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It was unbearably hot under the giant table. All of the soldiers were still clad in heavy armor and had not showered since the long march earlier that day, and the smell of their sweat joined the smoke from the fireplace to create an overwhelming stink that made Theodora dizzy. A soldier had stepped onto the table, and as he sang an old soldier's hymn, his brothers in arms pounded the tables with their gauntlets, creating a deafening noise that reminded Theodora of the sounds of the battlefield and of the cheers that had greeted her when she had led her victorious army through the city gates earlier that day.

She closed her eyes and allowed herself a moment to draw from the memory of the celebrations, of the pride she had felt. Theodora had bled for the kingdom, she had fought prejudice and mockery to become the only female soldier in the kingdom's entire army. And now she was a general. Loved and respected by her men, men that would die for her.

You got what you wanted, Theodora, she told herself. But you can’t change the system. The thought lingered as she took the sweaty, thick cock in front of her in her mouth and heard the soldier it belonged to let out a pleased moan. She had no idea who it was she was sucking off, all the men looked the same under the table, but it did not matter. Theodora was there to serve, no matter who the cock she sucked belonged to, or how it tasted. This one was not too bad, so far. The soldier smelled strongly of sweat, but he had obviously washed his cock in the last few days. Her tongue danced along his shaft as she tried to find a comfortable position, but the heavy shackles around her wrists and ankles made it hard. The tight steel collar made itself known with every breath, and the chains weighing her down rattled as she bobbed her head to satisfy the tired soldier.

This was a woman’s place. She had heard it all her life, and despite her status, it applied to her as well. The campaign had been long and bloody, and she had cut her way through dozens of enemy soldiers with the knowledge that the moment the war was over, this would be her fate.

Until the kingdom needed her sword again.

“Fuck, the general knows how to suck a cock!” she heard the soldier say, eliciting loud cheers from the other men. She recognized his voice as one of the lieutenants, and she smiled to herself as her shackled hands cupped his balls, massaging them to help him come faster.

She had a long night ahead of her, after all, and she had only just gotten started. He hardened even more in her mouth, filling it until she struggled to breathe, but it did not dissuade her. She licked along his length, teasing him before she took him deep once more and felt him tense up. His gloved hand appeared beneath the table and found her blonde hair. She let him guide her head, let him use her mouth for his pleasure. The lieutenant’s moans grew louder, and when he came, he pulled her head close, making her choke on his cum. She coughed and spat it all over the stone floor beneath the table, but she did not mind. It was her duty. The least she could do for her men.

She smiled and licked a few drops of cum off her lips before she crawled along to the next man. It was such a contrast to how her life had been for the last year as they had fought to repel the barbarian invasion on the kingdom’s eastern border. She had been revered and respected by almost all her men, and her own sword had separated the barbarian king’s head from his body after he had been captured in the final battle. But the terms of Theodora’s military service had been clear from the day she had stepped into the quartermaster’s office and proclaimed that she wanted to be a soldier.

Respect. Glory. All of it was possible. But whenever the kingdom was at peace, she was to be a chained sex slave to her own men, a way to keep other women from aspiring to be more than they were. The moment she had stepped into the army camp in the capital after parading through the city, her men had cheered as she climbed the stairs to a small platform in the middle of the parade grounds. There, her captains had slowly, almost ceremoniously, removed her armor and tunic until she stood naked in front of the cheering crowd of horny, sweaty soldiers.

“Until the king needs our beloved general again …” Captain Ryce had yelled as he closed the heavy, wide steel collar around Theodora’s neck and locked it. “… she will be a slave. You will no longer treat her with reverence or respect. She is now nothing, worth no more than any other slave.” He slapped her hard to underline his point, and the burning sensation on Theodora’s cheek and the feel of the heavy shackles being locked around her wrists at that moment helped her fight the urge to reprimand Ryce. Had he slapped her just an hour earlier, he would have been hung for assaulting a senior officer.

But Theodora held no authority now. She was just a slave like the others she saw around town, the chained, sullen-looking women forced to do chores and satisfy men, but there were two major differences.

One was that Theodora had to pleasure hundreds of men.

The other was that she loved every second of it.

She was proud of her accomplishments as a general and enjoyed the long campaigns, but part of her always yearned for it to end so she could return to being a helpless, shackled slave. It was a simple life, a life without decisions that could mean life or death for herself or her men.

“Oh, my turn!” a soldier shouted from the other side of the heavy wooden table when Theodora stuck her hands down his pants and pulled out a thick, flaccid cock. She wet her lips and licked her way around the tip of the soldier’s penis, trying to get him hard. His chair was pulled out a bit, giving her a glimpse of the cheerful celebration. She looked up at the soldier but saw only the lower half of his face. His smell was worse than that of the lieutenant, and Theodora knew she was in for a rough blowjob, but she did her best. She let his soft cock drop to her hand, and then she buried her face in his crotch, inhaling the musky, sweaty scent of a man that had gone weeks without bathing or washing his cock. She opened her mouth and let her tongue slide over his sweaty balls, savoring the taste as she felt him begin to stiffen in her hand. She moaned softly, and the soldier responded with a slap on the head. He grabbed a hold of her hair and shoved his growing cock into her mouth.

“Time to suck, slave!” he roared, and the other soldiers cheered. Theodora did not recognize him, he was not an officer, but he took advantage of the power he now held. His hand grabbed hold of the collar to her chain and pulled her closer, ramming his cock deep down her throat. Theodora coughed and gagged, but she fought the urge to throw up and took his entire length in her mouth, her lips pressing against his sweaty pubic hair. “Good girl…” the soldier said. “I’m gonna use you until I come, and then you will swallow it all. Understand, slave?”

“Yes, Master.”

“You’re nothing, huh? Just a worthless slave.”

She nodded and smiled. “Yes, Master. I’m just a cunt to be used.” She knew it was her place to obey. She had to please her men, and she was determined to do just that. She was theirs, and they could use her however they wanted.

“Get to it, then. Suck my cock,” the soldier commanded. Theodora wasted no time and moved her head, letting his thick cock slide in and out of her mouth, tasting his sweat, his precum, and the remnants of piss. He was not as thick as the lieutenant had been, and after a while, Theodora was getting used to his smell and taste. He drank while she worked, and she could feel drops of sticky, lukewarm mead hit her head. He emptied the tankard and placed it on the table before he grabbed a hold of her hair and started to fuck her mouth harder.

“Yeah, that’s a good slave!” he laughed, and Theodora’s moan of protest was muffled by the thick cock in her mouth. Her neck hurt from the position she was forced into, and the heavy collar weighed down on her, but she had no choice, no say in the matter. Not that she wanted a way out. The humiliation turned her on, and she could feel the juices dripping down her thigh. It was hard to move on her hands and knees in the narrow space under the table, and the shackles limited her mobility even more, but she managed to slide a hand between her legs to touch herself. She let out a muffled moan and began rubbing her clit while the soldier continued to fuck her face, but he noticed the sound and the movement, and his hand let go of her hair.

“You little whore, you’re touching yourself, aren’t you?” he shouted. “Our dear general loves serving us, boys!”

The men cheered and laughed as the man got up and pulled Theodora out from under the table by her collar. More men joined and pushed her around, yet it did not prevent her from touching herself. She could not stop. It was too hot, too degrading, and she felt the surge of lust overpower her as the armored, strong bodies closed in around her. Gloved hands groped her breasts and fingers slid inside her orifices as they taunted her.

“Not much of a general now, are you, slut?” a soldier said. It was Captain Girard, one of her closest advisors during the campaign, but all the respect she had received from him during the war was gone. He forced her hands away from her crotch just as she was getting close to coming and pushed her to her knees before spitting on her. “Glad to see you know your place.”

She smiled. She did know her place.

“The food is ready!” a voice sounded from the other end of the room. “Stop playing with the whore and have her serve the men!”

Theodora hobbled toward the fires at the end of the large hall where roasted pigs turned on spits. A burly, sweaty cook was busy cutting meat for the hundreds of men present, and he grunted when Theodora arrived and nodded toward a giant tray of steaming meat. She struggled to carry it, and the shackles and chains only made it worse. She could still taste cum in her mouth as she walked between the tables, letting the men grab meat from the tray. Most of them used the opportunity to grope or slap her when she walked by. Theodora blushed at the humiliation, but she could not stop smiling. This was where she belonged, and the soldiers were happy to have her serve them.

She returned to the kitchen for another round, and the cook slapped her on the ass as she left. This time, she had trouble holding the tray steady, and she stumbled in the heavy chains. A soldier managed to catch the tray when she dropped it, but the entire room quieted down as the men glared at her. She bowed her head and blushed.

“I’m sorry, masters. I will be more careful,” she said. She looked up and saw dozens of men staring at her.

“Get her on the table!” a captain yelled. The men cheered in agreement, and before Theodora knew what was happening, a pair of soldiers grabbed a hold of her arms and dragged her to the middle of the room. The men cleared the table and threw her on her stomach, pressing her face down onto the dirty, mead-stained table. They were strong, all of them, and they pulled her shackled hands above her head and held her tight.

There was nothing she could do. Her body went rigid in anticipation of what might happen; punishments were harsh in the kingdom’s army. She had ordered a few men to be hung after deserting during the last campaign, and many had been flogged for falling asleep while on guard duty.

“Fuck …” Theodora muttered. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw a familiar-looking soldier walking toward her naked, helpless body. He was one of the men she had ordered to be flogged, and he looked ready to return the favor. Theodora tried to wriggle free, but the soldiers held her firm.

She tried to think of something to say, but the sound of a loud smack cut her off and was followed by the familiar sting of a hard slap on the ass. A burning sensation lingered, but it was not too unpleasant - she was still incredibly horny, and the pain only added to it.

“Oh, I’ve been looking forward to this,” the soldier said with a sadistic grin. “I couldn’t lie down on my back for weeks after this bitch had me punished.”

Another slap. Harder. Theodora winced in pain, but she bit her lip. She had to take it. That was the price she paid for the privileges she enjoyed when the army was on the campaign.

“You know how humiliating it was, slave? To be flogged by your own brothers in front of the entire camp? Do you?”

Theodora did not answer immediately, and it earned her another hard slap on the ass. She cried out in pain. “Yes, sir!” she managed, her voice shaky.

The soldier turned away. “Captain? Permission to whip the slave?”

Theodora saw Captain Ryce nearby. He nodded.

“Sure, why not? Just remember that she still has a lot of cocks to suck before the night is over.”

The men laughed. Theodora took a deep breath; flogging slaves was common, she had tried it before, but having a vengeful, sadistic soldier swinging the whip was going to hurt. She saw one of the other men hand the soldier a whip. She had used it once before to punish a man herself, a senior officer who had attacked too soon during a battle and almost lost everything. It was a long, leather whip that usually left nasty welts on the backs of the men who were unlucky enough to feel it.

And now she was to be whipped. She whimpered as the soldier lifted the whip and let it smack into the table next to her head. She flinched, and the room filled with laughter.

“You’d better keep count, or we’ll do it all over.”

The first lash was like fire along her back, and Theodora let out a pained scream. She could feel the pain spread to her entire body, and she gasped, her hands balling into fists.

“Start counting, slave!” the soldier ordered and let the whip bite again, hitting her ass this time.

“One!” Theodora cried, her voice strained. “Two!”

Every time the soldier let the whip smack her ass, Theodora cried out in pain. She could feel the welts form, and her ass burned. Her vision blurred as tears welled up, and she began sobbing after the tenth smack of the whip.

“TEN!” she screamed to the sound of laughter and cheers. The pain was overwhelming, brutal, and disorienting, but through it all, she still managed to derive some pleasure from it. Training as the only female soldier in the entire kingdom had involved a lot of pain and humiliation, and Theodora’s ability to enjoy such things was the only reason she had made it this far.

“She can take a beating,” a soldier said with a grin and pulled Theodora off the table. He smacked her bruised ass and laughed when she whimpered in response. “But my cock still needs to be sucked.”

They dragged her to the center of the room where a special contraption had been set up just for her. Theodora had eyed it all night, trembling with both fear and anticipation, wondering when they would use it. A knee-high wooden horse had been placed on the floor with two thick steel dildos protruding from the top. A wooden pole roughly Theodora’s height was bolted to one end. They unlocked her shackles only to lock them on again behind her back. The chain connected to her collar was threaded through a hole at the top of the pole, and the chain of her shackles was locked to a ring midway down the pole.

“Kneel, cunt,” Captain Ryce said with a smile. “You’ll be staying here for a few hours.”

She looked him in the eye as she lowered herself onto the two dildos. One penetrated her asshole, the other her pussy, and Theodora let out a loud, pained moan. She had not expected the dildos to be as large as they were, and she could barely breathe. Her eyes watered up, and she struggled for air.

The Captain looked at one of his soldiers. “Help her out, will you?”

Another soldier pushed her down. She felt the collar tighten around her neck, making it harder for her to breathe. The dildos forced their way deeper into her, and Theodora cried out with both pain and pleasure. When she finally felt the top of the wooden horse against her buttocks, the dildos were buried deep inside her, filling her. She could not help but move her hips a little, and the dildos slid in and out of her, sending jolts of electricity through her body. She looked up at the captain with pleading eyes, begging him to allow her some relief, but he only laughed.

Her ankles were locked to the base of the wooden horse, ensuring that she could not stand up again. Her wrists were now on the middle of her back, causing her shoulders to ache, and a soldier positioned himself behind the pole to pull the collar chain, causing Theodora to choke.

“She ain’t going anywhere, men!” Ryce shouted. “Fuck that mouth until you have no seed left! Come in her, on her, whatever you want. Whip her breasts, slap her, she is but a toy, a tool for your enjoyment!”

Theodora looked up at her former subordinate with tears in her eyes. She loved every second, but it still stung her pride a bit to see the man who had followed her orders just days before talk about her this way. Instinctually, she fought her restraints, but the cold, harsh steel held her in place, and her struggle just made the dildos move even more inside her, causing a humiliating, revealing moan to escape her trembling lips.

All around her, armors rattled as the men revealed their cocks. They surrounded her, hundreds of them, all ready to have their way with her. Some were hard, others were not, and the men were quick to take advantage of their new slave. She did her best to satisfy them, licking and sucking the many cocks in her face, tasting cum and sweat, licking the balls of one man, the shaft of another, and the tip of a third. Whatever they pushed in her face, she took it in stride.

“Such a whore,” a giant soldier said before pushing his enormous cock inside her mouth. “Suck it, slave.”

Theodora could not speak with his cock in her mouth, but her muffled moan told the men everything they wanted to hear. She could not help it, and she welcomed the humiliation. She loved it. It was her purpose, and it was the only thing that could make her reach the climax she so desperately craved. She had been on the edge all evening, and her entire body ached for relief, yet she was not sure she would get to experience it. Every breath was a chore as the man filled her mouth, and the soldier standing behind the pole was a master at working the chain to her collar, keeping her just on the brink of passing out several times. The steel pressed against her throat, constantly threatening to render her unconscious, and the danger was exhilarating.

The giant fucked her face harder. Other men waited their turn, unwilling to challenge the imposing man. He grabbed hold of Theodora’s hair and directed her head, pulling her closer to make her choke even harder.

“I‘m going to come all over your face, slut,” he grunted. Theodora moaned in agreement, and the soldier laughed. “Yeah, I know you’ll love it. Whores like you need to be reminded of their place every once in a while.”

Her eyes watered, and her heart pounded in her chest as the soldier’s cock twitched and erupted in her mouth before pulling back, spraying her face with his cum. The other men laughed at the sight, and then it was as if they all started to talk at once. Dozens of voices called her names and taunted her. Theodora lapped up as much cum as she could. The rest dripped down her chin, and her blonde hair was stained. But she did not have time to feel neither proud nor disgusted before two cocks were pushed into her mouth at the same time. She tried to take both, but she ended up gagging and coughing. The men pulled out and smacked her in the face with their cocks before pushing into her mouth once more.

“You can take it,” one of the men said.

She tried her best, but the men were rough and big, and she was unable to breathe properly with the collar pressing against her throat. She struggled, trying to take the cocks in her mouth, but her panic only made the men laugh. One of the men grabbed her breast and twisted her nipple, causing her to cry out, but the cocks in her mouth muffled the cries. Her entire body ached, and she could barely move. She was trapped, a helpless sex slave for the men who had once served her, and she could do nothing but accept it. Her body trembled as she struggled against her shackles, her mind blank with lust. She felt dizzy and overwhelmed. The dizziness made her feel as if she was floating in the air, as if her body was light as a feather. When the men came, covering her with their cum, her heart raced. She felt something, a rush of lust and pleasure that washed over her and made her scream. Her body shuddered in ecstasy as the orgasm hit her, and the men cheered at the sight.

“She came from sucking cocks!” a man shouted and laughed. “The slut actually got off on being a slave.”

Theodora barely registered the words. Her body was ravaged by the intense orgasm as her pussy clenched tight around the massive dildo. Her entire body shook, and she emptied her lungs in an ecstatic scream.

But there was no time to enjoy it. The moment she opened her eyes, her mouth was filled again. The men were relentless. As soon as one man had emptied his balls on her face, in her mouth, or down her throat, another stepped up to take his place. They were eager, and they had waited for a long time. Theodora’s mouth was sore and tired, and she had to struggle to keep her lips wrapped around the many, many cocks that were forced inside her mouth. Her tongue ached and her jaw felt numb, yet the soldiers kept coming. Sometimes they were gentle, letting her do the work. Other times they would fuck her face without mercy, forcing their way deep down her throat, laughing as she choked and gagged. She was nothing to them, a way to find relief, a place to empty their balls. It did not matter that she was their general, a woman who had climbed the ranks and proven herself on the battlefield.

It was almost dawn when they were finally finished. Theodora could barely keep her eyes open, but when a cock was pushed into her mouth, she did her best to please. Her entire face was covered in cum, and her hair was sticky with it. Her pussy and asshole were raw and sore, and her knees ached from being on the hard floor. Her mouth was numb and tasted of cum. She had swallowed so much that her stomach hurt, and her throat felt sore. But she could not stop sucking. She had lost track of time, and she was exhausted. Her eyelids felt heavy, and she struggled to stay awake.

“That’ll do for now, boys. We’ll use her again tomorrow,” Captain Ryce said to the men still there. “And the day after that, and the day after that…”

They all laughed. One of the soldiers unlocked her shackles from the pole and her ankles from the base of the contraption before pulling her off the wooden horse. The dildos slid out of her, leaving her feeling empty. Theodora whimpered. She could barely move, and her muscles burned.

“Tired, slave?” Ryce said and crossed his arms when Theodora staggered to her feet.

She nodded. “Y… yes, Master.” Her voice was weak and raspy. “Please … please let me sleep.”

He shook his head. “Oh, there’ll be none of that. We have a special guest coming to meet you.” He nodded at the few soldiers still standing there. “Get her cleaned up and hang her from her wrists in the room she once called her office. Then go get some shuteye before the guests arrive.”

Guests? Theodora had always prided herself on her sharp mind, but she could barely remember her name after the brutal night of sucking cocks. She had no idea who it could be.

They washed her by pushing her head into a horse trough. The water was ice cold but refreshing, and it did help energize Theodora just a little. The three soldiers escorting her led her through the campgrounds to the barracks. Theodora rarely ever used her office, she was only a general when there was a war on, after all, and the large room did not contain much else than a large desk and a huge collection of maps. Captain Ryce was sitting in Theodora’s chair with his feet on the table, smiling at her as she entered.

“AAAAH!”

Theodora cried out when they locked her shackles on in front of her and attached them to a chain hanging from the ceiling. They pulled the other end of the chain and hoisted her into the air until her feet no longer touched the ground.

“Remember when you scolded me for not taking that hill during the Battle of Scyr’s Crossing?” Captain Ryce said and got up from the chair.

“Y… yes,” Theodora muttered. Her wrists and arms were screaming in pain as she hung there, swaying gently back and forth. “I… I’m sorry.”

He laughed. “Don‘t be, you were completely right to reprimand me. It was a blunder, and I learned a lot from it.” He let his gloved hand run across her firm, round breasts. “You’re an amazing general, Theodora, otherwise you’d never have gotten this far. But that doesn’t mean I don’t enjoy seeing you suffer. I …”

There was a knock on the door. “Sir?” A pale-faced soldier opened the door. “He‘s here.”

Ryce cleared his throat. “Show him in, then!”

The king? Theodora froze as a tall man in golden armor strode through the door. The hair was gray, but the blue eyes were sharp and aware. King Fortast himself. The brilliant, yet cruel monarch of the largest kingdom in Kern.

“Ah, there she is,” the king said and bared his teeth. “The slut who wanted to be a general. I wanted to come and … congratulate you on another successful campaign. My kingdom is safe because of you.”

“Thank you, Sir,” Theodora said, but she was silenced by the intense pain brought on by the king’s gauntleted hand slapping her.

“Shut up, whore. You know, I never liked having you in my army. I don’t want the women in this kingdom to get the idea that they are in any way equal to men.” He looked over his shoulder, and only now did Theodora notice the woman behind him. She knew it was the queen, she bore a crown, but she was also shackled and collared like Theodora. The king sighed. “But I cannot deny you get results.” He looked at Ryce. “Lower her. I want to reward her by letting her suck my royal cock.”

“Of course, Your Majesty,” Ryce said and bowed. He pulled the chain until Theodora was back on the floor, and she fell to her knees in front of the king.

Theodora was still for a moment, but the king grabbed her hair and pushed her face down into his crotch. She gasped at the rough treatment but did not resist. She had to obey, no matter how humiliating it was. She took a deep breath and reached up to undo the laces of his pants. Her hands trembled slightly as she freed the king’s cock from his breeches. It was a thick, hard shaft that she was not sure she could take in her mouth. The king was a powerful man, and Theodora knew he could easily hurt her if he wanted to. The king grunted and pushed her head down onto his cock. She tried to relax her throat, but it was difficult with the king’s thick member in her mouth. He began to fuck her face roughly, and Theodora struggled to breathe as he forced his cock down her throat. She had taken so many the night before, yet this felt different.

Important.

Dangerous.

The king groaned as he continued to use her, and Theodora gagged and choked. She could feel the king’s cock throbbing in her mouth and knew he was close to cumming. The king pulled out and slapped her across the face with his cock. Theodora gasped for air and looked up at the king with watery eyes.

“Thank you, Your Majesty,” she said, her voice hoarse. “I’m honored to be of service to you.”

The king grunted. “Shut up and suck my cock, whore.”

Theodora obeyed, opening her mouth and taking the king’s cock between her lips. She sucked him off eagerly, trying to please him as best she could. She could taste his pre-cum and the musky scent of his cock. The king grunted and thrust his hips forward, forcing his cock deeper into her mouth. Theodora gagged and choked as the king fucked her face, but she did not try to pull away. She did not doubt that the cruel monarch would punish any slavegirl dearly who dared to pull away.

The king groaned and gripped her hair, holding her head steady as he pounded his cock into her mouth. Theodora felt her pussy dripping with arousal, and she moaned around the king’s cock, eager to please him. The king grunted and thrust his hips forward, forcing his cock deeper into her mouth.

“Swallow it, slave,” the king grunted as he came. His cock pulsed in her mouth, and Theodora felt his hot cum splash against the back of her throat. She swallowed greedily, sucking every drop of his cum from his cock. She kept sucking, cleaning him off with her tongue, and the king let out a satisfied groan.

“Good girl,” the king said as he pulled his cock from her mouth. He tucked himself back into his pants and turned to the queen. “Now, clean her off. She’s a mess.”

The queen smiled and got down on her knees in front of Theodora, licking the cum from her face. She was a beautiful woman, and Theodora found herself blushing as the queen cleaned her off. The queen’s tongue was soft and warm, and Theodora could feel her pussy getting wet as the queen licked her clean. When she was done, the queen stood up and kissed the king passionately. The king grabbed her ass and squeezed it roughly, making the queen moan into his mouth.

“She does suck cock well,” the king said when he had pushed his blushing queen away. He looked down at Theodora. “Such a pathetic, worthless piece of meat. I hate that none of my other generals can match your skills, or I would’ve sent you to the dungeons long ago.” He sighed. “But there is peace now. And I think it’ll last a long, long time.” The face lit up in an ominous grin. He looked at Ryce. “I want you to break her, Captain. I want her humiliated at every chance, I want her to suck so many cocks that she forgets what food tastes like. I want her flogged every day, I want her to sleep in the darkest dungeon. If I ever need her to lead my army again, she will do it in chains. Any orders will be given through you or other commanders.”

Theodora should be terrified, but none of the things the King had said discouraged her. It sounded … wonderful.

Ryce bowed his head. “It‘ll be my pleasure, Your Highness.”

“See to it that it happens. I want her to know her place.” The king grabbed the leash connected to his queen’s collar. “I will return to the castle. I expect to never hear this cunt’s name again.”

“Of course, Your Highness,” Ryce said. He and his men watched the king leave, and Theodora felt her heart pound in her chest as the door closed behind him. Ryce turned to her and smiled. “Well, then,” he said. “We had better get started.” He turned to one of the other soldiers. “Take her to the exercise grounds and put her in a pillory. Tell the soldiers that they are free to use her in any way they want.”

Theodora shuddered. She loved being a slave, she even enjoyed being chained, but now that there was no way out, no break from that life to lead the army, it all felt different. She glanced at the smiling Ryce as the men led her out of the room and toward the large grassy field next to the barracks.

She was still naked and covered in the king’s cum, and she could feel the stares of the soldiers as she was led through the camp. The men laughed and pointed at her as she was marched to the pillory in the center of the field, and Theodora felt her face burn with humiliation. She was still exhausted after a night of sucking cocks, and the thought of enduring a full day of being used and abused was almost too much to bear. She was not sure she would be able to do it.

She did not struggle when they pushed her head and wrists down and locked the wooden beams. She was bent over, exposing her pussy and ass. It was a humiliating position, and Theodora felt her heart pound in her chest as the soldiers gathered around her.

“Damn, she looks hot like this,” a soldier said and pulled his cock out, stroking it as he looked Theodora in the eye. “I’ve wanted to fuck the general every time I’ve seen her during the war.”

“Well, she‘s good at sucking cock, that’s for sure,” another soldier said. “Let’s see how her other orifices are.”

The soldiers laughed and cheered, and Theodora heard a rustling sound behind her. She knew what was coming, and her heart raced with excitement. She was going to be fucked, and she could not wait. She felt a cock press against her pussy, and she moaned softly as the soldier slid his cock inside her. He thrust into her roughly, and Theodora cried out in pain and pleasure. The man was not gentle, but Theodora did not care. She was just glad to have a cock inside her, even if it was not the most skilled one she had ever felt. The pillory creaked with every thrust, bruising her collarbone, but it was worth it. Though she had managed to scrape a few orgasms from the massive dildos she had endured all night, this was far better, and a huge smile appeared on her face as the man continued to fuck her.

She was so focused on the sensation of being fucked that she barely noticed the soldier in front of her as he pushed his cock into her mouth. The taste was musky and salty, and she could feel the heat of his cock on her tongue as he thrust his cock deeper into her mouth. Theodora no longer felt tired. There was no time for it. She was still trying to adjust to the uncomfortable position and the constant impressions from the cocks pounding her from each end and the whiplashes that soon began raining down on her exposed back when the man behind her pushed in deep and delivered his load with a loud grunt. She felt his cock twitch and throb, and then he pulled out. The soldier in front of her was not far behind, and he came in her mouth after only a few more thrusts. Theodora swallowed eagerly, savoring the salty taste of his cum.

“Next!” a voice shouted, and the soldiers cheered. “Let’s see if we can get her to pass out from sucking cocks!”

The cum had barely begun trickling out from her pussy before the next soldier entered her. The man groaned in pleasure, and Theodora felt her pussy clench around his thick shaft. She moaned softly and closed her eyes, enjoying the sensation of being filled. The man began to thrust harder and faster, and Theodora felt her body rock back and forth with the force of his thrusts. She felt the sting of a lash against her back, but her screams were soon muted as another man entered her mouth.

How long can I take this? Her mind was a mess of lust and fear as soldier after soldier delivered their cum in her pussy, her mouth, and on her body. A few of them began using her asshole, and though i was painful, it also made the arousal gripping her surge to new heights.

She came. She came until the orgasms became painful. Her pussy and asshole were raw from the brutality of the constant intercourse, and her jaw was aching. Her back was covered in thin, bleeding welts from the whip, and her ass stung from the hard smacks she had received.

Her eyes were swollen and red from crying, and her cheeks were stained with tears. She was exhausted, and she could barely keep her eyes open. How long had it been? The sun had passed its zenith and was heading toward the western horizon, yet Theodora was still being fucked.

She was broken. Worn. Sore. But even through the pain and discomfort, she felt a certain satisfaction, even pride. She was rewarding the men who had bled for her. And she would continue to do so.

That was her place. Her purpose. She was a tool, an object to be used by the men she had once commanded. It was a humbling thought, but it also gave her a strange sense of peace.

As another orgasm tore through her body, she finally passed out.

Theodora woke up to the feeling of a rough hand sliding between her legs and grabbing her crotch. Her eyes fluttered open, and she saw a soldier standing in front of her, a grin on his face. She tried to move, to pull away, but she could not. Her head and wrists were still locked in the pillory, and she was still bent over.

“Wakey wakey, slut,” the man said and slapped her pussy. He laughed. “The Captain has ordered me to get you washed up and put you in the dungeon.”

“Th… thank you.” The voice did not sound like her own.

“Oh, don‘t thank me. I doubt you’ll get more than a few hours of rest before they drag you out in front of the men again. This is your life now … general.”

Theodora managed a tired smile. “A few hours is all I need.“
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Descent into Slavery

A shy young girl is introduced to a world of pain, submission, and unbelievable pleasure by an older, dominant woman – and loves every second of it. A series of 9 stories.

The Master’s Prisoner Slaves

When Abby is sent to prison to serve her unjust sentence, she has no idea that the prison hides countless secrets. A series of 8 stories.

Taming the Tormentor

When Aspen gets a chance to turn the tables on her bully Mel, she takes it - and slowly begins turning Mel from a bully into a slave.

There are a lot more stories to be found here
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Thank you for reading. I hope you will follow the links above to read some of my other stories – most are BDSM-themed. If you want to know about new releases, follow me on Twitter or Instagram. Check out my Patreon if you like handcuffs, shackles, and/or wristwatches(!). I also offer custom short stories on Fiverr.

Love, Jessica
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