her brain must be drenched in drugs and cum by now.”


    Milkynips moved closer to the front of her cage in order to find a better position to see the boys. She was still unable to make out their faces. She managed to have a better look at the nearest two, who looked somewhat familiar. Still no names popped into her head.


    “It’s George,” the first boy said when he saw the confusion on her face, “George Gardner.”


    “Ah! Yes… George,” mumbled Milkynips. She had difficulty matching the name with the face. Her memory was still a bit fuzzy.


    “It’s the drugs,” said the boy in the red shirt. “The stuff they give the women to keep them calm and pliant. It messes with the memory.”


    “It’s been almost a decade anyway” said another, “We were little boys when she last saw us. We are men now.”


    “That’s right,” said the first one, who seemed to be the leader of the bunch, “we have grown since then. She’ll soon see the difference.” He then turned to his left and waved his hand.


    Only then Milkynips noticed the blonde pussyguide waiting on her knees a few meters away.The young girl swiftly approached the group on all-fours.


    “Tell me about this ‘revenge discount’ you mentioned earlier, Cumbug,” he ordered.


    “Yes sir,” the girl chirped with a smile and sat on her heels. “If you have a history with this item, if she wronged you in any way in the past, you can claim a 10 percent discount, Sir. This item’s base value is 400 bucks. You can buy her for 360.”


    “72 bucks each!” One of the boys shouted cheerfully, “and I can calculate that thanks to her.” He laughed at his own joke aloud.


    “Very good,” said George, “we’ll buy her. Take her out of there.”


    “Very good choice, Sir,” smiled the girl and entered a code to unlock the milf’s cage, “this is a great item for a relatively low price. She still has at least a full year of rape in her, maybe two even.” She opened the cage, removed her handcuffs, and moved to the side.


    Milkynips froze in place. She was terrified beyond belief, but also very confused too. Were these five boys really buying her? Even after her husband had dragged her to the Registrar and enslaved her like an ailing house-pet a couple of weeks ago, the idea of becoming another man’s sex slave hadn’t seemed like a real prospect to her. Perhaps it was the confusion-inducing drugs she was given, but she had kind of thought this was it. She was to live out her remaining days in a cage in the middle of a Girl-Mart, or in a dark storage somewhere. She had never thought somebody would buy her matured round butt. But now, these teenagers were actually going to purchase her.


    After a long moment of inaction, the blonde pussyguide decided to give the confused milf a little push in the right direction with a smack on the butt. Milkynips hastily launched forward and crawled out of her cage. Her knees and wrists ached like hell. She had been living in this small metal box for the last 12 days, and it felt like all her muscles and bones were reshaped to adapt to a life in this horribly small space. She stopped in the middle of the aisle and found herself surrounded by the five boys.


    As soon as she arrived there, she felt a boot on the small of her back. One of the boys stepped on her and pressed her down to put her in a more humiliating stance.


    “Come on boys!” The leader said. You heard Arthur, 72 bucks each.”


    As the others started to shuffle through their pockets to come up with their shares, Milkynips suddenly remembered who they were. George, Arthur and the others were a particularly unruly group of students she had had almost a decade ago. Of course, she never thought that they would one day buy her as a shared sex slave, but she somehow knew that most of the gang would grow up to be insufferable assholes.”


    “I’m two bucks short,” said the one stepping on her, “I’ll buy the next round of beers.”


    “No problem,” replied George, “but we don’t have much to spare for a proper torture set. I guess we have to improvise and use whatever we have in the back of the car. Darren, leash her.” He nodded to the boy in front of the woman. He produced a rough rope from his backpack and quickly tied it around Millkynips’s neck.


    Milkynips flinched at his touch. The boy was the first male to touch her since the rough manhandling she had gotten during her enslavement. All her muscles clenched with alarm.


    “Not too tight. We don’t want to ‘retire’ her just yet,” chuckled the one with the foot on her back. She recognised Ronald Ferguson with that particularly ominous comment. He was a particularly cruel piece of shit, even as a little boy.


    The skinny boy to her left laughed at Ronald’s comment a little too hard and gave her milk-filled left jug a little kick. The unfortunate mother let out a little shriek. His foot pressed onto her nipple further to squeeze out a few drops of white fluid. “We gotta keep her alive until she runs out of this stuff, at least,” he said, trying to match his friend’s callous tone.
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    After he was done tying the rope into a makeshift leash, Darren leaned closer and looked into the terrified eyes of the milf. “Don’t worry Mrs Watson,” he smiled, “we are here to save you from this hellish place.” He stood back up and pulled the woman’s leash.


    The group started to walk toward the cash registers. Milkynips struggled to match their speed on her aching hands and knees. “You see, these guys and I go camping every weekend. We occasionally kidnap a local girl wherever we go and gangrape her to pass the time, but it’s often too much trouble. We always wanted to buy a slave of our own for camping trips. But fuckable teens are too expensive. Then Eddie told us about his encounter with you here, and we had this idea.”


    “Yes,” George chimed in, “an affordable cunt we all find attractive. Eddie mentioned your cocksucking skills too. Can’t wait to fuck your face myself.”


    Milkynips shivered with dread.


    They reached the cash register. Two of the boys lifted the scared woman up and placed her on the counter. It only took a few seconds for them to complete the sale. They handed a wad of money to the cashier girl and picked her up again. Just like that she was sold as a sex slave.


    The gang laughed, joked, and congratulated themselves on their first female purchase as a group. Darren pulled her leash again to take her to the registrar. She quickly followed the boys like a well-trained dog.


    The registration process was done swiftly. It was like a blur for the milf, who was still struggling to adapt to her new situation. She sat on her heels and watched the boys argue about something for a short while.


    Once the argument was over, the man behind the computer typed in some information and handed them a piece of paper. It was her ownership certificate. She now officially belonged to five strangers after serving a single man for longer than 20 years.


    “Congratulations Commoncunt!”


    The milf was confused for a moment. Then she realized that they renamed her. She immediately hated her new servonym. It was even more humiliating than Milkynips.


    “You are now our little camping cunt,” said George with an evil grin and waved the Female Ownership Certificate in front of her teary eyes. “Technically, you belong to me, because apparently a woman cannot be owned by a bunch of assholes.”


    “Unless she is a corporate slave,” added Arthur. “That’s right,” confirmed her new owner. “Now, I may be your only owner on paper, but you’ll call all five of us ‘Master,’ with an uppercase M, understood?”


    She nodded. Tears were now flowing down her cheeks. “Alright, let’s go, Commoncunt!”


    “Hold on boys!” All turned to the man behind the computer. “This must be the first woman you ever purchased, eh?” A couple of the confused boys nodded. “Well, you forgot about an important part of the process. Some say the most important part, especially if you give the woman a new servonym.”


    “What?” asked Ronald, and looked at the others.


    “Ah yes! The bapjism!” yelled Arthur, slapping his forehead in a playful manner. “Traditionally, the master rapes the new slave’s mouth and covers her face with his cum right after renaming her.”


    “Well, we can’t defy tradition,” said George and grabbed the woman by her raven hair. Let’s fuck her brains out and paint this whore’s face white, boys!”


    He pulled her closer to his crotch and kept her head there as he unbuckled his belt. He took his semi-erect cock out and the organ hit her on the forehead. “Go on, get lickin’ Commoncunt,” he ordered, callously.


    She looked up pleadingly for a moment, and started to lick his huge schlong when she saw no mercy in the young boy’s eyes. As she brought his cock to full hardness, the others gathered around with their dicks out. The former teacher was now surrounded by big hard cocks. It was a surreal situation. She would have never guessed she would end up like this a few weeks ago.


    Darren, still holding the rope firmly in his fist, pulled her up and forced the poor woman into a higher kneeling position. She felt another hard cock graze her nape. The boy behind her rested his cock on her right shoulder and waited for his turn to fuck her throat. Then she felt another dick pressing against her left ear. It was Ronald, doing his best to terrify the fallen woman even more.


    After his cock reached full hardness, George tightened his grip of her hair and fucked her face like he was jerking off. Then he brutally pulled her head back. His huge cock fell out of her mouth.


    Her relief in her strained jaw and lips was only momentary, as another boy grabbed her by the hair and immediately shoved his rod down the woman’s throat. A brief but violent facerape followed. Then just like before, the cock she was forced to accommodate was replaced with the next one.


    The boys continued to pass her around like a toy, each fucking her face-pussy for a short while. Still a novice to oral service, she kept drooling like crazy. A seemingly endless amount of saliva leaked out of her well-drilled mouth and kept flowing down onto her huge tits.
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    Soon she lost track of the cocks shoved in her mouth and of the fists that grabbed her hair. Her head was now bouncing around the circle of boys haphazardly. Whoever grabbed her head started to fuck her mouth ruthlessly. The speed and depth of their thrusts increased with every handover. The milf, even though she had no prior blowbang experience, could easily tell that they were getting closer and closer to exploding. Soon enough, the skinny boy whose name still eluded her started to shake in her mouth and pulled his member out just in time. Thick jets of semen hit her left eye first. More landed on the corner of her mouth and right cheek. She closed her eyes with shame and disgust as the boy emptied his balls onto her face in several more spurts.


    “Well done, Nate, my boy!” Yelled Ronald. Nate, that was his name. “Right on target! Whoreseye!” Then, as if they synchronised, the boys continued to explode on their former teacher’s violated face one after another.


    Arthur was the second one to give her a sticky facial. He purposefully covered her left eye and smeared the last drops on her chin. Ronald took the shotgun approach and sprayed her face randomly. Strings of cum criss-crossed her face and some landed on her hair. Darren held his cock close and covered the right side of her face entirely. And George concentrated on her lips and chin. In a matter of minutes her beautiful visage was glistening with a thick layer of jizz. The heavy goo was free-flowing down her face and dripping from her chin, forming a small puddle of spunk on her deep cleavage.


    “Well done, lads!” Yelled the man at the registration computer. “What a show! She will remember that for the rest of her short life, for sure.”


    Milkynips, now Commoncunt, exhaled with shame and despair. The man was right. This was the worst humiliation she had suffered since her E-day. She somehow knew that the shame she felt at that moment would be soon dwarfed by whatever the boys were planning to do to her at this campsite, but she’d always remember her first facebang and the intense indignity it brought.


    She froze on that spot, on her knees, totally naked, leashed, covered with the collective cum of five of her former students. Her mind aflame with shame, she couldn’t think clearly. She had no idea about what would come next.


    “What now?” One of the boys asked. “Do we clean her, or…”


    “Naah! Let’s make her bitchwalk around the city like this,” replied Ronald, “Maybe make her crawl around our school? She somehow made it to her forties as a free-woman. She worked as a figure of authority for decades. That’s unacceptable. She needs to learn her place quickly.”


    Others nodded with mischievous grins. “Come Commoncunt,” ordered George, “let’s get those hands and knees dirty and bruised.”

  


    02


    The milf tried to wiggle into a less uncomfortable position, but the trunk of the car was too small for her to find any relief. A big plastic box with sharp edges was pressing against the small of her back. Her bound ankles were stuck between smaller boxes and bags, and she had to bow her head to fit in the remaining space. Her spine was forced into an extremely painful curve.


    For the first hour or two, the car traveled on city streets and highways, but the real torture began when they went off-road. The old sedan the boys had stuck her into wasn’t built for such uneven terrain. Its suspension system was old and useless anyway. Every small bump in the road was exploding like a heavy punch on the poor woman’s strained body.


    Commoncunt’s first few hours as a private slave had not been what she had expected them to be. Hers was an unusual purchase anyway. Technically, she was a ‘private’ slave, but in practice she was to be shared by five boys. What made it even worse was that her new owners were her former ‘problem’ students. After they had picked her up at the Girl-Mart and raped her in the face in the most humiliating way possible, they had forced her to crawl around the neighborhood for a while. They had led the poor woman by a rope, on her hands and knees, completely naked, with her face covered in their collective jizz.


    Thankfully, the humiliating bitchwalk hadn’t been as long and strenuous as the boys had promised at the store. They hadn’t traveled as far as their old school, where Mrs Watson’s colleagues and students would have seen her dragged around like a worthless pet. She was grateful for their lack of tenacity. After about half an hour the boys had been tired of her constant expression of shame and incessant sobbing, so they had decided to go back to their car.


    When they had arrived at the parking lot, they had washed the cum away with a bottle of water and wiped her face clean with a piece of paper towel. They had been continuously mocking her and making jokes at her expense since the moment they had bought her, but she had no longer been paying attention unless it was a command. Then she had been unceremoniously lifted up and thrown into the trunk of an old sedan. Her wrists and ankles were quickly tied with the rope that had previously served as her leash, and the lid was closed with a loud clank. A couple of minutes later the car had started and her new journey to the unknown had begun in complete darkness.


    ***


    After what felt like an eternity, the car entered a winding road and started to slow down. It eventually came to a sudden full stop. Everything in the trunk violently moved around, painfully contorting the former teacher’s battered body one last time.


    She froze with dread and waited as the car doors opened and shut. Footsteps and muffled voices spread around her. Then the hood of the trunk opened with a screech. Commoncunt instinctively closed her eyes to shield them from the sun which was about to disappear behind the treetops in the West. Before her pupils could adjust to the light, a hand reached inside the trunk and grabbed her by the hair. Then three more hands held her body in different points and she was violently pulled into the air like a sack of feathers.


    “Here we are Ms. Watson. Welcome to rapecamp!” said the huge boy who was grabbing her head like a volleyball. Of course, it was Ronald. She didn’t reply.


    Not only was the poor woman scared out of her mind, but also she had been instructed by George to ‘keep her face pussy shut’ until someone asked her a direct question. Even though she had lived her entire life as a freewoman, she knew what happened to slaves when they defied clear commands. She wasn’t going to risk saying anything unless ordered to.


    Ronald wasn’t expecting a response other than the terror in her eyes anyway. He pulled her neck back and stuck her head under his armpit. She couldn’t see the other boy who held her by the legs. They roughly carried her into a smallish clearing in the woods and lay her bound naked body next to a fallen tree trunk.


    Commoncunt waited for a command where she lay for a few seconds, but none came. The boys went back to the car to take out camping equipment from the trunk, and started to set up two tents on either side of the shivering woman. The sun was almost gone and the woods were getting colder.


    She was too scared to change her position without permission, so she laid on the hard, gravelly ground uncomfortably until the boys finished with the tents.


    Once they were done, Arthur and Nate started to set up a campfire a few meters away, and Ronald returned to continue tormenting her. “On your knees!” He ordered.


    Commoncunt sighed and struggled to get up. It took the bound woman a while to find her balance on her knees. Exhausted, she leaned over the tree trunk to support herself. Her big boobs spread over its surface.


    “Oh yeah! Don’t move, whore.” Ronald jumped on the tee trunk and stood right above his former teacher’s naked body. “The guy at the store said you just gave birth, Commoncunt. Is that true?”


    She nodded. A quick flash of memories made her tear up.


    “These big milkers must be full.” He stepped on her left boob with his heel and pressed hard. Commoncunt let out a pained groan. Milk spurted out of her tormented nipple and landed on the tree trunk. The pain was incredible, but nothing compared to the humiliation. The cruel boy seemed indifferent to her suffering. “They said they gave you some kind of cow thing too.”
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    “Bovinizing agent!” Arthur corrected him. The fire was lit and the campsite was transformed with its warm light dancing on the surrounding trees. “I picked up a box of the stuff before we left the store. They give a variant of this to cows to increase production.” He approached her and showed her a little vial. “As long as we inject you with this every two-three days, your tits will keep getting bigger and milkier. Isn’t that neat, Ms Watson?”


    Her milk-filled tit still being crushed under Ronald’s heel, she looked up with confusion in her eyes. “Bigger?” she asked, after a while.


    “Oh yeah,” said George and handed a couple of bottles of beer to Ronald and Arthur. Only then the milf noticed the rest of the group gathering around her. “Didn’t you notice your udders getting bigger?”


    She immediately turned her widened eyes to her big boobs. She was a well-endowed woman of course, always has been since she was a teenager. Her chest size got bigger lately, but she had assumed the increase was caused by her pregnancy. Could it be the drugs she was given after the birth?


    “The guy said this stuff causes about 7% growth in mammary tissue,” said Arthur, “monthly!”


    Commoncunt’s eyes widened with terror. She immediately knew that these boys would not refrain from filling her body with that hellish cocktail.


    “Monthly? That’s bullshit!” sneered Ronald and stepped on her right boob with his other foot. The tree was sprayed with more milk. The milf screamed once more. Commoncunt had expected him to do that, but she still wasn’t ready for the searing pain anyway. “Are we even going to keep her that long?”


    “We might,” replied George and took a big sip from his beer. “If she behaves, of course”.


    “Raping the same cunt longer than a month?” said Nate. “She isn’t even a perky teen. Look at her, she isn’t even crying or begging for mercy? We’ll be bored in a week, maybe less.”


    “Not if she does her best to entertain us in interesting ways,” said George, and patted the woman on the head. “She is a smart woman, we know as much. She is still very beautiful too. I bet she is as good a fuck as the farmer’s daughter we played with last week.”


    “Only one way to find out,” said Ronald. “Let’s gangrape the whore in the exact same way, eh?” All agreed. Ronald finally jumped down, and the milf exhaled with momentary relief.


    She had only a second to relax before the boy grabbed her by the hair and jerked her head violently to the side. He dragged her naked body along the tree trunk and pulled her over it. She fell on her stomach. Her lungs evacuated with the impact.


    At that moment, George decided to help Ronald and started to untie some of her binds. Her head was placed onto a Y-shaped branch stuck in the middle of the trunk. Only then she realized that this wasn’t a random fallen tree. It was carved and modified to tie captured rapemeat on. She noticed the old, discolored, nasty looking ropes tied around it. It was peppered with dark stains that gave her dread.


    The boys quickly tied her wrists and ankles around their makeshift rape-bed. It was immediately obvious from their speed and coordination that this wasn’t their first time doing this. When they were done, she was hugging the tree like a koala bear. Her huge tits was wrapped around the Y-shaped branch that held her head high, with her full lips at cock level. All three of her holes were now easily accessible for her captors.


    The terrified woman silently waited as the boys argued over the order in which she was going to be raped. They soon agreed to do dry rotation and go through all her holes. She didn’t exactly know what a ‘dry rotation’ was, but she figured that they weren’t going to cum in her until everyone had fucked each hole at least once. The casual way the boys talked about the order and the ways to ‘destroy her fuckholes’ tripled the horror her brain was engulfed in. She knew that this night would be the longest of her life.


    As the boys ironed out the remaining kinks of their plan to violate the milf, she tried to mitigate her panic by focusing on the campfire gleefully dancing a few meters away. Her naked body was still shivering from the cold, but the warm colors of the flames had a soothing effect on her anyway. She always liked the image of a warm—.


    —Suddenly her view of the fire was obscured by a dark silhouette. Suddenly Ronald jumped in front of her, grabbed her head from both sides, and rammed his steely-hard cock in her surprised mouth. Without even letting her breathe, he started to fuck her face pussy brutally.


    Before she could adapt to his unexpected assault on her face, she felt another hard rod pressing against the entrance of her pussy. Her panic surged, her eyes almost fell out of their sockets, and she violently struggled against her restraints.


    She had been raped in the face multiple times since she was enslaved: First by Eddie a few days ago, then by the gang at Girl-Mart earlier that day, and now by Ronald… But this was the first time she felt a cock touching her genital area. She had never been dicked down by any man other than her husband in her entire life. And now, one of her former students was patiently poking around her clit and labia with his huge thing. She shuddered with fear and… excitement?


    She wasn’t sure what she felt exactly, but it wasn’t just pure terror. Nested deep inside the panic, there was this elusive feeling, almost impossible to identify…


    She didn’t have time to think about it long enough anyway. After teasing and massaging the entrance of the milf’s fuckhole for a while, George suddenly shoved his dick in her. Her muscles resisted to this new assailant only for a moment, and then immediately surrendered to his youthful strength. The organ made its way deep into her and rammed into her cervix. She let out a scream that was muffled by Ronald’s fat cock fucking her throat.


    “Yeah! Spit-roast that whore!” shouted Nate gleefully, and threw his emptied bottle towards her. She got hit on her right shoulder and flinched in pain. All the boys were tipsy already.


    The boys double-ending the teacher didn’t really need any encouragement. In a few seconds, they were fucking her at full speed. She had been brutally facialized and fucked by her husband many times before, of course. But this was the first time she ever found herself sandwiched between two rapists. It was an incredibly intense experience, to say the least.


    Soon the others began to complain, and the two boys reluctantly pulled their dicks out of the delirious milf. She barely had time to breathe before two others took their places. This time Nathan’s cock was in her throat and Arthur was fucking her pussy. Commoncunt was overwhelmed by the same feeling she was introduced to at the Girl-Mart blowbang several hours ago. She was being passed around like a worthless fucktoy once more. It was a deeply dehumanizing, degrading experience. Still, she felt that strange tingle again, behind all that humiliation and pain.


    Commoncunt’s first double violation went on for hours. For the first hour the boys took turns fucking her holes one by one. They were occasionally ejaculating in her exhausted mouth when they absolutely had to, since no creampies were allowed during a dry rotation. After the 7th or 8th mouthful she was ordered to swallow Commoncunt stopped counting. It was definitely in the double-digits by now. By the third hour, each boy had fed her at least twice, some three times. They were taking breaks, chatting, drinking beer, and snacking the entire time, but neither her mouth nor her pussy was left unfuckked more than a few minutes. She was constantly in use.


    She was exhausted. Her entire body was bruised from all the slaps and stuff thrown at her. Her belly and the underside of her big tits were scuffed and hurting like hell. Her cheeks were red from the slaps. She had expected Ronald to get violent during her violation, but what had given her poor cheeks this bright color were Darren’s heavy slaps. Apparently it was his specialty.


    Another slap landed on her left cheek. She barely screamed this time. She had no strength left after getting pummeled on both ends for several hours. She felt woozy and sick. Her stomach was full of liters of jizz, and her heavily battered butt felt numb. She felt like dying.


    Darren slapped the poor woman again and shoved his cock in her mouth once more. As he started to fuck her face with an incredible speed, George took her pussy from behind. “I think it’s time to fill the whore up to the brim, eh boys?” he asked with the crookedest, drunkest grin. Nods and affirmative lewd remarks followed. All were now intoxicated, entirely without inhibitions.


    The poor milf, who was about to pass out from exhaustion, couldn’t help herself but marvel at the speed and power with which the boys continued to rape her after several hours. To her chagrin, they were young and strong, and they had exceptional resistance to alcohol. She had been hoping for a couple of them to pass out after the first few rounds of beers, but they had kept going.


    The boys got faster and more brutal. Commoncunt was in incredible pain, but she was now sure that these two were burning through their last remaining bits of energy. Sure enough, they started to throb and shake one after another and exploded in her well-used holes. She quickly swallowed the sticky, salty, gooey fluid Darren pumped into her gullet without thinking. She had been ordered to do so at the beginning of the rape, and slapped silly whenever she had failed to obey as quickly as they wanted. She was a smart woman. She had immediately taken the lesson to heart and drank everything they unloaded in her mouth without any hesitation.


    What felt entirely different was the explosion that took place deep in her vagina. George’s big fat dick was buried in her completely, pumping her with load after load. It was the tiny bit that made her violation complete. When her tired vaginal muscles finished draining his balls dry, he slowly pulled the organ out. She was so full, the warm goo followed the path of the cock’s retreat and oozed out of her gaping hole. Darren chose the exact same moment to pull out of her mouth. More cum leaked down her chin.
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    At that moment, with jizz gushing out of her on both ends, she finally succumbed to exhaustion and her blushing naked body fell limp on the makeshift rape-horse.

  


    03


    Commoncunt was woken up by a scratching noise coming from behind. Still groggy, she tried to turn back to see, but the ropes that secured her neck painfully reminded her where she was. Her naked, well-used body was still tied on the makeshift rape-horse made out of a fallen tree trunk in the middle of the camping area. She was covered in cum, sweat, and spit, sticky goo leaking out of her sore holes. The campfire was dying with only a few smoldering pieces of wood gleaming in the bluish night. She was freezing.


    As far as she could gather, there was someone behind her, cutting the ropes that held her ankles on either side of the trunk. Her legs were freed one by one. She felt relief and gratitude. Her belly and the insides of her thighs were hurting like hell. The bark was peeled off and the surface was smoothed, either on purpose or through heavy use, but her sensitive skin was scraped red where it touched the tree anyway. The burning pain was so intense, she feared that her body was disfigured horribly.


    “Don’t worry Ms Watson,” said her ‘rescuer’ as he finished cutting her legs loose and walked around to cut the ties that bound her wrists. It was Darren, with a surprisingly warm smile. “We’ll give you a nice bath and you’ll feel all refreshed again.”


    “T-thank you,” responded the woman, still confused. She resented her own words immediately. Why did she thank her rapist like that? This boy was one of the five who had trussed her on this awful thing and raped her like a piece of meat for hours. And he had slapped her in the face tens of times as he did it.


    Then her impotent rage turned into fear, when she remembered what she was told earlier. “Never speak unless asked a question.” Was she out of line? Did the boy ask her a question? No, it was just a statement. Her fear intensified. She braced for another slap or worse.


    Darren smiled again, when he noticed the alarm on the woman’s face. “Relax. I won’t hurt you. As long as you act like a good doggie.” He finished untying her and wrapped a long piece of rope around her neck again. “Now, remind me Ms Watson. What does a dog say?”


    “Woof!” replied the woman after a long pause of indecision. Her voice was barely audible, despite the serene quiet of the woods.


    “What was that? I didn’t hear. Try again, doggie.”


    “Woof!” she repeated. A couple of tears escaped the corners of her eyes.


    “That’s more like it. Come, let’s go down the creek and clean you up, doggie. Heel!”


    He turned and walked without waiting for a response. The rope tightened and violently pulled her debilitated body forward. She rushed on her weak arms and legs to catch up with the boy. Her face contorted with agony as sticks and gravel bit into her palms and knees.


    Once again, she felt awkward and clumsy as she crawled. The previous day aside, she had never had to bitchwalk in her life. Her husband used to drag her around the house on all fours while he was utilizing her, of course, but that was nothing compared to the pain and shame she felt at the moment.


    Along the winding path she started to notice unusual things. A broken phone, torn clothes, cut ropes, rusty metal objects… Her heart filled with dread again. She already knew that she wasn’t the first female ‘guest’ of this campsite, but the number of torn clothing items was alarmingly high.


    “13,” said the boy. “In case you are wondering. You are the 14th woman we brought here.”


    She shivered.


    “You are the first one we legally own, though. All the others we kidnapped.”


    The woman waited for him to continue and say something like “then we let them go a few days later,” but he didn’t. She shivered again.


    After a long crawl, they reached a creek peacefully flowing unaware of the horrors that happened a few hundred meters away. The sun was now trying to climb the other side of the hills ahead, and the horizon was lined with a golden hue. The soothing sound of the water immediately had an effect on her distressed mind, but the constant fear she had been feeling since yesterday proved to be impossible to fully uproot. She stopped by the edge of the cool water and waited for further commands.


    “Go ahead,” said Darren, and sat down on a big rock with her leash firmly in his hand. “Clean yourself. Have a drink. You have 5 minutes.”


    Bianca looked at the boy for a second and slowly crawled into the cool clear water. The water was freezing as expected.
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    She crawled until she was immersed up to her neck. She was parched. She dipped her lips into the water and started to drink.


    After she had quenched her thirst fully, she sat down and started to rub her grimy, filthy body frantically. Layers of semen that had dried on her skin quickly dissolved and floated away. She was overcome by a sense of relief. She leaned back to put her head in the water and closed her eyes. She waited for a long while like that, fully immersed, until she felt a rough tug on the rope tied around her neck.


    “Time’s up, doggie. Come here!”


    She reluctantly got back on her hands and knees and crawled out of the water. The illusion of escape that the water had provided was short-lived.


    Darren wrapped the rope around his arm as she approached but didn’t pull. She stopped and waited at his feet, too scared to look into his eyes. She expected him to stand up and lead her back to the camp for another long, painful, humiliating rape session.


    “Are you hungry?” he asked instead.


    “Yes,” said the woman with a low, timid voice.


    “Very well.” He reached in his pocket and produced a candy bar. “Quick energy. You’ll need it.”


    Bianca hated candy. She had always been careful about her diet and had stayed away from sugar all her adult life. It was probably why she had been able to keep her form into her forties. But she wasn’t a wife and a teacher any more. She was but a piece of meat, a mindless fucktoy to five young men. She no longer had rights, wants, preferences, choices…


    And she was starving. She timidly raised her hand to pick the candy, expecting him to pull it back and mock her, or something. He didn’t move. So she swiftly picked the bar and threw it into her mouth. She chewed it for a couple of seconds and swallowed it as quickly as possible.


    “Thank you,” she said with her eyes directed at his feet.


    “No problem, Ms Watson” smiled the boy. “I told you. If you be a good doggie, you’ll get rewards. If you be a bad doggie…” He stopped and made a face. “You don’t wanna know. Better not find out, eh?”


    She nodded frantically. She didn’t want to find out.


    “I know you’re scared out of your mind. And you should be, to be honest. After all, you are at the mercy of five brutal assholes in the middle of nowhere. Nobody knows where you are. Nobody knows what will happen to you.” He paused for a moment. “And frankly, nobody cares either. Not your kids, not your ex husband. Your friends, colleagues, they all already have forgotten about you. Some were sad when they heard about your fall, at least for a few days, I’m sure. But then they felt relieved because it didn’t happen to them. You are now but a horror story to tell. They will suck their husbands’ cocks with bigger devotion and gratitude, in order not to end up like you. Think about it, Ms. Watson, you made them better women. That was your last act as a teacher.”


    Commoncunt bowed her head to hide the latest wave of humiliation the boy’s words had launched. Tears gushed out of her eyes again.


    “Aaww! There there,” said Darren and patted her on the head. “Don’t be so sad. It isn’t that bad. We’ll take care of you now. We’ll keep you for a while. A few month of this, and after we’re bored of you, who knows. Maybe we can sell you to a brothel or something.”


    She tried to stop her sobbing in vain and looked up with teary eyes. “You’re not going to kill me after… this?”


    Darren threw his head back and laughed aloud. ““Hah-hah! Kill you? No, of course not. We paid good money for you, Ms. Watson. You can’t escape that easily.” His laughter died down eventually. “But of course, you were cheap. It wouldn’t be that big a loss if something happened to you.” He grinned.


    She shivered again and bowed her head down in fear. Her wet body was already trembling from the cold.


    This time he reached and grabbed her by the hair to raise her head back up. “Relax. We know that you’ll be a good doggie, and we won’t have to worry about that, right?” He let he head go again, and started to unzip his pants. “Now. come and get the rest of your breakfast. and I’ll give you your shot.”


    She sighed and waited for him to pull out his erect cock. She slowly approached him and put her lips on the tip. It felt rock hard, like a big bullet ready to fire into her mouth.


    “Hold it!” he said and stabbed the woman on her shoulder with a the single-use injector. She felt a sharp pain for moment, but it quickly dissipated. “You need your meds, doggie. So these beauties can keep producing that sweet titty juice, eh?” He slapped her huge boobs dangling from her chest. Drops of milk sprayed the ground below.


    As soon as he gave her the green light, she wrapped her full lips around the head of the cock again. She gathered her strength and started to lick it as well as she could. The thing slowly slid in her mouth and hit the back of throat. She didn’t even consciously tried to deepthroat it, but it happened easily. It was as if her body was adapting to her situation better than her mind. She was confused for a moment. Was she getting better at this, against her will?


    She heard a “good girl” from the boy. The sound of appreciation in his voice encouraged her, once again, against her will. She started to suck him more enthusiastically. It almost felt like two different minds inhabited her body. One was the scared mother, and the other was a skilled whore. She rationalized it immediately. It must have been simple self preservation. Her body was trying to save her from a gruesome end whether her conscious self liked it or not.
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    “You’re doing fine, doggie,” said Darren, as the woman continued to suck on his huge cock with surprising fervor and competence. “This is much better than yesterday, eh? I guess you were rather befuddled yesterday. After all, we kept cramming our filthy dicks in your mouth one after another. We didn’t let you perform at all.” He patted her on the head again. “But here you are, sucking cock like a pro. Well done.”


    The emphatic ‘well done’ she received gave Commoncunt another unexpected boost. She was now fully committed to her humiliating, filthy task. Her mind was losing the battle against her body. Her anxiety was almost fully gone. What was she worried about earlier? She couldn’t even remember where she was for a moment. The only thing she cared about was her duty… She was there to please this young man’s cock.


    “Wow!” he chuckled. “The guy told us about this but I frankly didn’t believe him. This shit really works wonders. He looked at the single-use injector with a grin and threw it away.


    “Now listen, Commoncunt,” he whispered as the woman continued to suck his cock madly, “This is your favorite cock! You love to suck this cock! You need to serve this cock.”


    He grabbed her by the hair and pulled her up to look into her eyes. “Say it!”


    “Yours is the best… My favorite cock. I love to suck it, Darren!” replied the woman. Please, please let me…”


    “Good doggie!” said the boy and let her hair go. Commoncunt immediately bowed back down and continued to suck the organ with renewed enthusiasm, lust, and hunger.


    It took her only a few minutes to make the boy throb and explode. She drank it all without missing a drop and pulled away gratefully.


    “Well done,” said Darren as he zipped his pants up. “Let’s wait here a few more minutes. The immediate affects of the drug will pass in a moment, but you’ll be calmer and more pliant for the next couple of days.


    “Thank you,” replied the woman. The overwhelming haze was slowly dissipating now. She could hear her own thoughts again. She was still confused about what had just happened, but she was no longer trembling despite the freezing cold. A warm feeling was spreading around her body, rejuvenating her weakened limbs.


    After a while, Darren stood up and pulled her leash. “You’re still hungry, aren’t you Commoncunt?” he asked. “Come on, I’m sure the guys will be more than happy to feed you more.”


    ‘Commoncunt? The guys?’ The woman suddenly remembered where she was. She belonged to five young men now. She was there to provide them comfort and pleasure with her body. She was a sex slave. Her name was Commoncunt.


    “Yes sir,” she replied and started to crawl behind her favorite master.

  


    04


    Bianca Watson loved the outdoors. She loved being out in nature. One of her favorite things had been hiking with her colleagues and friends Francine, Ingrid and Wendy. They used to go to Cunton female preserve during no-hunting season and to spend the entire day there, walking and bird-watching. Whenever they managed to get permission from their husbands, they would even spent the night in one of those little bungalows.


    Now, during her trip from the creek to the campsite, she was suddenly hit by a memory of one of those mornings in the preserve. She slowly remembered random things about her friends and the things they did, the stuff they talked about. She remembered the face Francine made when she tried tequila for the first time, the ugly stitching on Wendy’s old backpack, and the way Ingrid ran when she thought she saw a venomous snake. She felt warm and happy as the blurry blobs of memory came into focus and started to make sense.


    The morning breeze and the soothing noises of the woods felt very familiar. If it wasn’t for the confusingly satisfying blowjob she had given to her former student by the creek a few minutes ago, and the fact that she was being led by a leash, naked on all fours… this could have felt like one of those mornings.


    As she followed Darren like an obedient little puppy, she continued to remember more about her former life. She remembered why they had stopped going to those trips a while ago.


    Francine had been enslaved and sold to a brothel first. Then Wendy had disappeared without notice. They had never known what had happened to her. After that, Ingrid and Bianca had stopped visiting the preserve. They had even stopped seeing each other outside of work. They had known what was coming, and they had chosen to wait alone for the inevitable.


    The more she remembered, the less familiar the morning felt. She remembered her enslavement, the food trough, Eddie’s visit, her resale, and the violent gangrape from last night, in vivid detail.


    Surprisingly, this horrible sequence of life-destroying events resurfacing one after another didn’t overwhelm her or push her into a panic attack. Even though she knew how awful each memory was, she felt numb to them. She remained surprisingly calm. She felt ready and strong enough to face all the indignity and pain her new status as a sex slave would bring.


    … At first.


    Soon the dread began to grow as they approached the camp site. She saw the smoke coming out of the rekindled fire first, then the voices of the boys got louder and louder. At that moment she knew that she was about to suffer another bout of humiliation and rape at the hands of her former students.


    “Good, you cleaned her up already?” said Nate as he placed a weathered tripod over the fire in order to prepare breakfast for the rape gang. He and Arthur were the only ones up apparently.


    Darren nodded and tied the rope to the fallen trunk she had spent the night on. The length of rope gave her freedom to crawl about, but she immediately sat on her heels and waited for commands. Her brain was still not working in full capacity, she felt, but she was fully aware of her surroundings now. Her body was full of energy despite of the rough treatment she had gotten the day before. She was ready to spring into action if ordered.


    “One of the vials is missing. Did you give her the injection already?” asked Arthur. Darren nodded with a smile. Arthur approached to the strangely lively looking slavecunt and examined her beautiful mature visage intently. “You should have waited for a couple of days. They probably gave her some of that stuff back in the store yesterday. If we overdose her, she could turn into one of those mindless milk cows.”


    “So what” shrugged Nate as he cracked a few eggs on the huge pan. “Isn’t that what the drug supposed to do? You said it yourself yesterday, it is a bovinizing agent.”


    “Not exactly a bovinizing agent. I think it’s just one part of it. It regulates milk production and temperament of cows. You cannot bovinize a woman fully without surgery,” corrected Arthur. “Still, be careful with the doses. You could break her mind if you juice her up too frequently.”


    “Fine!” said Darren and waved his hand dismissively. “You give her the next injection, if you like.”


    “So what happened immediately after you drugged her?” asked Arthur and grabbed Commoncunt by her hair. He unzipped his pants, took his semi-erect cock out and casually shoved it into her mouth. Commoncunt immediately started to suck on his shaft with an eagerness neither one expected to see.
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    “That was the effect,” grinned Darren pointing to Commoncunt’s enthusiastic bobs. “She turned into an appreciative whore in heat, just like that. That stuff is great, I tell you. If it was up to me, I’d give it to her twice a day.”


    “Well, you can’t,” replied Arthur as he enjoyed the blowjob. “Even if we didn’t care about the danger of overdose, this stuff isn’t that cheap. We will end up spending more on drugs than the cunt itself.”


    “Yeah, drugs cost money, but beating her with a stick is free,” chimed in Ronald as he exited his tent. “Bring it over here, Artie! Let’s share.”


    A few minutes later, the group was sitting around the roaring campfire, enjoying their breakfast and various holes of Commoncunt. She kept crawling around from one boy to the next as they stuffed their faces with eggs and bacon. Most of them let her suck their cocks, enjoying her drug-induced enthusiasm to the fullest. Ronald and Nate chose to fuck her in the ass instead.


    After making two full tours around the breakfast rape circle, Commoncunt was let to rest for a while. She was allowed to swallow all she sucked, but she was still very hungry. She was conditioned to survive on the disgusting mulch she was fed at Girl-Mart, every morning around this time, so her body was on full alert. Of course the 10-second trough wasn’t coming for her today.


    While she tried to ignore the desperate noises coming from her stomach, she heard footsteps approaching and straightened up. Once again her juiced-up mind surprised her with a troubling mixture of dread and excitement. She turned and saw Darren. He smiled. Bianca smiled back. She felt relief. “Better Darren than the others,” she thought, in an attempt to rationalize the slight elation she felt, but deep down it was almost like she was happy to see him coming.


    Darren crouched down and emptied the scraps on the pan in front of her. “You must be hungry,” he smiled and pointed to the pieces of bacon and eggs on the ground. “Go ahead. Eat, doggie!”


    The Milf looked at the scraps covered in dirt for a second and turned to Darren with pleading eyes. Did he really expect her to eat this disgusting stuff like an animal?


    Of course he did. She was now but an animal, after all. Even lower than that, actually. She reluctantly backed up a step and fell down on all fours. She slowly bowed down to take the least dirty looking piece in her mouth.


    “Hold it!” George commanded before she could grab it. She froze. “This is not a local slut we kidnap, rape, and dispose of. Since we’ll keep her for a while, we should train her, eh? You know, like a proper slave.”


    “Sure,” said Darren. “But we never trained women. Frankly, I don’t know the first thing to do.”


    “Right. neither did I.” said George and turned to Arthur, who had just arrived to enjoy the spectacle. “You must know a thing or two about that Artie. You’re the bookworm of the group”


    “Anyone who read a traffic sign once would be considered a bookworm among elite intellectuals such as yourselves,” smirked Arthur. “But yes, I remember browsing through an old female training manual a while ago.”


    He crouched and looked at the milf’s face slowly turning white with growing fear. “Our little milk cow looks awfully pale, don’t you think?” he observed. “You’re right,” said Darren and slapped the woman hard on both cheeks. Bianca stumbled to one side and to the other, and stared at Darren in full shock. Why would her favorite master hit her like that all of a sudden? Had she made a mistake?


    “Yes,” exclaimed Arthur with a grin, “we’re obviously on the same page. We can slap-train her.”


    “Slap-training?”


    “Nothing to it. We just slap her in specific ways instead of giving verbal commands. Let’s say, one slap on the left cheek means suck. Two consequent slaps on the right ass-cheek means bring me a cold brew. A slap on the left boob means stick out your hands to be handcuffed. Stuff like that.”


    “I like it!” laughed George. “But I’m a fan of verbal humiliation too, to be honest.”


    “We can use both,” joined Roland. “Actually, we can each train her in our own way, forcing her to learn five different complex sets of rules. Imagine the mental pressure that would put on her.” He slapped the woman in the butt hard to make his point. “A slave in training almost always fucks up and gets punished frequently. A slave with five different trainings would fuck up five times more, I imagine.”


    All laughed in agreement. Commoncunt turned paler in fear, which prompted a couple more slaps from Darren.


    “Very well. From now on, one on the left cheek and two on the right means ‘eat.’” said the boy as he slapped the woman’s beautiful face in that particular order. “Do you you understand, Commoncunt?”


    Bianca nodded apprehensively.


    “And a slap on each tit means put your butt in the air and get ready for an ass pounding,” added Ronald, and he smacked her tits so hard, milk spurted out of her tender nipples. He stared at the woman tearing up with shame and pain for second. After a brief moment of confusion, she realized that she was given her first ‘slap orders’ and immediately fell back on her hands and knees. She began eating the scraps of the floor like a well-trained dog, and Ronald shoved his big fat hog in her ass the next second.


    Another long day of her training as a shared common sex slave was just starting.


    [image: ]

  


    05


    The rest of Commoncunt’s second day at the camp was not as violent as her first. Her five rapists were more relaxed and easygoing. They didn’t hurt her as much, and they barely paid attention to her while they weren’t using one of her holes.


    She kept following them around on her hands and knees like a good dog. She was drugged out of her mind of course. The stuff she had been injected with at Girl-mart was a magical concoction that kept females docile and horny, and she was well-aware of its effects back at the store. But the dose she was given this morning was much stronger. She was living a fever dream in which she had to serve and please men in every way she could. Her brain was engulfed in a thick haze that obscured everything but cocks.


    Luckily her new owners kept fucking her twice an hour.


    The day passed by very quickly as she served the boys one after another. When the sun started to slowly disappear behind the trees, Nate untied her from the worn log and led her away from the camp to pick up wood for the campfire. She made two trips with bunches of sticks and logs on her back. Serving as a lowly beast of burden felt natural and normal to her. She was happy to be useful.


    She continued to suck cock during dinner. The embarrassment and apprehension was almost completely gone now. It was her duty, her new life.


    Then, gradually, she started to regain her mental faculties. A moment ago she was having a lucid dream in which she was deepthroating Arthur… then she suddenly found herself deepthroating Arthur. Her eyes widened and watered. Her breathing quickened. Shame hit her first, then came fear. She felt a searing pain on her bruised knees and palms. The rough dirty rope around her neck burned her sensitive skin, and her arched back was hurting like hell too. The drugs were wearing off.


    The sudden change in her mood didn’t go unnoticed. Arthur put his empty plate aside and looked down. He grinned after examining the woman’s face intently.


    “Are you back, Ms Watson?”


    Bianca didn’t know how to respond. She blinked once and continued to suck on the boy’s fat rod. She was too scared to stop or displease him. She didn’t want to be beaten again.


    “Ah-hah! Not as enthusiastic as before, but I think I enjoy the fear in your eyes more than that blank bimbo stare.” Arthur grabbed her hair to take full control of her head, and then started to move it up and down on his dick like a masturbatory toy. In a few seconds, he was ready to ejaculate down her gullet. He pushed her down to bury the entire length in her throat and started to unload the contents of his balls. Bianca choked and gagged in panic, but managed to swallow it all. Her body was certainly getting used to this treatment, regardless of her state of mind.


    Once he was done, Arthur pulled her hair back, and handed her head over to Ronald who was sitting to his right. The poor woman barely had a chance to draw a breath before the next dick was mercilessly shoved in her face pussy.


    An aggressive facerape followed. Commoncunt expected it from Ronald, who was the most violent of the bunch. She was grateful when he unloaded in her mouth a few minutes later, and handed her to Nate. Her head was passed around for a while like a ball until all the boys were spent.


    Only then she had a chance to catch her breath and eat her scraps while the boys relaxed with a few beers around the revitalized campfire.


    “Commoncunt! come here!”


    She quickly raised her head and looked at the lightly inebriated group. “What are you waiting for, you stupid hag,” yelled George, “come here!”


    She nervously scampered towards her owner and sat on her heels in front of him. George grabbed her rope and pulled the woman to himself. He turned her around and sat her on his lap, Then began playing with his toy’s engorged milkers. Her face contorted in pain when he decided to pinch her overly sensitive nipples and spurt milk towards the fire.
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    “Yes!” exclaimed Nate with a sudden surge of excitement. “What about the story of Janet? The way we-”


    “No, let’s start with Hailey,” Ronald interrupted. “She was her student too.”


    “Ah yes,” agreed George. “Do you remember Hailey, Ms Watson? Hailey Morton… or was it Mortens? Whatever, she was one of our classmates.”


    Bianca nodded apprehensively. George’s warm breath reeked meat and beer, and his rough hands were ruthlessly torturing her sensitive tits. She vaguely remembered a Hailey. She was a shy, quiet blonde.


    “The story of Hailey starts on her 18th birthday,” began George. The slut was stupid enough to invite some of her old friends to her birthday party which she held at a seedy night club. Of course, she had no idea that the five of her old classmates were on the lookout for their next victim.”


    “She was fuckmeat number four, right?”


    “Five,” corrected Arthur. “Fiona was the fourth.”


    “Ah yes,” said Nate. “Dee, farmer girl, that barmaid, then Fiona.”


    “Stop interrupting the story,” frowned George and pinched the enslaved teacher’s right nipple hard, as if he was trying to punish his buddies by proxy. Commoncunt bit her lips, but couldn’t stop a pained whimper from escaping. The sound amused George and made him pinch even harder a few more times.


    “Before the boring ass party ended, the five boys left the club and prepared an ambush at the parking lot. Soon the birthday girl said her goodbyes and left. Unfortunately she never made it to her car. Someone came from behind and hit her on the head. She was quickly tied up and thrown into the trunk of a car.”


    “The rape-mobile!” exclaimed Nate cheerfully, but he shut up when the empty beer bottle George threw grazed his head and hit the tree behind him.


    “As I was saying,” George continued. “She was loaded to the rape-mobile and taken to a secluded camping area for an after-party. Certainly not a boring one like that snooze-fest at the club.”


    At that point George palmed his former teacher’s huge tits and squeezed hard. She whimpered again. He pulled her back to speak directly into her right ear. His nasty breath made Bianca flinch when he continued to recount the story.


    “The men tore her clothes and threw them in the fire. She wouldn’t need them any more, after all. First the expensive blouse daddy had bought for his princess. Then the long skirt. The white cotton panties were the last to burn. At that point, she woke up and found herself tied-up in the middle of nowhere, completely naked, surrounded by five men dying to rape her to oblivion.”


    Bianca shuddered and swallowed when George breathed the word oblivion into her ear. She suddenly felt very cold, even though she was only a couple of meters away from the roaring campfire.


    George chuckled at her response and continued to tell his spooky story. “The men wanted to try something else this time. So they tied her wrists and ankles between two trees, stretching her untouched naked body in the air, like a big letter X made out of fuckmeat. Imagine how beautiful and mouth-watering she looked! Like a juicy little fly caught in the spider’s web. Fear in her beautiful green eyes, tears running down her blushing cheeks, her well-endowed chest and virginal pussy fully exposed, begging, crying, cursing and screaming, and then begging and crying again. Right over there!” He pointed to the two trees behind the fire.


    It took the woman a second to notice the old, frazzled ropes tied to the branches above and around the bases of the two trees. Her frenzied brain immediately made the scene in the story materialize before her blaring eyes. Poor Hailey, confused and scared out of of her mind, hanging in the air like a piece of mint-condition fucktoy. Bianca could even hear her desperate screams and pleads in her head.


    “The men were patient. They took their time. They waited for her to run out of tears and pleads. When she ran out of energy and hope, they took their dicks out and shoved them in her untouched fuckholes, both of them, one by one, again and again. She screamed in pain and wept, begged for mercy, and it made it much better, a lot more enjoyable. They liked it when girls begged and cried, you see. It was music to their ears. It whipped them into a frenzy. Like a pack of hungry wolves, they raped her front and back, together, for hours.”


    George paused and prompted Bianca to visualize the scene again with another harsh squeeze of her milk-filled boobs. She took a deep breath to alleviate the pain. “Listen,” he urged after a few seconds, “try to hear her screams, Commoncunt. Please, she cried, please don’t take my chastity! Please, not in my ass! Please, not in both holes! Please don’t hurt me! Please don’t whip me! No more! No more, please!”
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    Another pinch of her nipples made Bianca flinch again. “But they did. Fucked, sodomized, and beat her again and again, non-stop. It lasted for hours. They kept taking turns. She passed out and woke up again, then passed out once more. They didn’t care. They continued to use her body for their pleasure. She didn’t have to be conscious, anyway. She was warm, and her holes were wet. That was enough.”


    “Of curse, they eventually had to stop. It was late. They were drunk, getting sleepy. So they went to bed and let her hang there until morning. Do you know what happened in the morning, Commoncunt?”


    “You… I mean… t-they started to rape her again,” stammered the woman, trying her best to fend off an impending panic attack.


    “Oh yeah, They cut her down and forced her onto her knees. They tied her to a tree and started to defile the only untouched hole on her.”


    George paused again. Bianca interpreted this silence as a question. “Her mouth?” she asked.


    “Her face pussy!” George snickered and forced the milf onto her knees, in basic fellation position. Bianca immediately realized what was going to happen next. George grabbed her by the hair like they always did, and prepared to penetrate the teacher orally. But before he made the final move, he went on to rant about poor Hailey.


    “The little slut had no idea. She didn’t know what to do. Until that day, she’d never had a dick shoved in that pretty mouth of hers, through those fuckable full lips, stuck into that tight, warm throat. A gorgeous 18 year-old blonde, never sucked a cock, can you believe that? Such a waste! Such a disgusting, unnatural, outrageous waste! So, the men had to right that wrong immediately. It was a moral obligation, you see. They had to make her pay for her irresponsible negligence, her crimes against nature. They had to teach her a valuable lesson.”


    Then he grabbed his erect dick and thrust it into Commoncunt’s awaiting mouth.


    “They fucked that hole like madmen. They never let her rest, talk, breathe. Each cock was replaced by another immediately. They rammed it in, skullfucked the little whore without mercy, emptied loads of semen down her throat, took it out so the next dick can start all over, and got to the back of the queue. Rinse and repeat. For hours and hours. Can you imagine it, Ms. Watson?”


    Commoncunt looked up as she nervously sucked on the boy’s diamond-hard rod and nodded. Of course, she could imagine it well. Not only because George was a surprisingly good, visual story-teller, but because she had experienced something like that already… many times, since the day before.


    “Ah! That mouth!” Nate yelled. “Sweet Hailey! She was untrained and inexperienced, for sure. But that was a wonderful fuckhole, nevertheless. I can still feel her panicked tongue and muffled screams of terror on my dick sometimes.” This time no bottles flew over his head. George wasn’t mad. Was the story over?


    George continued to fuck the middle-aged brunette’s face for a while without saying anything. She felt uneasy. Strangely, she wanted to hear the rest of the story. “What happened to that poor thing after such a horrible, merciless gangrape,” she wondered.


    Apparently her young master wasn’t going to continue. The other four didn’t seem willing to pick up where he left off either. They were busy reminiscing about their favorite parts of that rape and exchanging undecipherable inside jokes about whatever happened back then. Bianca listened intently and desperately tried to catch clues and hints about Hailey’s fate. She got nothing, except a few loads of George’s warm sticky jizz, for the millionth time since morning.


    When George was finished with her and kicked her away, she sat back on her heels obediently and swallowed the cum in her mouth. Then she gathered all her courage and asked: “After you were finished with Hailey… What d-did you… W-what happened to her?”
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    “Now what?”


    Darren pushed the former teacher away after cumming in her mouth. Bianca swallowed the warm semen she was rewarded with, sat back on her heels, and waited for her next command.


    She was a smart woman, and the weekend had been long and intense enough for her to learn what was expected from her. The night before had been especially informative about the possible consequences of disobedience or failure to satisfy her new owners. The ominous story George had told about Hailey terrified the woman to death, even though she had never gotten to hear the ending. She couldn’t sleep at all. She hadn’t had much time anyway. The boys had woken up very early, prepared breakfast as usual and fucked her sore throat a few times. She was getting used to this regular treatment.


    “Now we pack up and go back home,” mumbled Ronald after stuffing the last piece of his breakfast sandwich in his mouth. “What? You wanna stay another day? I wish I could have a three-day weekend. Boy, I envy people who work from home. Unfortunately, I have to be at the workshop before 8 o’clock.”


    Darren laughed and waved his hand. “Yeah, I have it good. But I was talking about our new acquisition over here.” He patted Commoncunt on the head as if she was a dog. “We never had to deal with our playthings on a Monday morning before. This is uncharted territory. The first cunt we legally own. How are we gonna do this?”


    “We can leave her here,” Ronald said. Tie her to a tree, leave her some water and food scraps.”


    “Don’t be ridiculous,” dismissed George. “Leave a bound naked woman in the woods for a week? She wouldn’t survive a single night. We’ll take her back. There is five of us, so everyone will keep her for a day until we come back here next weekend.”


    “What? I have to keep this whore for a day?” Ronald was visibly frustrated. “It’s easy for you to say. You guys all have your own places. I still live with my parents.”


    “I keep telling you, come live with me, dude,” said Nate. “I have an extra room.”


    Ronald responded with a dismissive hand wave. “I guess I can keep her in the cabinet in the basement. There must be an old mattress somewhere down there to rape her on.” He paused for a moment. “Wait! Since we are keeping this one, are we supposed to feed her regularly, keep her clean and stuff? Fuck! That’s too much trouble, man!”


    “And costly too,” added Nate.


    All heads turned to Arthur in an eerily synchronized way, who immediately started to calculate aloud. “Let’s see. A bag of slavefeed is 19.99, or as low as 13-15 bucks if you buy store brand crap. A bag roughly has 40 servings… Combined with daily cum intake, it should keep her alive and fuckable for a month. So, that’s 3 bucks per person. It’s nothing. No need to buy fancy torture equipment when we can use stuff laying around in the house instead. A trained, obedient woman like Ms Watson requires no extra restraints, cages, or gags. The only expense would be the drugs, if everybody thinks keeping her docile and milky is absolutely necessary. I’d say she’d cost each of us 15-20 bucks a month at most.”


    “See?” said George with satisfied smirk, “that’s just several trips to the local pizza place.”


    “Yeah, but all that trouble… I don’t know. I was happy with what we had been doing so far. Kidnap, rape, and discard. No worries.”


    Bianca raised her eyes and looked at Ronald with renewed fear in her eyes. What did he mean by ‘discard,’ she wondered.


    “Women aren’t just for raping, dude. They can be much more than that,” said Darren and patted the kneeling naked milf on the head again. “They make good pets, for example. Imagine yourself walking around the neighborhood with her crawling by you, naked and leashed, ready to suck your cock on command. Personally, I can’t wait to take her to a park for a nice afternoon stroll.”


    “I never wanted a pet,” said Ronald with a sour face.


    “It’s decided then,” said George and extended his arms forward. “So, let’s talk about the schedule. Any volunteers for Monday?”


    “Nate should take Friday,” suggested Arthur. “He owns the ‘rape-mobile,’ so it would be the practical choice.”


    “Can’t,” objected Nate. “That’s poker night with the guys from work. I can do Thursday?”


    “Okay,” said Ronald, I’ll take Wednesday. It’s hump-day, you see.” He laughed longer than necessary.


    “I call Mondays,” said Darren, obliviously playing with the slave’s hair. His touch felt almost tender. Bianca looked at the boy with gratitude, but she didn’t understand why she felt that way.


    George took Tuesday and Arthur Friday. They decided to revisit the schedule later.


    Once the schedule was decided, George turned to Commoncunt and asked with a grin. “Time to go Ms Watson. I hope you enjoyed camp as much as we did.”


    Bianca hesitated for a moment and nodded reluctantly.


    “Very good. Since you’ve been a good slave, I’ll give you a choice. Do you want to travel in the trunk again?”


    She shook her head “no” vigorously.


    “I thought so. You’re dying to entertain us on the way back, eh? That’s a good bitch.” He stood up, grabbed her rope and pulled her towards the car. She fell forward and quickly followed him on her hands and knees. She understood what traveling in the cabin with the boys meant, but she definitely preferred that to being locked in that horrible trunk space again.


    After pleasing the boys during the three-hour trip, she’d be left alone with Darren for the rest of the day. For some reason, that thought calmed her nerves. She didn’t know what the boy would do to her, but it couldn’t be worse than what she had already had to do for the past two days in this horrible place.


    After the three boy took their places on the back seat, she was pulled inside and crawled to the middle. She obediently sat on Arthur’s cock without waiting for instructions and started to give handjobs to Ronald and George. It seemed like the optimal position to her, and she began fucking the boys’ hard cock slowly. None of the boys seemed displeased with the way she took the initiative.
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    When she felt the “throb” she knew that another explosion was near, but she hesitated this time. She didn’t know what to do. Luckily, her indecisiveness was cut short when Arthur grabbed her by the hair and pulled out of her, only to contort her body violently to shove it back in her mouth. She obediently sucked and swallowed her prize.


    This time George grabbed her by the butt firmly with his two hands and entered in her ass from behind. She launched sideways. This gave Ronald the opportunity to stick his own member in her gaping mouth. The backseat of an aging sedan wasn’t the best place to be spit-roasted like a cheap whore, but she managed to adapt and fit the cramped space. She had little choice anyway. She was being held and fucked on both ends. Ronald came in her mouth first. After a couple more minutes, her head was bobbing on George’s dick this time, working hard to help him shoot another load down her throat.


    After that, the boys let her relax for a while. The conversation in the car immediately moved away from the camp and the milf they had raped for the last two days. The boys talked about their work and home problems, almost like ordinary people. After a while, the mundane conversation turned into white noise and relaxed the exhausted woman further. She even had a very quick nap with her head resting on her official owner’s lap. Of course, the boys kept playing with her body, fingering her fuckholes, and slapping her ass cheeks randomly, but this barely dented her calm. She was too tired to react to this constant abuse, and her dignity was completely destroyed. She was left with no choice but accept her new role as their mindless fucktoy.


    The seating arrangement changed halfway through the trip, when they stopped for gas. Her drained body was propped up and passed around a couple times, this time pleasing George, Nate, and Darren with all three of her fuckholes. She barely minded the pain and shame this time.


    Every time she served Darren in some way, she felt better. Even when he occasionally stopped mid-rape to slap her across the face a few times, she wasn’t upset at all. She even convinced herself that the slaps were necessary. They stimulated and adrenalized her drained body, after all.


    At long last, while she was sucking Ronald’s fat hog for the millionth time, the car stopped. Before she could understand what was happening, she was pulled out of the car and fell on the ground. Her knees hit the pavement and hurt like hell.


    She looked up to see Darren waving to his friends, who departed in a hurry. Bianca had already learned from the conversation in the car that all the others worked nine-to-five office jobs. Darren, on the other hand, worked from home. She still didn’t know what he did for a living, but it was more than obvious that the other four were envious about his profession.


    She gathered all her remaining energy, straightened up, and corrected her posture, trying to do her best puppy impression. Her situation suddenly felt so surreal. She was naked and on all-fours in the middle of the city, her leash in her former student’s hand, the taste of semen in her mouth. All her holes were sore. She barely felt her lips and tongue. Her well-used body was dirty and covered in bruises. Her knees and palms were scratched and hurting. She would kill for a warm bath.
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    “Here we are, Ms Watson,” grinned Darren. She looked up. Whenever one of the boys called her by her real name instead of that horrible servonym they gave her, she felt a tiny bit of gratitude.


    “We have a long day ahead of us, huh?” He turned around and started to walk. The rope leash tightened and pulled her forward, and Bianca quickly heeled next to her owner for the day. “Fortunately, I don’t have much to do today,” the boy continued, “so we can do a lot together. But first, let’s get you cleaned up, eh?”


    He stopped in front of a shop, and Bianca with him. She raised her eyes and read the sign over the door.


    “Uncle Jack’s Quicky Whore-Wash.”
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    The temperature dropped once they entered the whorewash. The sudden change gave Bianca a wild chill and made her remember that she was still completely naked. She had been, since her e-day a couple of weeks ago.


    The old blue sundress she had on her back on the day her husband had dragged her to the local Girl-Mart was the last thing she had worn. After her husband left, she had stood in that cold processing room for a few minutes with three other discarded women, confused, shivering in fear. Eventually one of the warehouse workers had come over, unceremoniously ripped their dresses off, and threw the torn cloth in the trash bins.


    She still remembered that moment of intense shame. It wasn’t simply being undressed against her will in front of strangers, it was the indifferent, almost bored look on the guy’s face. Of course, Bianca was probably the hundredth woman he processed that day, and she definitely wasn’t the most alluring piece of fuckmeat in the lot.


    After a humiliating process that involved cleaning, exfoliation, injections, and a few other things she’d rather forget, the poor teacher was shoved in a cage like an animal. She had been naked and on her knees since that moment. She wasn’t even sure she would be able to walk again if she was ever allowed to.


    Bitchwalking wasn’t an easy thing, especially for a woman who never had to do it until her 40s. Crawling fast enough to catch up with a walking man wasn’t only exhausting and hard on the knees, but also made most women look ridiculous even if they were bitchtrained.


    Of course, the younger generation was much better at it, since they were taught in physical education classes in school. The female teacher’s lounge where Bianca had worked had a direct view to the section of the yard where students did PE, and she had often found herself watching the girls speed-crawl and do other vaguely sexual exercises. It was a morbid fascination. She admired the visually pleasing positions the girls’ beautiful, slender, supple bodies could contort into and the punishment they could take, even though the obscene purpose of the training program was immediately apparent to her. They certainly didn’t try to hide it anyway. There was nothing subtle about the way the girls pumped their asses spread-eagled, after all.


    “I’m sorry, there is a three-minute wait, sir,” said the young hostess at the door to the washing area. Bianca instinctively looked up to see if the auburn haired girl had a neck-band. She didn’t. “Would you please have a seat over there?” the girl gestured towards the huge faux-leather couch a few meters away. It looked old and worn-out. A big ugly fern was placed strategically to hide the visible tears on its side. A middle aged man was sitting on the left end, obliviously reading a magazine. Between his parted legs, a kneeling blonde was dutifully sucking his cock.


    “I’m Charlotte,” the girl smiled. Darren smiled back. This upset Bianca a little, for some reason. “Would you like a blowjob, while you wait?”
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    “Who’s giving it?” asked Darren, and pointed to the short-haired blonde on her knees. “Do I have to wait for that too?”


    “You can wait for Luna to finish serving Mr Grant, if you like,” replied the other, “But my throat is available right now, if you prefer to fuck it.” She paused for a moment and smiled again. “Don’t you find my face pussy rapeworthy? I’m very good, I promise.”


    “Yes, I think you’ll do,” smiled Darren and headed to the empty spot on the couch. Bianca rushed on all fours to catch up. She was a little confused by the hostess’s behavior. Could she be one of those so-called “femployees?” All women in Pussiana had to deal with some workplace abuse, of course. Bianca knew that well. But not every female were contractually obligated to serve sexually, like these fuckable-employees, or femployees for short.


    Darren sat down and placed his new dog-cunt next to the fern. As she obediently sat on her heels and settled in, Charlotte approached her master and gracefully knelt down between his legs.


    “May I, Sir?” she asked as she swept her hair and bundled it over her left shoulder. Darren nodded. She smiled and opened his zipper, took his semi-erect cock, and started to lick it with measured enthusiasm. Even though she was a bareneck, she assumed a very servile blowjob stance with her hands joined behind her back, wrists and ankles crossed, knees together, back arched.
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    She licked and slobbered much longer than Bianca thought appropriate, but Darren’s face told her that the girl was doing something right. The milf took a mental note about it. The girl was obviously very good at giving head, and Bianca felt that she could learn from her. As a teacher, she knew well that learning was a life-long process.


    Charlotte eventually took the now fully-erect organ in her mouth and started to suck with loud slurps and moans. This time Bianca felt that Darren looked a tiny bit displeased. Did he not like loud moans? Maybe the girl looked too eager? He liked kidnapping and raping innocent girls, so perhaps he found the hostess’s enthusiasm off-putting? Whatever the reason was, it was another significant mental note for the milf. Not too loud. Not too eager.


    Then, before the eyes of the middle aged slavewoman, blowjob magic started to happen. As if she read the boy’s mind, the young hostess started to change her technique. Or rather, she started to adapt to the boy’s preferences in a very gradual, subtle way. The noises she made faded and changed until Darren relaxed and leaned further back, and her movements adapted to his reactions. Bianca was amazed. This little slut was born to suck cock. She was an artist.


    And her masterful efforts started to bear fruit very soon. Bianca pulled her gaze away from Charlotte’s mesmerizing performance for a second to see Darren’s reaction. He looked like he never had a blowjob before. The rising pleasure was apparent on his face, but one could also see a tiny bit of surprise. To her chagrin, this upset Bianca further. It simply made her feel less relevant and useless. What chance of survival did she have in a world full of young, attractive, skilled sluts such as this one? And this Charlotte was a simple hostess at a run-down whore-wash. It was impossible to imagine for Bianca what a real elite slavecunt could do to please men.


    In her momentary existential-crisis-slash-jealousy-fit, the beautiful face of her daughter Darla flashed before the milf’s bewildered eyes. Was this how Darla looked like when she served her master in his car? Was she better at it? Or worse?


    Unlike Bianca, her baby daughter was a very beautiful A-grade who went through proper Pussianan educational system. Even though she had never talked to her daughter about any of this, she was certain that Darla had had a lot of sexual experience prior to her enslavement. Beautiful girls like her were regularly faceraped during their final year in high school. Male students would often share among themselves the girls who turned 18, use them during breaks, gangbang them at parties, and even play master-slave games at school. These were rarely reported to authorities, and as long as the girls remained “technically” virgins, school administrations turned a blind eye to such minor transgressions.


    Bianca felt a jolt of shame for imagining her daughter in that way. She tried to banish the image of her baby being gangraped regularly by her classmates, but it was too late already. She was blushing and wet. How much of it was caused by witnessing the rousing efforts of Charlotte, she couldn’t say.


    As Charlotte continued to suck Darren’s rod with ever increasing dexterity, the blonde on the other side finished off her own task. The man threw the magazine he was reading into the pile next to him and grabbed the girl’s head to unload everything his balls managed to produce. She gagged for half a second at first, but slurped and swallowed everything without making a mess. She thanked him for utilizing her and stood up respectfully.


    Then, like clockwork, another femployee brought out a fully cleaned woman from the whorewash hall and handed her leash to the man.


    As Bianca obliviously watched this interaction, Charlotte also brought Darren to a shuddering climax. The boy tried hard to control his reaction, but failed to remain cool. It was definitely a big one. Once again, Bianca felt like a failure. She certainly couldn’t make any of the boys lose control like this.


    “Thank you for using me, Sir,” smiled the young hostess as she licked her glistening lips. “That’s three minutes. We can take your pet in now.”


    “Okay,” replied Darren, still trying to catch his breath. “Full body, deep hole cleaning.”


    “Of course, Sir. I’ll personally oversee her processing.”


    He handed the girl Bianca’s rope. Charlotte turned around and started to walk toward the door with Bianca in tow. At that moment the teacher realized that the girl had never even looked at her in the face since the beginning. Her behavior wasn’t that different from the warehouse worker who had ripped her clothes off on her enslavement day. Another wave of feelings overcame her. The humiliation of being a nobody was the big one. But she also felt a tiny bit of disdain for the young girl who inadvertently made her realize what a useless piece of fuckmeat she was. She had much to learn, if she wanted to survive.
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    Did she really want to though? Why would she want to live in this hell?


    As she sheepishly crawled behind the young girl to the wash station, she was overcome by a powerful rush of nostalgia. This young girl looked eighteen or nineteen years old, so she had no memory of the world that once was. She must have been three when the androcratic revolution managed to sweep away the old regime, and with it the remaining rights and freedoms women had.


    But Bianca remembered it well. She had been 25 years old when the FNA took over and 26 when the CFSL was enacted. She was an idealist science teacher at one of the most prestigious high schools in town back then. She had a husband she loved very much and a beautiful little daughter she worshipped.


    ***


    Her life was fine. The country, on the other hand, was tailspinning into chaos.


    Even before the catastrophe that was the ’21 elections, women’s situation had been worsening with alarming speed. They had the numbers, but not the key positions in the state apparatus and the military, both of which were increasingly controlled by Arrowites; radicalized followers of that hideous freak called Marteau. The tipping point was reached when those supposedly refined men made an alliance with the Fisters, violent mobs of men who terrorized the streets. After that, no woman was safe.


    That was part of their ultimate winning strategy. Because of the terror they caused, participation of female voters in the election of ‘21 was almost non-existent. Bianca certainly hadn’t been brave enough to go and vote that day. Not after hearing about uniformed Fisters randomly beating up women around the polling stations.


    And she paid for her cowardice, like the rest of the womenfolk in the country.


    For a few days, people thought… -hoped- that the incoming FNA government wouldn’t be that bad. After all, none of their proposals were realistic. Banning all women from positions of power? Further limiting their participation in social activities? Abolishing their voting rights? Nightly curfews? Surely they would compromise and soften their stance, right?


    Wrong. They were even worse than Bianca had thought. Before the elections, they had been a bunch of thugs and bullies with sticks. After the elections, they were a bunch of thugs and bullies with tanks.


    It took them less than a year to strip women of all their freedoms and enact a compulsory slavery law. When it was finally done, there was nobody around to oppose it. All “enemies of androcracy” were either incarcerated or dead.


    Bianca remembered the day inspectors from the newly formed Bureau of Female Affairs arrived in her school within a month after the law. All female teachers were immediately forced to resign their administrative positions and given a huge pay cut. A number of teachers were fired due to their political leanings. Even though she was apolitical, Bianca was let go too, to make room for a male teacher with party membership.


    The inspector humiliated Bianca and her colleagues by firing them in front of the entire school, but that wasn’t even the worst thing that happened that day. Before they were fired, they had to witness a heartbreaking scene. A huge number of female students with “undesirable” parents were forcibly separated from their classmates, led into the trucks waiting outside, and sent to enslavement camps to be raped and trained as sex toys.


    Back then, they had “indoctrination camps” for that. They used to enslave, violate, and train women en masse, and then auction them off to the lecherous members of the public to finance their evil revolution. Women were unlike all the natural resources previous regimes depleted and destroyed. They were numerous, renewable, and after a few months of violent conditioning, perfectly obedient.


    Bianca was among the lucky few who were relatively safe. She was married, and her husband -at the time- loved her enough to keep her. Some of the women around her, even married ones, weren’t so lucky. A lot of husbands used this opportunity to replace their ageing spouses with younger, more attractive girls.


    For men, the new order provided the perfect chance to get rid of the women they disliked. It was very easy to report someone’s “subversive behavior” to the BFA hotline, and she’d be gone in the morning. More often than not, with no questions asked.


    Like all disasters, people learned to cope and adapt in the aftermath. She lived on, albeit in a very restricted, diminished, oppressive world. The revolution eventually slowed down, the heavy-handed measures gradually loosened to a degree. In a few years, everything was back to normal, except the “normal” was entirely different.


    Women were allowed to work again, but the jobs available to them were very limited now. They were not allowed to have the slightest authority over men, they were not allowed to own their own businesses, they weren’t allowed to seek employment without written permission from their CMRs, their wages were capped below the lowest male rate.


    Bianca wanted to go back to teaching, but she wasn’t able to find a prestigious job comparable to her old one. She had to settle for a low-level teaching job at a nearby school. And there she eventually met the five psychos who had purchased her a few days ago.


    ***


    “Stop here!”


    She stopped and looked up. Charlotte was pressing some buttons on the control panel of the wash station. She looked nothing like the chirpy and suggestive hostess who had slurped Darren’s cock a few minutes ago. She looked tired, sad even. The dejected look on her beautiful face was instantly recognizable to Bianca. She looked familiar. She reminded the fallen teacher of her poor daughter once again.


    Bianca understood the pressure she was under of course. As a lowly femployee, she had to smile and serve lecherous men all day, in addition to the exhausting manual labor she had to do. This place was cold, drab, and depressing. She probably made barely enough to pay for her freedom permit. When her youth and sexual desirability would start to wane in a few years, she wouldn’t be able to do that either. She was doomed and she knew it, like all the other girls in similar positions. It was a painful sliding slope to inevitable slavery.


    The washing station started to hum. Bianca could hear the old, rusty mechanical parts inside starting to screech to move the metal arms that would restrain her. It all sounded very unhealthy and alarming to her ears. Was it safe at all? She had never been whorewashed before, but she knew enough about them. They were a million types of it ranging from simple robots with brushes to huge cabinets that could turn a woman inside out. She didn’t even know what kind of machine this was except that it was old and rusty.


    She looked around the hall to see one that was in operation, but her view was obscured by the opaque plastic walls that separated the cabins. She heard mechanical humming and screeching, muffled groans, and water spraying and slushing. It somehow relaxed her nerves a bit. It wasn’t the calming sound of water, but the non-existence of screams.


    “Put your hands here, and feet here.”


    Bianca turned back to Charlotte again. The girl still wasn’t looking at her, but her finger was pointing to the elevated metal block between them. The nervous milf hesitantly climbed on the platform made out of movable parts and placed her palms and toes in the four colored slots on it. When she was done, a sudden, inescapable feeling of doom hit her in the face.


    “Don’t move.”


    Charlotte pressed a few more buttons. Some more mechanical screeching was heard. Suddenly four clasps appeared out of nowhere and grabbed Bianca’s wrists and ankles, restraining her on all-fours. She gasped and held her breath with panic.


    The hostess either didn’t notice, or didn’t care about her fear. She pressed another button and the platform started to rise. It stopped when Bianca’s head reached the hostess’s chest level.


    “Raise you head and look straight ahead,” the girl commanded with a dispirited voice. Bianca quickly obeyed. She wanted this to be over as soon as possible. Another press of a button and a couple of mechanical arms that appeared from above grabbed the middle-aged slave by the neck and the waist, further immobilizing her. Charlotte pressed another button and stepped back to signal that her part in this wildly dehumanizing process was over.


    “Open your mouth and relax your other fuckholes,” she said and leaned on the wall behind her. For Bianca, a brutal, ruthless violation of her body was about to start, but the next several minutes were probably the only time the young hostess got to relax and rest a bit during her miserable shift.


    Bianca’s fearful eyes opened even wider when the panel in front of her head opened, and a fast rotating object came out without much warning. It was a phallic-shaped brush aimed straight at her mouth. It came closer and closer and hit her full lips with great speed. Bianca opened her mouth in panic to let the scary thing in. The thing started to scrape her tongue and hit the back of her throat, causing her to gag and choke. The bristles of the brush were softer than she feared. It sprayed a weird-tasting water inside her mouth. It was kind of soapy, but wasn’t too irritating.
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    She barely had a chance to adapt to the attack on her face pussy. She was soon alarmed by the two other brushes approaching from behind. Desperately restrained by metal arms and shackles, she couldn’t do anything about the imminent double violation of her orifices anyway. The first brush reached her pussy and penetrated her at a rising angle. It felt much bigger and rougher than the one in her mouth. It was definitely rotating at a higher speed. Same soapy water filled her and started to clean her well-used primary fuckhole.


    The worst was yet to come. Before the third brush reached her, she felt the one in her pussy change its angle and slow down a bit. While this relieved some tension on her immobilized butt, it certainly felt like a bad sign. The machine was getting ready for the final humiliation of the bound petwoman. She felt the spray of water first, then the tip of the brush hit the entrance of her anus. It stayed there for only a second to reorient itself, then entered her ruthlessly without warning. Bianca felt like a huge metal drill was impaling her. Was there even a brush covering on the robotic intruder? It certainly felt like a solid arm ripping her muscles apart.


    The two unfeeling drills soon synchronised, and started to grind on the flesh that separated her cock-slots. The one in her mouth also accelerated and matched their speed. Only at that surreal, nightmarish moment the milf realized how loudly she had been moaning and how violently she was struggling against her unrelenting metal restraints. As the phallic screws continued to drill into her, other less scary brushes went onto clean the outside of her body, mauling her milk-filled tits, slapping on her asscheeks, and stroking her thighs.


    She was utterly defenseless, at the mercy of a hydraulic tormentor that could easily rip her fragile body apart, or drill through her flesh from one end to the other. It was by far the scariest moment of her life.


    “Calm down, it’s almost over,” the girl said, noticing the panic Bianca was engulfed in. Her words had little effect.
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    Soon the brushes started to decelerate and pull back. She watched the one that violated her mouth disappear into the rusty panel in front of her. Then the other two metal appendages pulled out of her holes one after another, leaving them agape and numb.


    The hostess dragged her feet back to the panel and pressed another button. The platform that held Bianca lowered and her shackles opened.


    “Climb down there,” the girl ordered. “Watch it, your knees will feel like mush for a while.” She was right. Bianca almost fell flat on her face when she attempted to leave the platform, but somehow managed to remain on all fours like a good dog.


    The hostess bent down to grab her rope-leash, and when she did, their eyes met for the first time since Commoncunt’s arrival at the Whorewash. The girl gawked at the milf’s face for a few seconds as if she was searching through her memories, until her face lit up with a realization.


    “Mrs Watson? Is that you?”


    Bianca looked up again, utterly confused.


    “Yes, you are,” the girl smiled. “It’s me, Lottie. Don’t you remember? I was friends with Darla?”
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    “Are you okay?” the girl asked. Bianca was still looking at the pretty girl’s concerned face blankly. “Are you allowed to talk? I hope he isn’t making you woof to communicate. Oh, I hate that type of puppy training the most.”


    “No,” the woman stammered, “they made me bark, but I’m still allowed to talk… I guess.”


    “Good!” Lottie’s face brightened with a warm smile. “That’s something.” She took out a big towel from the nearby cabinet and started to dry Bianca’s shapely body. “Normally we dry the women in that heat-cabin over there, but it’s not the best experience. I’ll towel you like this and tell them the whatchamacallit malfunctioned. It often does, anyway.”


    Bianca smiled back. She was still having a hard time placing this young girl, but she immediately liked her. “You were in Darla’s class… in high school?”


    “Yes,” replied Lottie and chuckled. “I know, you probably didn’t recognize me. Imagine me as a brunette. Pimples all over my face… Big round glasses?”


    “Ah!” Bianca exclaimed. “Yes! Yes, I remember you, of course!”


    “Yeah. Just before my primary inspection, my family sent me to a specialist to improve my grade. Have you heard about them? Upgraders? They give you a makeover to make you look more fuckable, more rapeworthy. They can even change hair color permanently. They did a very good job too. Probably saved my life.”


    “Oh? How so?”


    “You know… Thanks to their alterations, and a wonderful crash course on oral service, I got a solid B-rating instead of a possible C.


    Bianca nodded. For many women, getting slapped with a low C-grade in the primary inspection was almost like a death sentence. The suggested blue-book price for a C was so low, people often bought them as single-use party treats. Most of them were thrown out with the trash within a month, or worse.


    “Of course, you probably never heard of them. Darla didn’t need any sprucing up. She’s simply gorgeous.”


    Tears appeared at the corners of Bianca’s eyes. Even after the amnesia-inducing drugs wreaked havoc in her brain for weeks, her mind was filled with memories of her beautiful daughter. Her pretty blue eyes, her warm smile, her—


    “She had such amazing cocksucking lips too,” Lottie added casually. “I always envied her oral skills. Whenever the guys dragged us to the boys’ room to rape our faces, she handled them all so well. I always felt like a cheap warm-up mouth they wet their dicks in before violating her wonderful throat. She was the main course, and the rest of us were side-dishes.”
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    “Did they… hurt you?” Bianca asked with a trembling voice.


    Her fearful tone made Lottie realize how insensitive she had been. She knew of course, how the older generation felt about modern girl-use culture in schools. Their stuck-up mothers probably weren’t violated as frequently back in the day. At least not in a regular, daily basis like Lottie and her classmates were used to.


    “Not too much,” she replied in an attempt to console the dejected milf. “Just the necessary amount, you know? Of course, you get slapped a lot, whether you obey them or not. The boys, they like to see your tears flowing. There is also some hair pulling, rough manhandling, rope-burns and stuff like that… But overall, it’s not anything horrible like slaver-” She swallowed the last word.


    Bianca didn’t notice anyway. Her alarmed mind was trying to handle the horrifying images of her little baby being gangthroated in the men’s room.


    “You know, it was just our mouths,” clarified Lottie, seeing the persistent sorrow on the woman’s face. “Genital use was forbidden in our school. The administration made a big example of that Jordan boy when he ‘accidentally’ deflowered two girls. He said he put it in the wrong hole while trying to fuck them in the ass, but of course nobody believed him. His family had to pay hymen money to the girl’s parents.”


    Seeing how she made the milf sad, Lottie decided to shut up for a while and picked up a hair-drier. A few minutes of awkward silence followed. Bianca welcomed this break, even though she had been yearning for normal human conversation since her e-day.


    “I saw her after… You know… after her enslavement.”


    Bianca raised her eyes and looked at the girl questioningly. “My daughter? You saw Darla?”


    “Yes. I mean, I’m pretty sure it was her. Was kinda far, but.… My friend and I were shopping at North Leashing, and this luxury car stopped in front of the theater. A gorgeous chick exited the car and followed her master into the building. I couldn’t believe my eyes. It was Darla. Looked like her, walked like her.”


    “They let her out of the car? Wait… was she walking?”


    “Yeah. Unusual, right? Well, not all slaves are p-”


    “Pets?” Bianca completed the girl’s last word this time.


    Lottie made a cute little embarrassed face. “Well, it was a while ago. But I’m sure she’s okay. I mean, her owner lets her walk, wear clothes, watch plays…”


    Bianca smiled. This was the best news she had had for weeks. For a year, actually. Since her daughter’s sale, she had been worrying about her fate. Every scenario she imagined was a worse nightmare than the previous.


    “Thank you Lottie,” she said and pressed her cheek to the girl’s arm to show her appreciation.


    Lottie smiled back and continued to dry the woman’s hair. Of course, it was a pile of bullcrap. When she saw the pain in the woman’s eyes, the young girl had felt a sudden, irresistible compulsion to lie in order to make her feel better. She was actually describing a real scene she had seen months ago. She had indeed witnessed a rich man drag his well-dressed slavegirl into a North Leashing theater, and that image had stuck with her for some reason. But that lucky cunt certainly hadn’t been Darla.


    She finished her last task and put the dryer back in the cabinet. “This young man outside, your owner,” she said after a short pause, “I remember seeing him around the neighborhood before. he probably lives close by. Perhaps he’ll bring you here again?”


    “I hope so,” replied Bianca and smiled. She felt relaxed and clean.


    “Um… Does he let you… you know… climax?”


    Bianca shook her head.


    “Listen,” whispered the young hostess, “I occasionally ‘help out’ my regular customers. I can do you too, if you like.”


    Bianca looked on, confused.


    “Don’t worry,” smiled the girl and pointed to the black sphere on the ceiling above with a barely noticeable move of her eyebrows. “The camera doesn’t work either. Come on, roll over! Belly up!”


    The milf was still unable to understand what was going on, but she obeyed the girl’s surprisingly compelling command. She awkwardly sat on her butt and then lay down on her back.


    Lottie watched the woman’s clumsy transitions and chuckled. “You didn’t receive any puppy training at all, did you?” She grabbed the woman’s right wrist and ankle and pulled them up gently. “Am I the only one here who actually read a Cummypaws manual? Four paws to sky! Pull your legs to your belly, knees apart, elbows on your sides.”


    Still perplexed, Bianca complied and tried to do as instructed. Lottie helped her with the finishing touches, with an amused expression on her face.


    “Now, I’ll finger you to a climax. Don’t make too much noise, okay?”


    Bianca nodded, wide-eyed and excited. She couldn’t believe that she was about to get a fingering from one of her daughter’s classmates. She didn’t know it a minute ago, but she needed it badly. Her pussy was buzzing, swelling with thirst, and the young girl’s beautiful eyes were melting her moral scruples away like they were cotton candy in an oven.


    Lottie started to stroke the milf’s hair with her left hand and gently grabbed her swollen pussy with her right. Her middle and ring fingers joined and dove between Bianca’s labia. As she started to rub her slit up and down, Bianca bit her lower lip in order to suppress a loud groan.


    The girl didn’t waste any time and shoved two fingers in her primary fuckhole a couple of seconds later. She had to be quick and effective, and she was. When the girl started to fingerfuck her pussy faster and deeper, Bianca couldn’t help but let out a moan, as quietly as she could.


    “That’s okay,” whispered Lottie in her ear. “Moan all you want, but don’t scream.” The girl’s warm breath caressed her blushing cheek, multiplying the teacher’s excitement and pleasure. She gave her a peck on the lips while she was down there and smiled. “Come on, moan for me, Mrs Watson!”
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    She did. Her moans got louder and louder as the pleasure increased. She quickly approached to the point of explosion. Just before she climaxed, Lottie used her free hand to swiftly cover the woman’s mouth. This proved to be a smart move, as it immediately muffled an uncontrollable scream. Lottie held the milf down as her orgasm continued to hit in waves, each more powerful than the other. Eventually, when her convulsions died down, she let the spent teacher go and stood up.


    “This will be our little secret, Mrs Watson,” said the young girl, as she picked Bianca’s rope from the floor. “Let’s pretend that we don’t know each other at all.” Then she turned around and walked towards the waiting area. Commoncunt lowered her eyes, tried to suppress her stupid smile, and followed on all-fours.
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    Darren’s house wasn’t how Bianca had pictured it at all. It certainly wasn’t a filthy pig sty. It was clean and tidy.


    “No shoes in the house.”


    Bianca looked at the boy with confusion. She was completely naked, and therefore, bare feet. Her soles didn’t touch the ground anyway. She was always on her hands and knees.


    A slap landed on her right cheek. She perked up and tried to understand what she did wrong. Her mind was blank. She panicked and froze.


    Another slap exploded on her other cheek. “Shoes, stupid cunt!”


    Her terrified, tear-filled eyes scanned around in panic, and then it hit her. “Sorry master,” she begged and lunged forward to remove Darren’s shoes.


    Another slap stopped her. Did she fail to understand the command again?


    “Kiss them first.”


    “Yes, master,” she sniffled, and bowed down to give his shoes a few kisses. Once Darren was satisfied, she respectfully removed them one-by-one and placed them on the shoe rack. She picked a pair of slippers and held them for the boy to put on.


    He turned around and walked towards the kitchen. “Don’t mess with my stuff. Don’t move anything. Don’t ever fuck with the order. Understand?”


    “Yes, master,” she replied as she followed the boy on all fours.


    Darren opened the refrigerator and scanned its contents for a few seconds. He grabbed a beer can and showed it to the slavewoman. “Fridge is off limits, unless I order you to bring me one of these.”


    She nodded. It was one of the many daily tasks she had performed thousands of times as a freewoman anyway. Of course, she had been allowed to walk back then.


    Darren then picked a milk carton from the fridge, and mixed some with cereal in a bowl. He walked out and headed to the living room, Bianca followed without hesitation.


    “Come here,” said the boy and put the bowl of cereal on the floor. He sat down on the couch and turned on the TV. “I never had any long-term female visitors in this house before. I don’t have any slavefeed or dog food, or anything like that. I guess now I have to buy a dog bowl for you to eat from too.”


    Bianca knelt in front of the bowl, but hesitated. She was hungry as hell, she just wasn’t sure if Darren had given her the green light. Was she allowed to start eating without a proper command? Was the command implied? She certainly didn’t want to make another mistake and get slapped again.


    It took Darren a few seconds to notice that she was waiting for his explicit permission. Her pleading eyes amused him. “Eat!” he ordered with a grin. “You have a minute to finish. Don’t you spill any!”


    A whole minute? Bianca couldn’t believe her ears. That amount of time was more than enough for the slavewoman who was accustomed to ten-second trough visits every morning. She had human food in front of her, in human kitchenware, and more than enough time to enjoy it. This almost felt like a reward.


    A hungry slave didn’t have to be told twice. She bowed down and began slurping it down like a starving animal. She was done with seconds to spare.
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    Darren looked at her for half a second when she returned to basic kneeling position. “Take it back to the kitchen,” he ordered and continued to zap around the channels lazily.


    Bianca looked down for a moment to decide how to do it. Eventually she bowed down, bit the side of the bowl and and lifted it like a dog would. She crawled to the kitchen and put the bowl on the counter. Darren was no longer able to see her, but she didn’t even think of using her hands to ease the task. This realization gave her a brief pause when she was done. She shook her head in disappointment and crawled back to the living room, and she knelt at her master’s side.


    Darren didn’t acknowledge her return for a while. He was watching a cooking contest show on channel 12, where ingredients were prepared on special kitchen whoreniture. Bianca waited patiently, with her head bowed down and her eyes fixed on the boy’s slippers. After days of non-stop violation of her body and constant verbal and physical abuse, she was happy to sit at his feet idly. It was comfortable, especially after the thorough cleaning she got and the unexpected climax she received from a young girl not long ago. This was probably the most relaxed she had been since her enslavement.


    She wasn’t sure when her services as a sex slave would be needed again. Darren seemed completely uninterested in her at the moment, and Bianca was fine with that. Still, she was constantly paying attention to his movements and gestures, as a slave should. She often took quick glances at his crotch, to check if he got another boner. She didn’t want to be slapped for negligence or lateness. Darren was always quick to slap her when she screwed up. He definitely liked slapping her face, perhaps even more than fucking it.


    Her internal clock told her that another erection was about to hit soon. It had been close to half an hour since Lottie had sucked Darren’s cock, and in Bianca’s experience men got boners roughly every half hour. Every woman, free or enslaved, knew that and behaved accordingly. It was a fact of life. A mine field of dicks, one might call it.


    She felt like this hadn’t always been the case. Did men get erections this frequently before the androcracy? She didn’t think so. Perhaps they did, but they surely didn’t take it out every single time and casually shove it in the closest female’s mouth. They used to quietly take care of their urges themselves. Jerking off in private was a thing back then.


    But it didn’t matter any more. Almost all men could utilize women whenever they wanted now. Many owned their own fucktoys, some had huge harems, even the poor had easy access to public slaves and cheap state-brothel-fuckmeat. It was truly a land of equal opportunities in that sense.


    In-between crotch glances, her mind wandered. On TV, the overweight contestant with the ridiculous beard was gleefully chopping onions on a bound young girl’s stomach. Bianca wondered if the clear plastic she was encased in was strong enough to protect the poor thing. The girl’s entire body was covered, except her pretty face. The milf figured the decorators chose to do that so she’d feel the full effects of the onions. Of course, this allowed the unused scraps and bits to be swept and shoved into her mouth. She took them all in without complaint and disposed of them them like a good trash compactor. Perhaps those were her only meal for the day? A well-known slave training trick was to never to give a woman enough to eat or drink. Hunger and thirst were the best teachers.


    The milf winced and turned away when the cut onions started to have the expected impact on the girl’s unprotected eyes. She chose to look around the house a little more carefully instead. Darren didn’t have a lot of furniture, but everything he had was neatly placed and clean. She found it hard to believe that he didn’t already have a slave to keep the house this way. Had she been a freewoman, she would definitely ask him about it. As a slave she wasn’t allowed to speak without permission.


    Suddenly, a hard slap landed on her left cheek.


    Her body shook violently with the unexpected hit, but her surprise lasted only half a second. She perked up and immediately took her place between his legs.


    It wasn’t a command she didn’t obey, or a mistake she had made. The slap wasn’t a punishment, it was the command itself. She remembered. One slap on the left cheek meant “suck.”


    Without saying anything she quickly opened his zipper, took his erect cock out and started to lick his shaft. After a few licks, she remembered the whorewash waiting room, and how young Lottie had impressed her with her highly adaptive blowjob performance. She tried to remember her tricks and tried her best to recreate them. She wanted to improve her technique, be a better cocksucker. Self-improvement was in her nature. If she had to carry out this humiliating task until the end of her miserable life, she might as well do it well.


    She mostly kept her eyes on the young boy’s big member, but occasionally stole glances at his face to see if she was on the right track. Darren looked relaxed and content, but she didn’t see the sparks Lottie’s skilled lips and tongue had caused half an hour ago. Of course, Bianca was only a beginner in cockservice, and she hadn’t been face-fucked everyday for a year at school like that young minx. She had a long, painful path in front of her.
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    For now, she was happy to keep Darren entertained well enough. He didn’t slap her again for a while, and that was something. He continued to watch the cooking show, barely acknowledging her hard work and efforts to enhance her utility. He was in no rush to cum. He apparently wanted a slow, low-intensity blowjob. The kind men wanted to have while they were doing something else, like driving, or attending a business meeting.


    After a while, even she forgot about her main purpose herself. Even with the tricks she tried to perform every now and then, it was ultimately a repetitive task. Especially when performed in this slow manner, it could easily turn into a meditative, therapeutic activity. She soon fell victim to her monotonous rhythm and her mind wandered. Memories of her past life flashed before her eyes, but she surprisingly didn’t feel the heavy nostalgia gut-punch this time. They almost felt like a faint memory of a movie she watched long ago.


    Her friends and family were long gone, far away, and out of her reach. This was her life now. Constantly on her knees, often sucking a cock. She was now a middle-aged fuck-puppy, who belonged to five assholes with different brands of cruelty.


    Out of her five owners, Darren confused her the most. Conflicting clues she had managed to glance about the boy made him hard to figure out. He treated her almost kindly and caringly one moment, and slapped her senseless the next. She could never guess the cause for one behavior or the other. He had raped her like a filthy animal at the camp, but he lived like a neurotic hypochondriac in the tidiest house she had ever seen.


    For some reason, Bianca felt like she liked Darren the most out of all five of her masters. She wasn’t sure why. She had felt that first when they had been alone back at the lake, when he had let her take a quick bath and fucked her face afterwards. She remembered enjoying that blowjob too. She just didn’t remember why. And now, she found herself fellating him again, alone, calmly, slowly, and she almost liked the experience.


    While she was reminiscing about how this was better than the camp gangrapes, Darren switched the TV off and got up without saying anything. Bianca quickly reacted and backed down. She was confused. She couldn’t understand why he had stopped fucking her face before ejaculating. Perhaps her performance was not satisfactory? She had let her mind wander and lost focus after all. She definitely deserved a few slaps this time.


    Darren didn’t seem angry of dissatisfied. He didn’t slap her. Instead, he casually grabbed her rope and pulled her towards the door.


    “You’re not allowed on the furniture, obviously,” he said as he walked out of the room. “I don’t want your filthy paws on my bed, the couch, or anything else. I guess I have to figure out a place to rape you.”


    Bianca nodded as she crawled, even though Darren wasn’t looking at her. He led her to a small room with nothing but a few neatly stacked cardboard boxes and suitcases. He pulled a couple folded cardboard boxes from behind the stack, placed two of them flatly in the middle of the room and gestured to the teacher to move into the rectangular space he created.


    “You’ll stay on this unless I tell you otherwise, dog. Do you understand?”


    Bianca barely suppressed a sudden urge to woof. “Yes master,” she said instead, hit with a jolt of shame, and walked onto her new cardboard bed.


    “Face down, ass up!” Darren ordered as soon as she took her place.


    She quickly obeyed. His had cock immediately found the entrance of her pussy and thrust inside. A loud moan escaped her throat. Finally, it was time for a proper rape.
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    A hard strike on her butt brought Bianca back. She found herself lying face down by the stream, her head half submerged in cold water. Her lucid dream of getting milked in a barn dissolved into thin air and a young man materialized in front of her eyes.


    “Wake up, Commoncunt,” Darren ordered and jumped down the snail-shaped rock he perched on. He called it his ‘blowjob throne,’ where the ex-teacher-turned-sex-slave had served him orally countless times. She knew well that she wasn’t the first woman who had sucked the boy’s big member at that very spot, and certainly wouldn’t be the last.


    It was Darren’s self-assigned job to bring her down there after gangrapes so she could clean herself up in the stream. They now had a well-established routine. He would grab her rope and lead her down the serpentine dirt path littered with reminders of the group’s past victims. Every time she crawled along this ‘path of violation’ she noticed new things. A make-up box behind a rock, a torn undergarment hanging from a branch… Her mind wandered, went into dark places, horror scenarios unfolded in her brain. The chems they injected her with during rapes made it even worse, amplified her anxiety and paranoia. They made her forgetful too. It was entirely possible that she was discovering the same objects again and again.


    He would let her rope go when they reached the water after a five-minute bitchwalk. He always sat on his rock and quietly watched while she bathed in the bubbling stream. Bianca liked that brief respite. It was not just a simple bath. It was a cleansing ritual, a spiritual experience, even. The cool water washed off all the jizz, but also calmed her restless soul.


    Even more relief came when Darren called her over and milked her full jugs into a container. She always had milk in her big tits, of course. It was one of the side effects of the obedience chems she was on. She had to be milked every two-three days, like a stupid cow. During the week, her young masters often neglected that necessity, which left her in agony for days. Thankfully, Darren enjoyed milking her during their weekend rape-camp, and she was grateful for that.


    More often than not, the milking was followed by a long facefuck. Handling his ex-teacher like a cow aroused Darren, made him hard as diamonds. He would sit on his rock and let her show her gratitude for a while. He would finish in her mouth, or ejaculate in the container of her milk, which she had to lap up like a dog before heading back to the camp for further utilization.


    This time, however, he had decided to fuck her in the ass instead. She was already exhausted from serving her five horny masters all day, so she must have passed out during the rough ass-pounding he gave her. On his command, she struggled to raise her well-used body on shaky arms and legs. She assumed the position and waited for his command to return to camp. He reached down to grab her rope and delivered the command in slap form.


    One slap on the left cheek followed by a smack on the butt. She waited for another second to make sure the command sequence was complete, and started crawling towards the camp. She was now fluent in “slap.” Each one of her masters favored a different slave training technique, and Darren’s method of choice was slapping. Arthur sometimes used it too, but Darren was truly obsessed with this particular “impact language.” He loved slapping women anyway.


    According to the utilization schedule the boys had drafted on her first day as their slave, Darren kept her on Mondays. He worked from home, so she had to serve him all day. He generally raped her hard once or twice throughout the day and made her slowsuck him as he worked. She didn’t hate that task. Darren was the best of the worst of that group by far. He treated her as a housepet, rather than a paintoy like Roland or Nate did. He didn’t make any attempts to give her pleasure, but never punished her for getting accidental orgasms either.


    The mood at Darren’s changed radically in the evening. When he finished his work and moved to the couch to relax, Bianca knew it was time for the slaps. She’d bring him a can of beer from the fridge and assume the position at his feet for the “lesson.” He then slapped her for an hour straight. He would go over commands in the first half, but then he proceeded to slap her silly without any specific purpose. She would relieve him a couple of times with handjobs and blowjobs during the lesson, but he didn’t stop hitting her even then. After the lesson she was allowed to rest a bit. At the end of the night, he would take her to bed and order her to perform a self-threeholing. She always did her best to please the boy fully and enjoy the violation as much as she could, because she knew that it was going to be downhill from there.


    She was handed over to George the next morning. Since he had a nine-to-five job, she spent most of the day waiting in a cage in his garage. She slept and daydreamed until he arrived. George was a classic sadist with a special penchant for verbal abuse. He was surprisingly creative too, almost a prodigy in verbally humiliating women. After making her cry with his words, he used and abused her a few times and shoved her back in her cage for the night.


    The next day, the real nightmare began. She was supposed to serve Ronald on Wednesday and Nate on Thursday, but those two rarely respected the schedule. They visited each other and raped her together, brought in neighbors, coworkers and other unsavory characters to join in the gangrapes. They sometimes whored her out to complete strangers too. She hated every second of that two-day chaos of pain and humiliation.


    So when Arthur picked her up on Friday mornings, she was always grateful and enthusiastic. Arthur wasn’t as demanding as the rest of them anyway. His general attitude was indifference rather than senseless cruelty. He didn’t beat her much while he raped her. He already had a restricted regular of his own who he brought home occasionally, so Commoncunt sometimes helped him utilize her. She was a petite brunette called Veena, one of Arthur’s coworkers. Their first introduction had been rather awkward, but they had eventually gotten along fine after a couple of forced threesomes.


    After that, she was brought back to the camp for the weekend, where she served all five of her masters for two days straight. They passed her around like common fuckmeat, made her suck their cocks and perform all kinds of humiliating tasks, even strung her up and flogged her…


    On three occasions they had brought other girls. All three had been kidnapped from nearby towns. Young, inexperienced girls, virgins all. Such situations were mixed blessings for Commoncunt. When the boys had fresh meat, they focused on them, which made her job a lot easier. But it ruined her psychologically. Being used and abused by five assholes was one thing, witnessing a young girl’s innocence being torn apart by these wild animals was another. All three victims had been the same age as her daughter, which had made their two-day violations even more painful to watch for the enslaved mother.


    She had never learned what had happened to those poor souls afterwards either. They always locked her in the trunk of the car before getting rid of the others. Bianca hoped that they had simply threatened them to keep their mouths shut and let them go.


    This wasn’t one of those weekends. She was the only fucktoy at the camp. She served dutifully and competently, pleasured each master exactly the way they wanted, obeyed every command without hesitation, performed every single task to their full satisfaction, took the abuse and the beatings like a trooper. She was finally getting the hang of it after nine months and three weeks.


    Nine months and three weeks! On her knees, naked, with a rope around her neck. Milked like a cow, walked like a dog, raped like a whore.


    She could no longer remember the last time she had walked on her two feet, or the last piece of clothing she had worn. She barely remembered her past life anyway. The drugs they gave her kept her in a constant haze. Fragmented and blurred her memories. Even the faces of her children…


    When Darren brought her back to the camp site after spending some time by the stream, she noticed that something was off. The boys went silent when they saw her coming. Her anxiety elevated, she proceeded to her usual spot and sat on her heels. She waited for the command to start serving, but the boys kept staring at her with smirks instead.


    Eventually, George took a step towards her and sat on the flogging log they used to tie her on. “You know what today is, Commoncunt?” he asked softly.


    She timidly raised her eyes and looked at her former-student-turned-master with a puzzled expression. Was it a special day? Couldn’t be her E-day… or the anniversary of her purchase, or…


    “It’s your birthday, you stupid cunt,” smiled George. “You forgot your own birthday?”


    She had forgotten. So, it was her birthday… As if it meant something.


    “Yes Master,” she said, then a terrible realization hit her. Was she too old for them now? Was it time for her final rape?


    Were they going to snuff her?


    “Relax, cunt,” chuckled George, when her face contorted with sudden fear. “We are not getting rid of you. No way. We all like you.” He rolled his eyes and patted the woman on the head. “Well, yes, our original plan was to rape you for a few weeks and then kill you for fun. Roland was in favor of slowly spit-roasting you alive. Nate wanted to watch you dance at the end of a rope. I personally prefer a quicker execution… like a beheading or something.”
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    He stopped to savor the terror in the woman’s eyes for a few seconds, then continued. “But you somehow managed to steal all our hearts. You exceeded all our expectations, turned into a wonderful slave. So instead of chopping you up, we are going to reward you.”


    He gestured to Roland and Nate. “Gentlemen, if you please.”


    The two stepped aside to reveal a big sack lying on the ground. Nate pulled it up and Roland cut the ropes around it. The rough cloth unraveled and dropped down, revealing a naked young woman shivering on her knees, restrained, gagged, and blindfolded. Another kidnapped local beauty, perhaps?


    Bianca froze for a long moment, her brain still soaked in fear and confusion. Then suddenly, it lit up like a roman candle.


    “D-Darla?”


    “That’s right,” grinned Nate. “We tracked down your little daughter for you.” He pulled the young girl’s chin up to reveal her bruised neck. Bianca’s eyes widened. There was no slave band.


    “Of course we cannot afford an A-grade like this,” continued Ronald. “We had to steal her from her master’s car. Luckily, Nate knows a guy who knows a guy who knows how to remove BFA bands.”


    “Well, that motherfucker wasn’t the wizard he claimed to be,” added Nate. “The moron triggered the band’s automatic defenses by accident. Apparently there’s a small GPAC capsule in those things. Did you guys know about that?”


    “Everybody knows that, you imbecile,” smirked Arthur.


    “Well, I didn’t,” waved Nate. “Long story short, we destroyed the chip and whatnot, so they cannot track her down. Anyway, she was incapacitated for a while. Not a lot of fun, fucking a chick lying paralyzed.” He pulled the girl’s gag out of her mouth. She exhaled in relief. “Looks like she’s back to normal now.”
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    “There you go,” said George and turned to the mother still frozen in shock. “Happy birthday, Commoncunt. Now go embrace your little tyke. You have five minutes before we start raping you two. We’ll have so much fun together.”
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    Bianca opened her eyes and looked around drowsily. Her confusion lasted a couple seconds until she saw Arthur’s young girlfriend Veena’s naked body dangling from the ceiling. The girl was still unconscious. Her entire backside and full round tits were covered in bright red welts, and cum was leaking out of her primary and secondary. Her hands and feet looked swollen and purplish. Bianca raised her head to look at her own hands tied together above her head. They had an alarming color too. The ropes around her wrists and ankles were too tight. Arthur wasn’t skilled in tying women. Or he simply didn’t care about the comfort of his fuckmeat.


    Unlike Veena, whose entire body was suspended in mid-air with legs apart for easy access to her young fuckholes, Bianca’s feet reached the ground. Still, balancing on her tiptoes didn’t ease the pain in her joints. She looked around for something to stand on, swung towards the stool Arthur had used to bend her over and fuck her in the ass the night before, and clumsily pulled it with her bound feet. When it was close enough, she stepped on it to relieve the pressure on her shoulders.


    She let out a quiet sigh of relief. Arthur was still snoring in his bed, and she didn’t want to wake him up too soon. All her holes were still sore from the night before. She could see the tip of the sun lighting up the eastern horizon. Her eyes lit up too. Finally, the weekend was here.


    She couldn’t remember a time she had felt this eager to go to the weekend rape camp since the group of her former students bought her as a sex slave. The regular two-day long event had an entirely different meaning now. A few weeks prior, on her birthday, the boys stole her daughter Darla from her rightful owner and brought her to the camp. After their first gangrape together, the newly formed “family slave set” was split once again. They made a separate schedule for the new arrival, so the two would never find themselves in the same room throughout the week.


    They were allowed to meet again at the next weekend camp, where they had the chance to talk for the first time since Darla was sold. It was quite an emotional five minutes before they were dragged back to separate flogging posts.


    Bianca had had many nightmares about her daughter’s fate since her departure. Every time she had seen a slave being utilized in public, her daughter’s face had looked back, her lips contorted in pain, cheeks soaked in tears… Her husband had told her that the guy who had purchased Darla was a wealthy businessman and the girl was going to be used as “car-cocksucker.” This information was what had gaven her a modicum of relief in the following months. She had felt that it was a better fate for her girl, considering the much scarier alternatives. Once she had been enslaved herself and her “chemical” obedience training had begun at Girlmart, that memory suppressing stuff in the slavefeed had made her worry less and less about the fate of her poor daughter.


    But then, totally unexpectedly, her nightmares had materialized right before her teary eyes. For the past few weeks, she had watched her precious Darla’s slender naked body getting ruthlessly and gleefully abused and beaten by the boys. They would get raped side by side, get beaten together, suck cocks one after another, and repeat. For two long days, without a chance to rest properly, or an opportunity to have a meaningful conversation. Then they would be separated again, spending the next five days in different utilization rotations.


    This unbelievably horrendous situation was a lot worse than what she originally imagined. Yet she realized that she didn’t feel as terrified and dismayed as she should have. Was it the chems the boys regularly gave her, or was she getting numb to the incessant cruelty and violence she was subjected to? No matter the cause, she was able to perform her slave duties properly even with the constant screams and sobs of her daughter in the background. They hurt, yes, but not enough to overwhelm her.


    The sun rose and hit Arthur right in the eye, eventually waking him up. He got up and cut Veena down, cleaned his cock in her mouth, and kicked her out of the house. He then fucked Commoncunt in the pussy before letting her take a quick shower. She was refreshed and rapeready in less then 5 minutes. He put on her leash and bitchwalked her out. Nate was already waiting for them with the trunk of his car open. She climbed in and they headed to the camp.


    George kept Darla on Fridays. When they got to his house, Bianca wondered if her daughter was going to be shoved in the trunk with her. She wasn’t. Instead, they pulled her into the backseat to fuck her beautiful face. Throughout the trip, Bianca had to listen to the girl’s muffled groans and slurps, often interrupted by cruel verbal abuse and hard slaps.


    Once they were there, the boys yanked both women out of the car and dragged them to the flogging posts as usual. It was now a tradition to start the party with a flogging. Before Darla was brought in, they often took turns flogging Commoncunt as the others set up the tents and build the fire. After that she was allowed to roam around the camp freely, on all-fours, of course. A master would call her over to fuck her mouth, the next would test her progress in slap-language, then another would fuck her like a dog, and so on and so forth. It was a painful but a simple existence. She didn’t have to think or worry. Just endure.


    But everything changed with the introduction of Darla into their usual routines. The first flogging didn’t end that quickly any more. It was now a competition. They didn’t stop until one of them passed out. The first two times, Darla lost after long, devastating beatings. That made Bianca realize that she could save her daughter a lot of pain if she pretended to pass out at one point. Of course, she had to have good timing. Do that too early, and they wouldn’t buy it. She tried it for the first time the previous week. The boys continued to hit her for a while after she went limp, just to make sure. She was able to take the extra impact convincingly, with minimal reaction.


    She tried it again. She was nervous at first, but after a particularly pained scream that escaped her daughter’s mouth, she decided to let herself go and play dead. Unfortunately, her timing was awful this time. It was Ronald’s turn to flog her. He didn’t care at all and kept going for another 15 minutes. He didn’t stop until the breakfast was ready. By then Darla was out too.


    They were taken to the seating area and took turns serving masters as they ate. The only contact they were allowed to have with each other was the accidental touches while they were crawling from cock to cock.


    After a particularly long reaming George gave her, she crawled back to her spot to wait for her next service. She assumed the relaxed waiting position and lowered her eyes respectfully as she was instructed long ago, but she could still see Darla being spitroasted by Arthur and Nate at the far side of the circle. It was the strangest, most confusing feeling. She momentarily felt a strong urge to correct her daughter’s posture as she took dick from both ends. She gasped and shooed the embarrassing thought. Was making her daughter a better slave one of her duties as a mother?


    Perhaps?


    “Commoncunt! To my hand!”


    She jumped when Darren commanded her to approach, quickly crawled over, and presented her face for a quick slapping session. By now she knew well that Darren liked slapping her more than fucking her. It was an odd thing about the boy, but Bianca had learned to enjoy it to some extent. She had realized after all those months that it was not a cruel act. To the contrary, it could be quite intimate. Especially at the camp, she certainly preferred getting faceslapped by Darren to getting faceraped by the others.


    Once he was satisfied with the redness on her cheeks and the tears in her eyes, Darren pulled her onto his knees to dole out a hard spanking. He carefully positioned her to face her daughter so she could watch her getting gangraped. Their eyes met for a moment, but Darla quickly averted her gaze in shame.
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    “Isn’t she wonderful?” said Darren as he started to hit her bottom without mercy. “She’s like a younger version of you. Fresh, naive. Well-trained, but not completely broken. Her pussy, her asshole, and especially her mouth… you know, they all feel exactly like yours. Only a lot tighter. We started her on the same meds too. Soon she’ll have milk-filled jugs to match yours. There is one major difference, though. She is a much better cocksucker. That dude who used to fuck her face regularly, he trained her well, for sure.” Bianca started to sob. “Ah! don’t you worry, Commoncunt. You are not too bad either.” He pinched her full lips and pulled them around playfully. “I love the way these feel on my dick. You are a great fuck for your age.” He snickered and landed a series of hard ones on both cheeks.


    “We have been putting that sweet fuckmeat’s pretty head in a mask while transferring her from house to house for the past weeks, but it is still very risky. She is freshly stolen, and I’m sure her owner is rich enough for the SEFR to put some real effort into the investigation. I personally don’t trust those morons Nate and Ronald anyway. They like to invite a lot of strangers to gangbang you, right? They say they never do that with Darla, but I don’t believe them. So I suggested renting a temporary storage thing to keep her in for a while. I’ve seen a few female storage facilities of ill-repute on the road here. Those assholes, they don’t ask a lot of questions if you pay a few extra bucks.


    Bianca’s eyes opened wide in fear. Female storage facility? The last time she had heard those three words, it was on TV, in a particularly sad documentary about the lack of safety measures and state regulations in such places. Frequent fires, breakdown of automated feeding systems, abysmal sanitation, lack of basic hygiene, disease… Those things, even the better, regularly inspected ones, were basically death traps. She simply couldn’t bear the thought of her dear daughter being shoved in one of those storage cabinets for the entire week. The possibility terrified her.


    “You don’t like that idea?” asked Darren, when he felt her body shiver in panic. “Perhaps you have a better idea, teach. Go on, tell me. You may talk.”


    Permission to speak? She was getting it less and less lately. The boys, they just didn’t care about what she had to say. Not that she had anything worthwhile to say. She took a deep breath and thought for a second. She couldn’t simply object to their decision. She was just fuckmeat, after all. But she was once a good teacher who knew how to subtly nudge her students towards specific goals. Could she be able to unlock that old skill?


    “Perhaps it would be more convenient if you build your own storage out here, near the campsite,” she blurted without thinking it through. “Maybe… a small cabin to keep her in… Maybe large enough for two. You could… keep both of us in there, when necessary. Leave us… her… food and water?” The idea felt silly immediately. She searched for a better alternative. Anything… just anything but a seedy roadside female storage facility…


    “Like a permanent rape-shack?” said Darren. “Perhaps a cabin big enough to put couple beds in there. Store our camping equipment. We’ll keep your tyke in there during the week, use her at the weekends.”


    Bianca was surprised that the first stupid suggestion she came up with was attractive enough for Darren. He shared the option with others, and they quickly reached a consensus. Arthur volunteered to design a simple structure and Nate agreed to help build it.


    “It’s decided then,” exclaimed George and grabbed the two fuckslaves by their hair. “I say we celebrate this with a relaxing show. Come on, my sweet bitches. Let see some enthusiastic mother-daughter scissoring, eh?”
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    Cool morning breeze… Birds chirping… Sunlight trying to break through the mist… It felt calm, serene, refreshing. She liked it a lot. It was the best feeling. Her favorite moments of her otherwise monotonous and depressing days. Her depleted batteries recharged as she crawled through the woods. She could almost feel her body regenerating while she followed the meandering dirt path that led to the creek. She knew it by heart now, after who knew how long. She could find the washing spot blindfolded. She didn’t even need to hear that soothing sound of running water. She now had perfect muscle memory.


    Her body moved on its own. She no longer felt in control of it any more. Her mind, it was simply a passive passenger trapped in this flesh-and-bone vessel, this piece of fuckmeat. When she heard a command, her body followed immediately. Her brain didn’t process the words, she didn’t make any real choices, she didn’t weigh options, consider the consequences, or worry about anything. She was now a perfect automaton.


    No, not a robot… A filthy beast. A well-trained, broken-in, domesticated animal. Cattle.


    They milked her like a cow, fed her like a cow, bred her like a cow, herded her like a cow, barned her like a cow. She was no longer human. Had she ever been one? Her pre-slavery life was now a faint memory, like a fleeting sensation she could not hold onto, a dream she just forgot. Just a blur.


    When was the last time she had walked on two feet? When was the last time she had worn an item of clothing? When was the last time she had formed a meaningful sentence?


    She’d had a short surge of excitement and clarity some weeks ago when they brought in her daughter Darla. It had been a shock for the middle-aged rapetoy. A blessing and curse at the same time. She had been happy and grateful for seeing her little baby again, even though it also meant watching these five assholes rape and torture her repeatedly.


    But now, even that short-lived emotional high was fading as a memory. She was always heavily drugged, just like her daughter and the other two women they captured a short while ago. The boys, they regularly injected their rape-cattle with an industrial-grade bovinizing agent. It made the women docile, kept their minds wrapped in a constant haze, and their constantly enlarging tits full of milk.


    **



    The herd had kept growing. Commoncunt, her precious daughter Cumcuntling, and the two recent additions Worthlesswhore and Bonboncunt. Bianca didn’t even now the real names of the newcomers. She knew that they were family too, not unlike Darla and her. The older one, middle-aged redhead, seemed too young to be the teenager’s mom, so Bianca assumed older sister or aunt. It didn’t matter, of course. They weren’t allowed to talk to each other. When they were together, they were in constant use. When the boys were done with their tight fuckholes and obedient mouths, they locked them in their personal cabins located far from each other, eliminating the chance to communicate effectively. They were not allowed to, anyway.


    The rape-camp was not what it used to be. When Bianca was brought here for the first time a looooong while ago, it had been nothing but a campfire with logs around it. Now it was starting to look like a little village. Their owners had first constructed a simple cabin to rape their fucktoys in. Had it been her idea to build it? Her memory was getting fuzzy on that too, like everything else.


    The cabin was nothing fancy, just a small room with a bed. After they captured the two runaways, they decided to add more structures. They installed four pre-fabricated slave confinement units around the campsite. The boys jokingly called them “barns,” but Bianca’s was barely larger than a standard dog cabin. She had to curl up in fetal position to fit inside. Worthlesswhore had an even smaller one, while the teens slept in the slightly larger ones.


    Since they built those, all the others rapecows lived there, in their “barns” at this secret little camp. Only Commoncunt was taken back to the city to be utilized by the group during the week. The others, who were illegally obtained, waited for the weekend in their little cabins, in darkness, shivering. They were given some dogfood, bottled water, a blanket, and a bucket. Sometimes one or two of the boys visited during the week to check on them.


    Come Friday evening, the festivities started again. The boys arrived at camp, took Commoncunt out of the trunk, released the others from their tiny barns, and started raping them gleefully. Understandably, the women served with enthusiasm. They were grateful to be let out after five days of mind-wrecking confinement, of course. Friday gangrapes were always hectic, intense, and exhausting. The boys feasted and got drunk out of their minds, used and abused the women brutally, and stuffed their limp remains back in their cabins at the end of a long night.


    She didn’t know how others felt, but Bianca loved Friday nights. Specifically, she loved the sleep she got after the boys locked her in her cabin at the end of the first gangrape. The boys rarely woke up early the next day, which meant longer-than-usual rest for their exhausted cows. Even if they did, they’d be hungover and low on energy, so they could be satisfied easily with a soft-and-slow blowjob. No violent beatings or rough fucking on Saturday mornings.


    More often than not, Darren would be the first one to get up. He’d come and release the women, and take them down to the creek. He’d watch them clean themselves up, milk their aching udders, then let one or two of them give him a relaxing head. When the cows were fully rape-ready again, he’d lead them back to camp. There the older women would cook and the teens would suck cocks around the fire.


    Today had started the same. As usual, Master Darren arrived and lined the women up while the rest of the boys were snoring like boars. He picked up Commoncunt’s rope and pulled gently. She obediently launched after her master on her hands and needs like a good cow, and the others followed.


    ***


    There it was. Cool morning breeze… Birds chirping… Sunlight trying to break through the mist…


    She felt her senses become sharper as she crawled. She wanted to savor the lucidity while she could. Soon Darren would inject them with that cheap bovinizing agent as he regularly did after milkings, and she’d find herself dazed and confused again. She focused on the sensations. The way the breeze licked her back, the way the soil felt under her palms and knees. Soon she slipped into a trance-like calm.


    Something felt strange after a while. She could no longer hear the sound of the creek, and the path was not familiar either. Had they made a wrong turn while she was deep in thought? She raised her head and started to pay attention. Master was whistling a carefree tune as he walked with her rope in hand. He most definitely knew what he was doing.


    After fifteen minutes of extra bitchwalking, they reached a large clearing in the middle of the woods. Bianca had never been this far from the camp before.


    “Here we are!” exclaimed Darren once the group reached the center of the open space. He dropped her rope and opened his arms. “Go on then. You may begin!”


    The cows looked on with confused expressions. None understood what he wanted them to do.


    “It’s your breakfast,” Darren explained. “Fresh veggies.” He picked up a broken branch from the ground and slashed Commoncunt’s bare bottom with it. “Heads down, stupid cows. Start eating. It’s grazing time. You’re not allowed to eat anything else this weekend. Just this, plus all the cum you earn throughout the day.” He slashed Worthlesswhore’s back this time. “You have fifteen minutes.”


    The ex-teacher froze for a moment. Or she thought she did. In actuality, she didn’t hesitate even for a microsecond. Before her mind could process her master’s unusual order, her body sprung into action like a well-trained puppy. Her daughter quickly followed. She was now fully conditioned to imitate whatever her mother did. The others too were convinced to join after a few lashes landed on their backs and bottoms.


    Bianca took a bite and pulled a bunch of grass. It was immediately obvious that human teeth was not the best tool for grazing. It took the woman a few tries to learn how to bite off and chew grass. As a former teacher, she knew well that this stuff had little nutritional value, of course… But as a well-trained rapecow, she understood why Darren was forcing them to humiliate themselves like this. Yes, he was the least violent member of the bunch, but he was still a sadist who enjoyed hurting women, both physically and emotionally. This was simply foreplay for him.


    And sure enough, he was hard as a diamond in no time. He took out his cock and walked around the women for a few seconds, trying to pick his first victim. He eventually decided to start with Darla, her daughter. He put his boot on the girls nape and pushed her head down. The poor heifer immediately understood what she had to do. With her button nose planted in the soil, she arched her back, raised her butt, and parted her knees. Pleased with the stolen slavegirl’s immediate compliance, Darren removed his boot from her neck, knelt behind her, and entered her pussy from behind. Darla let out a long moan as he fully impaled her on his dick. He paused for a moment and started to fuck her slowly.


    “What are you looking at, Commoncunt!” yelled the boy as he mounted her daughter like a dog. “Keep eating. Time is running out.” She stopped watching her master rape her daughter and buried her head into the grass.


    After a few minutes, he pulled his cock out of Darla and shoved it into Bonboncunt’s asshole. The young redhead’s pained scream echoed in the clearing. Bianca couldn’t see the hapless victim from where she was grazing, but she could tell from her moans and whimpers that he was now going a lot faster and deeper. He recognized the slight change in his groans too. He was probably getting closer to a climax.


    She was wrong. He wasn’t ready to cum yet. Soon he pulled out again and put his throbbing member in Worthlesswhore’s mouth. The woman started sucking him without hesitation. This time, Commoncunt had a good view of the violent facerape. The woman’s befuddled expression looked familiar. Bianca recognized the complex emotions on the newcomer’s face. Mostly disgust and shame, as expected, but a significant amount of desire too. Perhaps they were not dissimilar?… Mostly neglected by the man she previously belonged to, not utilized enough, passed her prime without ever realizing her full potential as a fucktoy…


    It was her time to shine now. Bianca had no idea what the other was thinking as Darren skullfucked her mercilessly, of course. She knew only what she felt in that situation. A strange sense of satisfaction, among a number of wildly contradictory feelings. She was content. It felt natural.


    Was it really her nature? Or was it the training and drugs? It hardly mattered at this point. Rational thought was pointless when emotions and desire controlled your mind and body. She was a rapecow, and she existed to serve these five young boys. Her five former students, violent sociopaths each and every one of them. It didn’t matter. They had the dicks and she got the holes. She served them enthusiastically, as nature intended.


    “Don’t worry, teach,” smiled Darren as he pulled his dick out of Worthlesswhore’s sore throat. As the redhead coughed out the excess saliva accumulated in her well-fucked mouth, Darren walked over to Bianca, grabbed her by the hair and shoved his cock into her tertiary fuckhole.


    “Finally,” she thought to herself, and her mind went blank once again.


    ***
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    “Come on, get out of there!”


    Bianca obediently rose on her forelegs and climbed out of the trunk. Darren picked her rope and pulled her onto the sidewalk. Nate revved the engine aggressively and took off.


    She liked Mondays now. Before her enslavement, when she was a teacher, she had hated the first day of the week. But now, it was her favorite. It was “Darren day.” Twenty-four hours of respite at the end of the exhausting weekend rape-camp. A much needed break before her utilization rotation switched to high gear again.


    She liked the boy. He continued to be her favorite master. It was not even a contest. He fed her well, treated her fairly, and let her rest for long periods of time. He preferred ambient soft-and-slows in general. She enjoyed giving him head as he worked in his home office and relaxed on the couch afterwards. Unrushed blowjobs were the best. He usually threeholed her once before bed, in an unusually unselfish way, and even let her climax occasionally.


    Apart from that, she also liked their faceslapping sessions. It was now a tradition for the two of them. A weekly hour-long ceremony, often very intense, but always very intimate. He’d take her flushed face between his strong hands, look into her pleading puppy-dog eyes, and slap her silly until she begged for mercy. He enjoyed her tears, and she enjoyed his touch and the closeness. It was, rather strangely, the high point of her week.


    But she had another reason for liking Mondays: Post-camp deep-cleaning. Darren always took her to “Uncle Jack’s Quicky Whore-Wash” as soon as they returned from the woods. The automated cleaning process was quite painful and dehumanizing, but she always felt refreshed afterwards.


    Especially if Charlotte was there. One of the girls who worked at the whorewash happened to be an old friend of her daughter Darla’s. She was always smiling, friendly and warm, and she treated Bianca well on every visit. She also gave the poor woman quick orgasms secretly behind the machines, whenever she could.


    Darren liked that cute redhead as much as Bianca did. The girl was an exceptional cocksucker. Easily his favorite among the three waiting-room attendees who worked there, definitely the best Bianca had ever seen in her life. At least that was what she read on Darren’s face whenever the girl served him. Luna gave decent head too, but only Charlotte could roll Darren’s eyes backwards at will. Bianca learned a lot whenever she had to chance to watch the girl perform. How to suck cock in general, and how to please Darren in particular.


    “Go on, get your butt in there, Commoncunt.”


    She smiled and followed him to the whorewash. Cold air and the smell of cheap chemicals hit her as soon as she crawled inside. Her eyes searched for Charlotte. She suspected Darren felt the same.


    The redhead was nowhere to be seen. Luna was serving a customer at the far side of the waiting area, and Jackie was busy with some paperwork behind the counter. She looked up and smiled as soon as they stepped into her field of vision.


    “Welcome to Uncle Jack’s Quickies,” she beamed with youthful innocence, and turned to the nude ex-teacher on her hands and knees. “Welcome back, Commoncunt. How are you today?”


    Bianca smiled. She was not allowed to talk, of course. Jackie kept forgetting that. The brunette was relatively new here, and she was still very naive. She didn’t strike Bianca as particularly smart or skilled at her job, but she made up for it with her charming, jovial personality.


    Darren chose to ignore the girl’s little faux-pas. “The usual,” he said tersely. “You are here, so I guess Charlotte isn’t in today?”


    “Yes Sir… I mean no, Sir,” the girl replied and pointed at the only customer in the waiting area. “She’s in there, processing Master Foster’s puppies right now. I guess they arrived just before her shift was over, so…” She licked her lips in the cutest way possible and batted her eyes. “You wanted her to attend you? I totally understand. She’s so awesome! I love watching her do her thing.”


    “Right,” said Darren. Bianca noted that the petite brunette’s cheerful attitude irritated her master slightly.


    “I’m pretty good too,” continued the girl. “I’m always learning. I get to suck so many cocks here. People enjoy my blowjobs, I think. Would you like me to do you? Until Charlotte comes out, I mean. Though… I don’t know if she… I mean, her shift is over, so…”


    Before she could finish her sentence, Charlotte emerged from the double gates with two leashed young women on all-fours. She led them to the waiting area and left them by their master, then approached the new arrivals with a welcoming smile.


    “Welcome back, Mr Klap. Hello Commoncunt.”


    Bianca beamed back with immense joy when the redhead looked into her eyes and said her name. Yes, her servonym was meant to humiliate her every time it was uttered, and even after so many months it still worked as intended… But anything and everything sounded sweet and pleasing in Charlotte’s dulcet voice.


    The girl always filled her with a warm, happy feeling. It was strange. Even her daughter Darla didn’t make her feel this way. Of course, she was always heavily drugged when she was with Darla. The injections dulled her emotions, suppressed her memories, lowered her inhibitions, and lubricated her holes.


    Perhaps… This was just a side effect of the “Monday high” she experienced. Or maybe it had something to do with the regular orgasms Charlotte gave her secretly. Her fingers were magic, just like her lips. She was beautiful, charming, sweet…


    Bianca’s eyes widened. A realization hit her. What she was feeling was lust… pure unbridled lust.


    She had a crush on her daughter’s friend!


    “The new girl tells me your shift is over,” Darren said as the teacher struggled to come to terms with these strange feelings. “Can you stay for one more, perhaps? Commoncunt, she likes you… a lot.”


    “Yeah, sorry,” the girl smiled. “Feeling’s mutual. But I already did an extra twenty minutes after a long double-shift. Need to eat and relax a bit. I need some coffee in me.”


    Darren froze for a long moment. “In that case, let me buy you a cup of coffee,” he offered. “I guess Commoncunt can wait a bit longer. She’s not that dirty anyway. She had a good dip in the creek earlier.”


    “You want to buy me a coffee?” Charlotte smiled. “Okay, I guess… One cup of coffee.”


    Darren extended his arm like an old-timey gentleman, and the redhead took it with matching energy. They walked out with a surprised Bianca in tow.


    “You were quick to accept,” Darren commented after they walked in silence for a while. “ I guess you don’t have a restricted regular, do you?”


    “Regulars? Yes, Restricted? No,” replied Charlotte. “You’re a regular. You come to the whorewash every week to fuck my mouth, don’t you?”


    “Not to… Well, Commoncunt gets dirty,” Darren stammered. “We go camping on weekends, you know. In the woods. I think I mentioned that before?”


    “Sure, but you always time your entrance perfectly,” chuckled the girl. “You wait until I’m the only attendant left in the waiting room. I know that. I’m not that stupid, you know.”


    “That’s not true,” the boy shrugged. “I’m sure I was served by Luna a few times, and that other girl too. It’s just a coincidence that-“


    “You did Luna only once, and never the other girl” Charlotte laughed. “Listen. I’m not complaining at all. I’m flattered. I like serving you… a lot.”


    “You do, eh?”


    “Sure. You have a very nice cock. You don’t rush me, you let me do my thing. I enjoy it very much, you know. Sucking cock, I mean. I’m very good at it too.”


    “Yes, you are,” Darren smiled.


    They kept walking in silence for a while.


    “I don’t think there are any coffee shops around here,” said the girl after they turned a corner.


    “Sorry,” Darren replied. “I totally forgot about coffee. I kinda blacked out and went into autopilot after you said you liked- …This is actually my place over there. But there is a nice patisserie right at the end of this road. See the bus stop at the-”


    “8 o-clock,” Charlotte interrupted.


    “Excuse me?”


    “My next shift starts at 8 o clock. You can take me home and rape me until then, as roughly as you like, as many times you like. I won’t resist, but if you want to restrain me, please use rope. Hate metal cuffs and shackles. Rough threeholing is fine, but I’d be grateful if you use lube for anal. And I’d like to have at least five… no, six orgasms. I’ll properly beg for it every time, of course. Choking is fine. Feel free to make me cry. Face slapping and spanking I can take, but no tools, no cutlery, no breaking skin… And no unsightly bruises on my face.” She stopped and looked at Commoncunt. “And perhaps let me play with Commoncunt too. It’s been a while since I received a proper cunny.”


    ***
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    Bianca opened her eyes and looked at the alarm clock on the nightstand. It was 6:25, almost time for the morning rituals. Performing a soft-and-slow to wake Darren up on Tuesdays was already one of her favorite duties of the week, but she had another reason to be excited that morning.


    She rose on her hands and knees and looked over to the bed. There she was, her daughter’s friend Charlotte, still asleep, naked and bound, well-fucked and covered in her master’s semen. She lay on her back with Darren’s arm around her waist, her big full tits performing a mesmerizing dance with every breath she took.


    She looked like an innocent angel. A mindbogglingly beautiful one, who had surrendered to a demon after a brutal celestial fight… And that demon had raped her unconscious and covered her in his nasty ejaculate to complete its unholy conquest.


    Bianca licked her lips unknowingly. She liked that nasty fluid. She was always thirsty for it. After all that time spent as a common cocksucker, she was now addicted to cum… Both the process of extracting it, and the product itself.


    Darren’s tasted especially good. It was her reward for perfect obedience and service, tasks well-performed. He was always generous and good to her, relatively speaking. Especially when they were alone at his house, or at the creek.


    When he was with his group of friends at the camp, he got rougher and crueler of course. Bianca understood why. Boys tended to egg each other on and get rowdier when they congregated. She didn’t mind.


    She was used to that brutal treatment. Human brain was a miraculous thing. In time, it adapted to the most vicious, humiliating ordeals, accepted and normalized them, and balanced the horribly bad with the relatively good. It was a simple safety mechanism for the victim to keep her sanity. That’s why she was still functioning without going insane after losing her husband, kids, friends, the life she had, and becoming a worthless piece of fuckmeat boys brutalized and humiliated every single day.


    Her poor, obedience-drug-soaked brain desperately looked for ways to rationalize the constant cruelty she was subjected to. It was always the most insignificant things. A momentary smile of satisfaction on a master’s face, an extra serving of girlfeed at the end of the day, a clean sheet of cardboard to sleep on, permission to swallow after a well-performed blowjob… Small stuff like that kept her going.


    But this time, she got extremely lucky. The most satisfying reward she could hope for now lay on Darren’s bed. Charlotte the whorewash attendant, her crush.


    ***


    Darren and Charlotte were an item now. Bianca remembered the first time her master had asked the girl out a few weeks ago. He offered her coffee, and she offered him a few hours of rough sex. Bianca was lucky enough to be there on that first rape. Of course, the boy had focused on his fresh catch and never taken his eyes off of the young beauty, but Commoncunt had been allowed to assist in every way she could. She had rimmed the boy as he fucked Charlotte, humped his leg to completion twice, and even managed to receive some skullfuck-slaps when he had given the girl a proper spanking at the end of the day.


    But the absolute highlight of that impromptu date was when she had been allowed to perform cunnies on the lovely whorewash attendee. Every time Darren had creampied one of Charlotte’s fuckholes, Bianca had been tasked to clean them. She had been delighted to do so, of course. Licking Charlotte’s slopped up heavenly pussy and eating her jizz-filled ass, it had been a dream come true.


    Since then, Charlotte had become Darren’s regular. He picked her up at the end of her shift every day, treated her to a nice meal, and took her home to rape. Bianca helped on Mondays when Darren kept her, of course. She felt a tiny bit sad that she was no longer the main fucktoy he used, but it was a huge improvement for her regardless. She liked to assist. She liked to share the cock and the slaps.


    And especially, she liked Charlotte. No, she loved her. She wasn’t just Darren’s regular, she was Bianca’s girlfriend too. Sort of… The girl was already kind and warm to her before. Now they were even more intimate. She loved to give the girl cunnies, and she loved to lick her beautiful face and body clean after rapes.


    ***


    And now, as her eyes wandered around the inviting figure on her master’s bed, her mouth was watering with anticipation. It was a funny feeling. A year or so earlier, she would have been disgusted by the notion of thirsting after one of her daughter’s friends like this. But she was no longer a relatively sheltered bareneck teacher and a boring mother of two. She was now a well-used, fully-housebroken rape-cow, weaned on cum and trained to respond to complex slap patterns. She craved sex and violence, and received it in excess. Her brain was fully switched to slave mode. She had been transformed into a completely different animal.


    The clock showed 6:27 now. She swallowed and straightened up. Darren was lying on his side, his fully erect cock resting on the girl’s hip, pointing to her exposed swollen vagina like an arrow trained on target. Charlotte was sleeping peacefully on her back, her long legs held apart by a meter long spreader bar tied to her ankles. Her wrists were tied above her head to the bed post with hemp rope, the same type Bianca had been wearing around her neck as a noose-slash-leash since the day she had been purchased by her five former students. The girl’s panties were stuffed in her mouth and held in place by duct tape. Only a piece of its side string peaking out from the corner of her mouth betrayed the presence of the delicate garment. Morning sun illuminated strings of dried cum coming out of the girl’s well-fucked holes.


    When Darren finished in Charlotte for the last time the night before, Commoncunt had cleaned her holes up dutifully, with pleasure. However, when Darren woke up in the middle of the night and threeholed the girl again, she hadn’t been given an explicit order to clean up the big mess he left. After they fell asleep again, Bianca had laid fully awake for a long while, thinking about it. All that delicious cum, drying up… Such a waste!


    6:29. Almost there. She left her cardboard and approached the bed as quietly as possible.
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    She put her forelegs on the bed and lifted herself up, then carefully crawled in position between the two. Normally, she wasn’t allowed on the furniture, but Darren made an exception for morning rituals. Her head above their genitals, she turned to the alarm clock and waited impatiently for the moment of truth.


    The clock blinked and showed 6:30. Finally! She licked her lips and lowered herself onto master’s cock. She started to lick its shaft from side to side. Every now and then she let her tongue wander from Darren’s cock as she kept licking alongside it, until she reached Charlotte’s thigh, then her swollen pussy, spending a few seconds on her slit and clit.


    As expected, Charlotte’s body responded quicker than the boy’s, who was long accustomed to Bianca’s tongue and lips. The girl opened her eyes in confusion, but quickly realized what was happening. She smiled. Bianca smiled back and continued licking, doing her best to serve both equally. Darren woke up a few minutes later, let the woman swallow her first load of the day, then slapped her off the bed before mounting Charlotte once again.


    Grateful, Bianca returned to her cardboard bed and lay down as Charlotte’s dulcet moans of pleasure filled the room. It was music to her old ears.
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