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  Content Warning


This is a story of erotic fiction, full of bondage, and dark and disturbing themes that may be upsetting to some readers. This book is intended only for those eighteen and up. Please proceed with caution.  
This story is a part one and ends on a to be continued.






  
  Chapter 1

Another night, another disappointment. 
Every few months I convince myself that this time would different, that I'll be able to find what I'm looking for, and I go back to one of the three BDSM clubs the city has to offer. But I'm always wrong. I find people more than happy to scene with me, but no one who can give me what I need. No one who was going to scratch the itch I can barely put into words. I'm already an awkward person to begin with, but trying to explain to strangers that no, being tied up and whipped isn't what I want, is beyond difficult. I don't want to say, "Thank you, Sir," for every stroke and then ask politely for permission to climax. I don't want someone to negotiate what they'd do to me and then submit gracefully. 
I'm not knocking it. That's what some people want in life, and good for them. It's just not me. I've tried it, and it's not what I want or need. And when I try to explain that to someone in the heat of the moment in person, I struggle to get the words out and they get impatient and move on. 
So, finding someone who could give me what I did want seemed impossible. Maybe I'm looking in the wrong places, but other than BDSM clubs, how do you find someone who's hardcore into bondage and CNC? It's not the kind of thing you can really list on a dating app without attracting weirdos.
After three hours at the Verge, I was giving up. I'd hovered in the corner all night, hoping to find just one person interested in what the sub wanted out of the scene, but no such luck. Probably because there was nothing submissive about me. I didn't want a Dom. I wanted something more.
And here I was, on my way home to put a collar on my own throat and lay in my bed with my vibrator, pretending I was chained down and unable to do anything but climax until the batteries gave out. It was better than nothing, but it wasn't the same when it was your own hand holding it there.
As one last ditch effort, I pause at the bulletin board on my way out. There were often flyers for workshops and special events, but occasionally there was a posting for someone with something specific in mind that they were looking for. Seeing a notice for someone who's looking for a partner for extreme bondage and consensual-non-consent never seemed likely, but I wasn't giving up hope. I couldn't.
Because try as I might, vanilla sex had never done it for me, and I couldn't find a partner who was into what I needed. My last boyfriend had broken up with me the day I asked him how he'd feel about tying me up. I wasn't even asking him to do it at that moment. A hypothetical "is this something you'd be into?" and he called me sick, then walked out. 
I let my eyes trail over the posted flyers and notices. Most of these I'd seen before, but the dates had been updated. The faded poster for a "Master" looking for a slave into "sex, cooking, and housework" had been there since the very first time I came to the Verge. Didn't seem like he was going to find what he wanted, either.
I'm about to walk away when a shiny new poster catches my eye: Pleasure Pointe – Take the vacation you deserve at our adults only all inclusive resort. Whether you want to stay in our spacious rooms, the dungeons, the kennels, the stables, or our custom accommodations, we offer something for everyone and every kink you can imagine. For couples, groups, or solo travelers. Speak to one of our experience specialists and book your getaway today.
I immediately snap a photo and then dash for the door. I need to get home to my laptop!

      [image: image-placeholder]Before I know it, it's after 3 am, and I've been on the resort's website for hours. This place was  exactly what I'd been searching for. They have dozens of packages for people like me, who knew what they wanted, but had no one to take that leap with. There are pages and pages of waivers to fill out, preference forms, special requests, and more. It feels so strange typing out all my darkest wishes for someone at the other end of a computer screen to read, but this isn't like spilling your secrets in an internet chat room and hoping the other person isn't just mocking you. 
It also costs a ridiculous amount of money, but I'm  too excited to let that hold me back. It will wipe out most of my savings, and the entirety of my vacation bank for the rest of the year, but I had it all figured out. I could do a ten night stay next month. We'd just hired three new people, so I knew it wouldn't be any problem getting the time off approved. My boss would probably faint with shock that I'd asked. In the four years I'd worked in the marketing department for for Anderson and Co. Electronics, I'd never taken off more than a long weekend.
The joys of not being the golden child. No one in my family ever wanted to visit, nor expected me to visit them.
I'll book my flights in the morning as soon as I had the trip officially approved. Then in just over a month, I'll be on my way to the private island off the coast of New England that was home to the vacation of my dreams.






  
  Chapter 2

When you read about places like Pleasure Pointe, they're always somewhere tropical where people spend their time naked on the beach. I'm sure in the summer months the water here is wonderful, but now, in October, I had to bundle up for the ferry ride from the mainland. It was in the low sixties, but the wind whipping off the waves made it feel much colder. 
I'm too excited to care. I'd thought of nothing else for the past few weeks, but nothing else mattered now because I was finally on my way. They'd said the ferry ride would only take forty-five minutes, and it'd been at least thirty because I'd been checking my watch far too often. I practically vibrate with excitement as I count down the minutes, my single backpack brushing the small of my back with every movement.
The instructions had said to pack light, so I only brought the essentials: toothbrush, toothpaste, clothes for the ride home, my ID, and a credit card. From the incredibly thorough documentation I'd been sent, everything else would be provided.
In an attempt to distract myself from the clock that didn't seem to be moving forward, I start people watching. I am one of ten passengers. None of us look like people you'd expect to be heading to a sex resort on a private island, with the exception of the couple wearing what seems to be all leather. As soon as the boat pulls away from the dock, he put her collar on and forces her to all fours. They barely draw more than a few curious glances. A few of the others look younger than me at twenty-six, but the rest are all older. I didn't dress any different than I normally did in a sweatshirt and jeans. I had my shoulder length black hair twisted up in a bun, but the wind pulled a few strands loose.
I count two couples, including the man who now has his woman crawling the length of the deck for his amusement, a trio, and two others who are alone like me. One male, one female. I'm grateful no one is attempting to make small talk. I'm not here to make friends. With any luck, I'll be doing very little talking while I'm here. 
Suddenly, I feel the boat slow down, and my head whips around. The sight of the dock just a few hundred yards away has me sitting up straight like a puppy who's spotted its owner returning from a long day away. I quiver eagerly.
It takes what felt like forever for the hands to rope the boat off and lower the small gang plank. I hesitate, letting the others rush ahead. There is no advantage to being off first since I don't know where I'm going just yet.
The island is beautiful. No tropical paradise, but dense wooded forest that leads down to a sandy and rocky beach. It look like the kind of place that would be home to moose and bears if a brilliant entrepreneur hadn't decided to open up a sex resort in this location. 
Gripping the handrail, I trot down the gangplank. After all the excitement, I'm hit with an abrupt case of nerves. What if it didn't live up to my expectations? Had I dumped all my money and I was going to go home as dejected as ever?
I spot a man wearing khaki pants with a white shirt. He holds a sign that read: Simone Ellis.
My heart sinks. This wasn't the kind of welcome I had hoped for. I almost want to turn around and get back on the boat rather than face another disappointment. But I suck it up and walk up to the man, trying to put on a bright smile. He is handsome in a classic sort of way. Dark brown hair and eyes the color of amber. He stands nearly a head taller than me, and is probably a few years older.
"That's me," I say, pointing at his sign.
"Excellent. I'm Tanner. Come with me and we'll go over your paperwork so your experience can get started."

      [image: image-placeholder]We sit down at a conference table in small room that could comfortably seat four or five people. I recognize my signature on the paperwork waiting on the table, he'd printed out copies of the forms I'd signed and spent hours going over. 
"Now Miss Ellis, I must tell you this is being recorded for liability purposes. I'm going to ask you some questions and I just need you to say yes or no. It's important you say your answer out loud and shake or nod your head."
"Okay," I say, glancing around the room until I spot the camera in the corner. I bob my head at it to show I understand.
"Do you understand that you will experience all of the things you checked on the preferences list while you are here at the resort?" Tanner asks.
"Yes," I say, nodding my head.
"And do you understand that while you will experience them, you have no control over in what order, how often, or for how long you will experience these things?"
"Yes," I say with another nod. I start to feel just the tiny bit more hopeful that maybe I would get what I was seeking after all.
"Do you understand that you will have no safeword while you are here? And that by your own request, you will spend most of your time unable to speak?" Tanner asks.
"Yes, I do," I answer. My throat has gone dry and I nearly forget to nod.
"My, you have a very long list. But I have to go through them all. You checked off: total bondage, partial bondage, predicament bondage, domination, use of restraints, use of blindfolds, use of hoods, use of gags, use of dildos, use of anal plugs, use of chasity belts, use of clamps, orgasm denial, forced orgasms," he breaks off to shoot me a bemused look that I such conflicting requests. "Humiliation, restricted bathroom use, restricted food, and you selected both multiple partners and group play."
I have to swallow before I can answer. I can feel the wetness building in my core already. I'm going to be soaked before this meeting was through.
"Yes." I give the tiniest nod. My cheeks burn at hearing him speak all of this out loud. Having someone read your personal fantasies out loud is like stepping into an alternate reality. 
"Under the special request section it says, 'I don't want to submit. I want to be someone's toy or plaything or slave. I don't care what you call it. I want to be locked up and used and then put away until I can be used again. I don't want any freedom. I don't want to have to ask for what I want. In fact, I don't want to talk at all. I don't want to have to thank someone for every little thing or have to ask permission for things. I don't want to be told what to do, I want to have no other choice. I want to surrender everything because I have to."
God, I really should have read over that a few times before I submitted it. I'd just been so excited and it'd been the middle of the night. I'd been in such a hurry, I should have taken more time with it. It was all true, but I could have worded it better. He probably thought I sounded like a nut case.
"Is that correct, Ms. Ellis?" Tanner asks. I give a shaky nod.
"Yes," I manage to croak, and he chuckles.
"There's no need to be embarrassed. We just need to be sure we're all on the same page so you get what you want out of your time here. There's no shame in it, except for when you want to be ashamed, but that comes later. Just two more questions. You didn't check whipping, canning, or spanking, so you're okay with the alternative punishments like orgasm denial?"
"Yes," I whisper.
"And you consent to both the necessary blood tests and the birth control implant the lab will give you?" Tanner asks.
"Yes," I say, gripping the edge of the table so hard my knuckles turn white. I can't believe it. This is really happening.
"Excellent. Well, Ms. Ellis, that includes the safety discussions. If you'll please place your bag on the table, it'll be safely locked away until the end of your stay. I hope you enjoy your time with us."
I watch Tanner push a button on the wall as I lower my backpack onto the table in front of me. In what seemed like no time at all, two younger men in all white stride into the room. I barely have time to register their presence before one grabs me by the shoulders, holding me still as the other slides a needle neatly into my neck.
Things immediately grow fuzzy, and then there is only blackness.






  
  Chapter 3

I wake up on my side in an unfamiliar room. It takes several long, slow blinks before things start to come into focus. I can taste the rubber of a thick bit gag between my teeth. The cinderblock walls lead to a stone ceiling. The whole thing is maybe six feet by eight feet. There is an old, wooden door with a small window with bars, but its too high for me to see out of. I'm laid on a cot with a thin sheet that does absolutely nothing to protect me from the chill of the room, and I can't even adjust it because my hands are bound behind my back in what feels like a leather sleeve that runs from my wrist to my elbow. My clothing is gone, but my hair is still pulled back like I'd had it on the boat this morning. That seems like a lifetime ago now. 
It takes me much longer than it should to wriggle into a sitting position, and my heart thuds in my chest as I hear the telltale clink of a chain. Sure enough, there is a heavy metal chain running from the thick leather collar around my throat to the wall. Its just long enough that I'll be able to stand up and reach the bucket at the foot of the cot if I need to.
I should be terrified they'd sedated me and stripped me of my clothing to lock me up here, but its quite the opposite. I'm so happy I could almost cry. If this is the beginning, maybe I'd finally get what I needed. I'd finally feel used the way I wanted. They would reduce me down the basics, just a vessel to fuck and use.
The cot is drenched where I'm sitting, but I can't bring myself to care. Hell, I rub my thighs together to create a little more friction, feeling the sticky wetness coating my skin. I can only hope someone came for me soon, I can't wait to get started. I only have ten nights here, and I want to make the absolute most of them.
I force myself to roll off the cot and walk to the end of my lead to crouch down over the bucket. It takes several minutes of concentration to get myself to relax enough to pee, but I don't want to chance waiting and then needing to go when I can't. But I finish my business and sit back down on the cot. I move my head and neck around quite a bit so I can feel the chain swinging between my breasts.
They must be watching for me to wake up, because I don't have to wait long. The door opens, and a man dressed in all black steps through. He's tall, over six feet, and so good looking he should be on the cover of a magazine. His dark eyes peer down at me with quiet interest, his long brown hair hanging in a braid over one shoulder. Somehow I knew in an instant he's utterly dangerous. This is a man who could break me.
And if I'm very lucky, he will.
He doesn't speak to me, or make eye contact. Instead he reaches over, and rather than unhooking my collar from the chain, he unhooks the chain from the wall. Without a word, he uses my collar to drag me to my feet and then gives me a shove towards the doorway. I scramble to find my balance without the use of my hands, my head bobbing wildly. I nearly smack face first into the wall, but he grabs me roughly by the shoulder at the last second.
"Next time I won't save you," he grunts in warning. His voice is deeper than I would have imagined, and growly like the grumble of a wolf. It sends a bolt straight to my core and I'm certain he can see me dripping all over myself. My cheeks burn scarlet as he leads me down the hall, but I'm too excited to be truly embarrassed.
I have no idea where we are going as he leads me through the twists and turns of the hallways. I never see another living soul, though we pass many doors like the one to my cell. This place is a maze, and I'd never find my way through it if I was free to do so. I wonder if that was on purpose for people who had escape fantasies. The bare concrete is like ice under my feet, but I'm too flushed to truly care.
Finally we come to a thick black door. This one was made of metal, and had no bars to see through. He uses an old metal key to open it, and the lock makes a horrible screech like it hasn't been used in some time.
I don't know what I expect inside, but this isn't it. I thought it'd be a dungeon with toys and tools on the wall, and play areas like they have in clubs. This is hardly bigger than the cell I'd just been in, and except for a loan cabinet, I don't see anything inside. Before I have time to contemplate what I'm looking at, he jerks me inside. The door has barely closed when he shoves me to my knees, the sharp impact of the harsh stone with my skin causing me to cry out against the gag.
In a flash, he has me in a vice grip, one hand holding my collar and the other knotting in my hair so our faces were barely a centimeter apart, bending me so my back arches. I can feel his breath on my face as I stare up into eyes so dark they might as well be pitch black. His gaze traces over me, searching for something but I don't know what.
"Don't worry, sweetheart, we'll get those thoughts out of your head in no time," he promises, his eyes glowing with heat. "You're going to be a perfect little fuck doll."
I whimper into my gag eagerly. One hand releases me, and there is a mechanical hiss from somewhere above. A moment later, a chain is being attached to my collar, and I can make out the remote in his hand. He gives me just a moment to get used to the sensation of being leashed to the ceiling before he hits another button, causing the chain to retract upwards until I was knelt perfectly straight so I wouldn't choke. Its like I'm on tiptoe, except on my knees.
I start to rise, thinking that what he wants, but a hand clamps painfully on my shoulder, keeping me in place. Once I get the message to stay put, his hand tightens on my collar and he steps behind me, nudging me forward. I have very little room to move, but he keeps me going inch by inch until he has me where he wants me. I only have a second to feel something against my skin before he clamps the shackles in place over the backs of my legs, giving me a little more leash as he spreads my knees apart and I lose a couple inches in height. As soon as I'm steady, he pulls the leash back up until I'm stretched as far as I can to keep from putting pressure on my throat.
Hanging like a puppet on a string with my hands fastened behind my back and a gag in my mouth, all I can do is stare at my captor and wonder what he had in store for me.
We stare at each other for what feels like forever before he sinks to his knees, one hand slipping between my legs so he can run a finger through my sopping wet folds. He pulls away and holds it up for me to see. Even in the dim light, I can see the shine of my arousal.
"You're soaked, doll, and I haven't even touched you yet. You're going to be a very good toy, aren't you?" he asks. I try to nod, but the pressure on my throat stops me short. He gives me a wry grin.
"That's your first mistake. You don't answer. You don't think. I know you came here expecting to be a slave, but slaves are human. They have thoughts and feelings. You're a toy. A plaything."
He stands up and I nearly whimper, thinking he was leaving me, but he simply takes two steps and sinks down behind me so he's between my bound legs.
"Are you ready to play?"






  
  Chapter 4

Its all I can do to stop myself from nodding as his arms snake around me. One comes up to knead at my breast, ignoring my pebbled nipples, while the other slips between my legs. He barely brushes my clit, causing a gasp to tear from my mouth before two fingers pump inside. My hips jerk involuntarily, seeking that contact again. But he ignores me with a chuckle, instead rolling my nipple between two digits and continuing to finger me. 
"I know, you want me to touch that needy clit of yours, don't you?" 
I nod my head desperately, not caring this time as the collar tightens and restricts my air flow momentarily.
"But this isn't about what you want, is it?" he asks, his thumb brushing my clit again in the lightest of touches. His fingers retreat from my pussy, instead stroking at the outer lips. "You'll come when I decide you've earned it."
I try to grind myself down against him, ignoring the bite of the collar. That seems to spark a genuine laugh.
"You'd work yourself on my hand until you choked yourself if I let you, wouldn't you? You naughty girl." His fingers push back inside, deeper than before, causing my head to fall back on his shoulder as I gasp. "I thought I'd have to work to get you this needy, but you're just a desperate little toy, aren't you? You don't even know my name and you're dying for me to fuck you senseless. It normally takes a couple of days for a toy to go this deep."
Suddenly, he's done teasing me. He sits fully upright behind me, his teeth skimming over my shoulder and collar bone as the hand stroking my breast makes its way to my center. The second he makes full contact with my clit, I'm gasping, rolling my hips forward, chasing the next touch. I feel like I'm going to combust any second if he doesn't give me what I need.
"We're going to have so much fun together," he promises, adding a third finger deep inside me. I'm wound so tight, so needy, that's all it takes as his fingers circle my clit. I detonate, my orgasm ripping through me like an explosion. It's barely begun and I already know it's the strongest one I've ever had. I scream into my gag, my head falling back as I stare up at the stone ceiling. The edges of the world are white hot with pleasure as I fall over the edge, my body convulsing as I ride the wave. It seems to last an eternity and yet no time at all. When I finally come back to myself, he's holding me up to keep the chain from cutting off my air completely, one arm wrapped around my middle and his other holding my chin in an almost bruising grip. He gives me another moment to recover before he's twisting me so we're face to face again.
"Let's see how many of those you can take."

      [image: image-placeholder]Time has no meaning anymore. As soon as I climax, he's pushing me towards another one. The first several are quick, but each one takes longer after that. He's patient, and he knows what he's doing. When I think my body is wrung out and has nothing more to give, he brings me right back to the edge. My screams have turned to moans, and eventually groans as I pant and whimper through each orgasm. If not for his hands supporting me, the chain would have cut off my air long ago as I lost the ability to hold myself up. 
I come with a whimper, my head slumped against his neck and my eyes closed as I climax all over his hand. Somehow I'm still gushing even though it feels like I have nothing more to give.
His hands retreat from my folds, and the relief that floods me is overwhelming. I truly was beginning to think he'd keep me climaxing until I died right there in his arms. Death by orgasm, what a way to go.
The chain releases at the same time he lets go of me, standing up. I fall at his feet, my face smashing into the stone floor, but I don't notice the pain. A puppet released from her strings, a doll with no one to play with her, I'm lifeless.
He knelt beside me, and his hand trailed down my side in a ghost of a touch through the sweat soaked skin.
"Just a few more minutes, Doll. Then I'll put you back in your box."
I'm too exhausted to wrap my brain around what that might mean. It's all I can do to turn my head to watch as he stalks over to the cabinet, but I can't keep my eyes open. I hear him rummaging through it, and the next thing I know, he's kneeling at my side again. That's all the warning I get before his finger, slick with lubricant, begins probing at my ass. I squeal into my gag, my eyes widening. While I've always been curious what it would feel like, I never found anyone willing to take that step with me.
He spends a few moments preparing me, his index finger sliding in and out. It's painful, but it doesn't exactly hurt, and it's not long before I'm clenching when he pulls away, trying to keep him in place. I hear him chuckle, and then his finger is replaced by something shorter and thicker. But this time he doesn't pull it out, instead leaving it lodged between my cheeks.
My face burns as I realize he's just put a butt plug in me, and left it here. Then he begins tugging at the sleeve holding my arms together, and I'm a pile of pliant mush as he removes it. My limbs flop uselessly as they're released from their bonds, but I don't have long to enjoy my freedom. In the time it takes for me to realize what he's doing, he's cuffed them together again in front of me, clipping them to a ring on my collar. He ties my feet together, and then a cloth hood is placed over my head, shutting out the world.
"No one gets to see those pretty eyes, but me, Doll. I'm the only face you'll see while you're here," he murmurs as he attaches the hood to the collar. Then I'm being scooped up into his arms as he carries me from the room.
I'm grateful. I don't think I have the strength to walk.






  
  Chapter 5

I expect to be taken back to my cell with my cot, and maybe I am, because I can't see anything. But instead of finding myself on a bed and chained to the wall, I'm deposited on the ground instead. I can hear the sound of metal on metal, then I'm being pushed through what feels like a cage door. I fumble on my knees, driving my head into the metal bars. I've got about three feet of space on either side, but there's no padding, no blanket. 
There's a snick as the door locks me in and his footsteps retreat without a word. Too exhausted to even try to get comfortable, I curl up and wait for sleep to take me.

      [image: image-placeholder]I'm woken by hands pulling me out of my cage, and somehow, I know they're not the same ones that put me there. These are rougher, warmer, and they roam all over my body as I'm lifted. 
"On your knees," a gruff voice orders as he positions me. His hand is tight on the back of my neck and I stay stock still as he pulls my hood off. I couldn't move even if I wanted to. I blink blearily in the dim light, but I only have a moment before it's replaced with a heavy leather blindfold that he tightens around my head. It's much thicker than the hood, but it lets the tiniest bit of light bleed in by my nose.
One hand reaches between my ankles, undoing the rope binding them together. Then I'm forced to my feet and he leads me forward by my collar in a perverted version of blindman's bluff. He turns me around and forces me to step backwards until my skin presses up against cold metal, a shudder running through me as the plug still lodged in my ass makes contact. He clips my collar into place before spreading my legs. I immediately recognize the sensation even before he can turn his attention to my arms. 
I'm on a Saint Andrew's Cross. My knees go weak, letting the restraints keep me upright.
My jaw is pinched, and to my surprise, he removes the bit gag with one hand. My jaw aches and throbs, and I try to stretch it, but he holds it too tight. I barely get a moment to lick at my lips before he's replacing it with thick plastic ring that lodges between my teeth. The straps go around my head and he gives me a moment to sputter like a fish above water before the new gag's purpose is revealed. There's a click as something attaches to the front. That's all the warning I get before a warm, thick liquid is being forced into my mouth. I have no choice but to swallow if I don't want to choke. It has the consistency of a protein shake, but there's no flavor.
And there's no stopping. It keeps coming and coming, and my throat frantically strains to keep up. It gradually gets thinner and more watery, until at last I'm drinking nothing but water. My belly aches and my throat burns, but he doesn't stop it. He makes me keep drinking until I feel like I can't take it anymore. Tears are starting to roll out from under the edge of the blindfold when he finally turns it off. He palms my breasts as I gasp for air, letting his hands wander all over my heaving chest before he gradually makes his way south. One touch and he knows what I've known all along.
I'm turned on. I've loved every second of this humiliating process.
"Well, look at that," he muses, grinding his palm against my aching, needy core. "Axel thought he wore you out, but apparently not. We'll look at taking care of that in a minute, but first."
There's another click as he disconnects the tube from the gag, leaving me with a gaping hole as my mouth is held open. His footsteps retreat and then return. Something is held up between my legs, brushing the insides of my thighs.
"Pee girl, or you'll regret it later."
My face burns. My whole body does as the shame radiates through me. This is why he gave me so much water, so he could force me to relieve myself. Silence stretches on as I try to force it to come, but it won't. I can't make myself let go.
Suddenly his hand presses down on my stomach, putting pressure on my full bladder. A whine escapes me and he growls, pushing harder. It's like magic. My body releases and tears roll down my face as the sound fills the air.
Once he's certain I'm done, he takes the bucket away. His footsteps cross the room again, and there's a creak right before I'm soaked with ice cold water. I squeal as he hoses me down, washing away the traces of my humiliation and arousal. He doesn't stop there though, he sprays me down from head to foot until I'm nice and clean. Then for his own amusement he lets the hose hit my mouth, and I have to frantically work to swallow once more until he's had enough of watching me squirm.
At least for that reason.
Because as soon as the hose is put away, his hands are back on me, sliding up and down my heaving sides.
"You want me to fix that aching need of yours, girl?" he teases as he slips a finger inside me, letting me grind myself against his hand. "Does this needy little cunt want attention?"
I nod my head eagerly at the man I can't see.
"You want me to fuck you? Let you ride my cock and fill you up with my seed?" he askes, leaning in so I can feel his breath on my cheek. "You want me spilling out of you so everyone knows what a needy slut you are?"
I've never had sex without a condom before, and I didn't know I wanted to until this very moment. I know the employees here are clean, as are all the guests. Its why the birth control implant wasn't optional. Right now I can't think of anything better than having his cum dripping down my thighs.
I strain against my bonds, pushing my hips against his. Even though he's fully clothed, I can feel his hard length through his pants as he grinds back against me. He drags his fingers through my folds again, already soaked even though he just finished cleaning me off. 
Suddenly his hand grabs my face, his thumb hooking through the gap and pressing down on my tongue as he feeds me my own arousal. It's thicker than I would have expected, with a sweet taste. He pushes down on my tongue, harder until I choke and cough for a moment so I slump against the cross holding me in place.
The sound of a zipper brings me back to life. Then he's rubbing himself against me, between my legs to coat himself in my slick. I can't help it, I try to grind against him, seeking the friction I so desperately need. My last climax feels like it was a lifetime ago.
There's nothing slow or gentle about the way he takes me. As soon as he's satisfied with the amount of slick covering his cock, he spears up into me in one hard thrust. He buries himself deep in my pussy and doesn't give me a moment to recover before he's powering into me. Each stroke fills me, lifting me off the ground with the force as I'm impaled on his cock. I can't do anything but take it, and I don't want to. He powers on like a steam pile driver, the smack of our hips leaving bruises, but I'm too far gone on the ride of my life to care.
He reaches one hand behind me, not caring as it gets smashed into the wall. He gets a grip on the butt plug and twists it, making me scream into the gag as my climax comes over me like a thunderclap. My pussy walls clamp down around him and its enough to set him off. It's a new sensation as he releases inside me, painting my insides with thick, sticky ropes of cum. He bellows like a bull elephant as he claims a part of me that's always been untouched, shoving the plug deeper in my ass before he's lost to his orgasm. He finishes even as my hips are still bucking, still riding the waves of pleasure, I'm so far gone I don't ever want to come back. I want to live in this moment forever where I'm tied in place, climaxing on a stranger's cock as he fills me with his seed.
Fuck, this was the best money I've ever spent.






  
  Chapter 6

He finally pulls out of me and I get the sensation of what it's like to have a man's cum spill out of your pussy when he's done using you. It's debasing… and wonderful. I wish I could touch myself so I could taste it how he fed me mine. But I don't get my wish. He pulls the butt plug out as well, and I feel strangely empty without it. It's like I'm incomplete all of a sudden. I sag in my restraints and he laughs. 
"Don't worry, girl, we're just getting started."
I desperately hope that means he's going to fuck me again, but that's not the case. He takes me down off the cross and I find myself lifted onto a table on my hands and knees. I quiver uncontrollably as he steps away. This is the most freedom I've had since I've been here and I don't like it. A whimper escapes before I can stop it, and he stops whatever it is he's doing, his footsteps bringing him closer. He runs a hand down my side again like petting a horse's flank. Then his hand lands squarely between my shoulder blades, pressing so firmly that I fall on my face like a deer on ice. Leather straps cross over my back and I instantly relax as I'm tied down, even as he laughs at me. He has to fasten a spreader bar between my legs to give him the access he wants, and he attaches my hands to my thighs.
As soon as I'm fully restrained again, I'm relaxed and happy, much to his amusement.
"I've never seen someone want this so badly. You are something. I see why Axel likes you so much," he mutters.
He removes my gag again, pinching my jaw open as he replaces it with another. Unlike the simple bit I wore before, this is a thick ball gag that I have to strain to get my jaws around. There will be no whimpering or whining now. Another piece of leather goes over the top of it and secures over the sides and top of my face, leaving me firmly muzzled. Then he turns his attention to my backside. His fingers are cool with lubricant as they poke and prod at my asshole, teasing it open again. I squeal even though it comes out muffled as he forces a second finger inside, scissoring them which is a sensation that runs all the way through my body until my toes curl. I lose track of time as he plays until I feel the hard rubber of another butt blog being forced into me. This one's bigger and thicker than the first, and I recoil from the invasion even though I have nowhere to go. But as soon as its fully in me, I feel full in a way I never have and it's wonderful, even though it brings attention to how painfully empty my pussy is.
And then he leaves me without a word. Just retreating footsteps and the sound of the door closing.

      [image: image-placeholder]I'm shocked out of sleep by a finger in my cunt. It's not painful, because I'm apparently aroused even in my sleep in this place, but I still jerk against my restraints. 
"You know this wasn't the plan for today," Axel's voice says as he curls his finger inside me, making me shudder in delight.
"I know, but look at her. I've never seen someone go so deep so fast. We can step it up a notch," the man from earlier answers.
Axel bends over me to whisper in my ear.
"Is that what you want, doll? You ready for us to take you to the playroom?"
I nod eagerly, mind fuzzy with desire.
In short order, they take me off the table. They leave my hands tied to my thighs and a heavy chain is attached to my collar as Axel leads me out of the room. I follow blindly, unable to see where I'm going to really catch my balance, but I'm too eager to get to the playroom to be afraid. I don't know what it is but I like the sound of it.
We wind through long hallways and take an elevator. I hear footsteps that don't belong to the two men leading me, but no one says a word. Finally we come to a stop.
"Wait outside for a minute, Duke. I want her to see it before we begin," Axel says.
"Yeah, yeah, I know. You don't want her seeing anyone else's face but yours," the man who fucked me so thoroughly that his seed is still leaking out me says, but he lets Axel take me inside. He brings me maybe twenty feet before he stops me, pulling my blindfold off. I blink several times before I can take it all in. Now this is what I expected. It's a solid black room with low lights. Red and black bondage furniture is all over the place. Some of the devices I recognize, some of them I don't. He gives me a minute to take it all in, turning me slowly so I don't miss anything. Then he brings me to face him. We're inches apart, his eyes studying mine.
"Take it all in. You're going to spend hours in here, but this is the only time you'll see it. There will be other people later so you'll be hooded or blindfolded. Do you know why?"
I shake my head.
"Because you'll spend the rest of your life wondering how many people you let into that needy pussy of yours. Who got those pieces of you. You'll see strangers on the street and wonder if they've fucked you. If they've spilled in your cunt. If you've had them dripping down your thighs. I'm the only one you'll know for sure, Doll. To the rest of them, you're a toy. But you're my toy. Understand?"
He smirks as my eyes go wide. I never thought of that when I applied for this place, that I could run into people on the outside that would know this part of me. And now I won't know them. I'll never be able to find anyone but Axel after I leave-
Axel's fingers invading my pussy cuts off that line of thought. My knees bend and I mewl into my muzzle, leaning towards him instinctively. His smirk only widens as he removes his hand, pulling my blindfold back down over my eyes and sealing me in darkness.
TO BE CONTINUED

This story will continue in Part Two.






  
  Also by Cheralee King: The Hucow Ranch Series


In a future where women are considered nothing more than property, prisons have been replaced with the Hucow Ranch: a place 
where women are transformed into livestock to be bred and milked.

The Volunteer Hucow
Hucow #214 volunteers for a life at the Hucow Ranch in order to protect her family. It has been ages since someone volunteered for the Hucow Ranch, and they plan to make a fortune on their new virgin's first televised breeding. 30,000 words.

The Lobotomized Hucow
Framed for a crime she didn't commit, Hucow #347 ends up in the hands of the man who thinks she killed his parents. When he finds out she's innocent, her handler performs a secret lobotomy on her to save her from suffering. Soon, she's the happiest cow the Ranch has ever seen. 12,000 words.

The Bull
Most men avoid jail time by sending their slaves to the Broodmare Farm. But what happens to the men with no one to sacrifice? A 7,000 word short story.


The Broodmare
Sentenced to a three year sentence at the Broodmare Farm, Carly is subject to multiple breedings in an attempt to become pregnant. A 9,000 word part one of a duet.


The Infertile Hucow
After being sentenced to a three year stay at the Broodmare Farm, Carly is sent to the Hucow Ranch to see if a permanent transformation into Hucow #418 will fix her infertility. When it doesn't work, will they find another purpose for this cow? Or will she be put down? Part two of a duet. Coming Soon.

The Prized Cow
Coming Spring 2024

When he hears the crimes Hucow #521 committed, freeing other women and taking them overseas where slavery is outlawed, the Ranch's Foreman decides this cow deserves a special brand of punishment. 

The First Cow
Coming Late Spring 2024

Go back to the beginnings of the Hucow Ranch with their very first cow.
Box Set Vol. 1 – 3
Contains The Volunteer Hucow broken into two short stories and The Lobotomized Hucow.
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