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The barn loomed like a shadow against the soft orange glow of twilight, quiet except for the restless shifting of hooves and the occasional snort from the stalls inside. Emma stood at the entrance, her breath shallow, every instinct screaming for her to turn back, but the low, commanding voice of her father echoed in her ears.

"You want to stay under this roof, girl? Then you’ll do as you’re told."  

She clenched her fists, nails biting into her palms. Her cotton dress clung to her skin, damp from the humid summer night. Beneath her unease was a flicker of excitement—a thrill she didn’t understand and dared not admit.

Inside, her father waited, tall and broad-shouldered in the dim lantern light, the same cold expression on his weathered face. At his feet stood Old Jake, the farm’s most virile stallion, his massive black form shifting restlessly in his pen, nostrils flaring as he caught Emma’s scent. The animal’s cock, thick and swollen, hung heavily beneath his belly, the obscene length stirring with anticipation.  

“You’ve been giving me trouble for too long, Emma,” her father said, his deep voice heavy with finality. “It’s time you learned your place.”  

She swallowed hard, feeling her heartbeat quicken. “This... this isn’t right, Daddy...”  

He stepped closer, the smell of sweat and leather surrounding him, making her feel small. His calloused hand gripped her chin, forcing her to meet his gaze. “You’re gonna take it, and you’re gonna take it good. If you don’t want every neighbor knowing what a little slut you are, you’ll behave.”  

A shiver ran down her spine—fear, yes, but something else, too. Something far more dangerous.  
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Jake huffed, his hooves pawing the ground as her father unlatched the stall door. The beast stepped forward, heavy and powerful, and Emma stumbled back, hitting the wooden fence that hemmed her in. She could feel the heat radiating from the animal’s body, the thick musk of the stallion filling her nose. Her heart pounded as her father’s hand pushed against her lower back, guiding her toward the beast.

“On your knees,” he ordered, his voice low and firm.  

Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes, but she obeyed. Her knees hit the soft hay, and the scent of the barn floor—damp earth, straw, and animal—filled her lungs. The beast’s cock twitched, thick veins running along the shaft, the tip already slick with precum that dripped lazily onto the floor.  

Her father crouched beside her, his large hand stroking the length of her hair in mock reassurance. “Go on. Wrap those pretty hands around it.”  

Emma’s fingers trembled as she reached out, her soft palms making contact with the warm, leathery flesh of the horse’s member. The sheer size was overwhelming—thicker than her wrist, impossibly long—and her fingers barely closed halfway around it. A guttural groan escaped the stallion as she stroked hesitantly along the length, her delicate touch stirring the beast into greater arousal.  

“That’s a good girl,” her father murmured approvingly, his voice thick with satisfaction.  

The stallion shifted his weight, his cock stiffening further in her hands. A drop of precum glistened at the tip, and Emma felt her father’s hand press down on her shoulder, urging her closer.  

“Lick it,” he whispered.  

Her breath hitched. “Daddy, please...”  

“Don’t make me ask again.”  

Tears blurred her vision, but she obeyed, her tongue darting out to taste the beast. The salty musk of the precum coated her tongue, making her shudder, but she kept going, the fear of her father’s wrath outweighing her disgust. She licked along the length of the stallion’s cock, tracing the bulging veins with her tongue, her soft lips brushing against the ridges and folds.  

The animal groaned again, his hips shifting, thrusting forward involuntarily. Emma’s hands struggled to steady the massive shaft, and she whimpered as the sheer power of the beast became undeniable.  
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Her father’s hand tightened on her shoulder, his voice low and dangerous. “That’s enough warm-up. Now get up and spread those legs.”  

Emma’s heart pounded in her chest as she climbed unsteadily to her feet. The night air was thick, clinging to her skin as she gathered her skirts around her hips. Her hands trembled as she pulled her panties down, the cool breeze brushing against her bare flesh.  

The stallion snorted, sensing her vulnerability, and her father positioned her with rough hands, bending her over the fence rail.  

“Good,” he muttered, stepping back to admire his work. “Now let Jake in.”  

Emma gasped as the beast pressed forward, the slick, swollen head of his cock prodding at her entrance. It was too big, far too big, and panic surged through her.  

“Daddy, I can’t—please—”  

“You’ll take him,” her father growled, gripping her hips to keep her still. “And you’ll thank me for it.”  

The stallion thrust again, and the tip breached her, stretching her open with agonizing slowness. Emma cried out, her fingers clawing at the wooden rail, but her father’s hands held her firmly in place.  

“That’s it,” he murmured, his voice dark with satisfaction. “Take it all, girl. Let him fill you.”  

The beast’s cock slid deeper, inch by agonizing inch, her tight walls stretching around the impossibly thick shaft. The pain was sharp, searing, but beneath it, Emma felt a strange, shameful pleasure building—a heat that spread through her belly and made her toes curl.  

The stallion’s powerful hips bucked again, driving deeper, and Emma screamed as he hit the barrier of her cervix, pressing against it with relentless force. Her father’s hand slid down to her clit, his rough fingers circling the sensitive nub.  

“You feel that?” he whispered. “That’s what you were made for.”  
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The animal began to move in earnest, his massive cock pumping in and out, each thrust forcing a cry from Emma’s lips. Her father’s fingers worked her clit mercilessly, driving her higher, faster, until the line between pain and pleasure blurred into something dangerous and addictive.

“Goddamn, look at you,” her father growled. “Already dripping like a bitch in heat.”  

The stallion’s thrusts grew frantic, his powerful body trembling as he sought release. Emma could feel every vein, every pulse of the beast inside her, and she knew he was close—knew he would fill her completely, knotting inside her until there was no room for anything else.  

Her father leaned down, his breath hot against her ear. “Beg for it,” he whispered.  

Tears streamed down Emma’s face as the shame and the pleasure collided, overwhelming her. “Please,” she sobbed, her voice broken. “Please, Daddy—let him cum in me...”  

With a final thrust, the stallion buried himself to the hilt, his cock swelling inside her as hot jets of cum filled her. Emma screamed, her body convulsing in orgasm, her pussy clenching greedily around the thick shaft.  

Her father stood back, arms crossed, watching with satisfaction as his daughter was bred by the stallion.  

“There’s a good girl,” he murmured, his voice soft with approval. “Now you’ll know your place.”  
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Emma collapsed against the fence, panting and trembling, the beast’s cum leaking from between her thighs, her body spent and aching. Her father stroked her hair gently, his touch strangely tender.  

“You did well, Emma,” he whispered. “Now... get ready for the others.”  

Her eyes widened, panic flickering across her face. “Others?”  

He smiled darkly, his hand tightening in her hair. “You didn’t think Jake was the only one, did you?”  
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And so, the night stretched on...

Emma’s legs trembled violently, her body betraying her, drenched in sweat and slick fluids as Jake's thick cock pulsed one last time inside her. The beast snorted, his shaft still twitching with the aftershocks of release, and the hot flood of cum seeped out in thick, sticky rivers, trailing from her stretched entrance down her thighs.

Her father’s rough hand remained firmly tangled in her hair, forcing her to stay bent over the fence rail while Jake stood behind her, still lodged inside, the swollen knot holding her in place like a seal.

"Don’t think we’re done yet, girl," he murmured, voice low and gruff. "You’re just gettin' started."  

Emma whimpered, each breath shallow, her pussy aching, filled to the brim with the animal’s seed. Her belly felt heavy, unnatural, as the stallion's load weighed inside her. The realization that more was to come twisted her stomach with both fear... and a dangerous thread of anticipation she couldn’t suppress. 

Her father gave a tug on her hair, forcing her head up. "You’ll learn to love this, one way or another."

The knot inside her throbbed painfully, Jake shifting slightly, the sensation of every vein dragging against her sensitive walls sending sparks of conflicting pleasure and pain rippling through her body. She clenched around the beast reflexively, making him huff and stamp his hooves.

"See?" her father chuckled darkly. "Even Jake knows you’re a natural."  

With a final, wet pop, the stallion’s knot deflated, his thick shaft sliding free with a sickening squelch. Cum gushed out immediately, a torrent splattering onto the hay-strewn ground below, painting the floor in a slick, pearlescent mess. Emma gasped at the sudden emptiness, her pussy left raw and open, twitching involuntarily in the absence of the thick length that had just claimed her.

Her father crouched beside her, his large hand trailing lazily between her thighs, spreading her lips apart with a casual ease that made her shudder. Hot cum dribbled from her gaping hole, coating his fingers as he smirked.

"Good girl," he murmured approvingly, sliding two fingers deep inside her, curling them cruelly to feel how stretched she was. Emma moaned, trying to squirm away, but he held her in place. "You’ll hold plenty more by the time we’re through here."
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Before Emma could catch her breath, a new presence loomed behind her. The stall next to Jake’s creaked open with the groan of old hinges, and her father’s hand left her, replaced by the familiar sound of hooves on wood. Her stomach tightened in fear—and something darker—when another stallion snorted impatiently, nostrils flaring as he caught wind of the scent now clinging to her.

"That’s Champ," her father muttered, stepping aside to let the beast approach. The second stallion was bigger, broader than Jake—and his cock was already out, thick and angry, dripping a heavy string of precum onto the hay as he neared. "He’s meaner too. Likes to rut hard."

Emma sobbed softly, the ache between her legs still fresh, but her father’s voice cut through her fear like a knife. "You know the rules, girl. If you don’t take him, I’ll make sure every neighbor knows what a whore you are." 

Her heart pounded as Champ’s massive head bumped against her back, impatient and demanding. His cock dragged hot and heavy along her thigh, smearing slick pre-seed across her bare skin.

"You think Jake was big?" her father sneered, stepping closer, gripping her chin roughly. "Just wait."

Emma’s thighs trembled as Champ reared slightly, his hooves stamping down with force. The blunt tip of his cock prodded against her swollen entrance, and she gasped as the slick, velvety head pressed insistently against her abused hole. 

"No, no, please—" she whimpered, but her father’s hand was on her lower back, shoving her hips upward in a cruel motion that made her scream. "No stopping now, girl. Take him."
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Champ thrust forward in a brutal, unyielding stroke, the sheer girth of him splitting her open anew. Emma’s scream caught in her throat as the stallion buried himself halfway inside, the force of his entry rocking her body forward against the wooden rail. 

Her father crouched behind her, fingers splayed over her stretched entrance, watching with fascination as the stallion worked himself deeper inch by inch, forcing her to accommodate the impossible size. 

"Look at you," he muttered, almost reverently. "Splitting wide open, and you’re still holding on. Knew you had it in you."

Emma could feel every ridge of the beast’s shaft as it dragged against her tight walls, her cunt stretched beyond reason, and the knot of shame deep in her belly burned hotter with each thrust. 

Champ didn’t wait for her to adjust. With a wild snort, the stallion slammed forward, his cock spearing deep, pressing against the entrance to her womb. Emma gasped, tears spilling down her cheeks as her body betrayed her—the unbearable stretch giving way to obscene pleasure, waves of it radiating from where the beast filled her completely.

"That’s it," her father growled. "Feel it. Feel what you were made for."

The stallion thrust harder, relentless in his pursuit of release, each stroke forcing more cum from her ruined pussy, the slick sounds of their obscene coupling echoing through the barn. Her body shook with every impact, her breasts bouncing against the fence rail, her nipples hard and aching. She tried to fight the rising heat inside her, but it was useless—the way the stallion filled her, stretched her, hit every spot she never knew she had...

Her clit throbbed mercilessly, the wet friction driving her closer and closer to the edge. 

"Touch yourself," her father ordered, his breath hot against her ear. "Make yourself cum on him. Show me you love it."

A broken sob escaped her lips, but her hand moved between her legs, trembling fingers finding the swollen bud and rubbing circles around it, chasing the pleasure that gnawed at her insides. 
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The stallion’s thrusts became erratic, his knot swelling dangerously at the base of his cock, locking him inside her as the pressure built. Emma gasped, her body tightening, teetering on the brink.

And then, with a final, brutal thrust, Champ drove deep, knotting inside her with a force that stole her breath.

The first hot jet of cum hit her like a lightning bolt, setting off an explosion of pleasure so intense it ripped a scream from her throat. Her body convulsed violently, her cunt milking the beast's cock for every drop, her orgasm crashing over her in wave after wave of unbearable ecstasy.

Her father’s voice was a low growl in her ear, triumphant. "Good girl. Cum on that cock. That’s what you were made for."

Emma could barely breathe, her mind a haze of pleasure and humiliation, her pussy overflowing as the stallion pumped load after load inside her, the knot ensuring not a drop escaped. 
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When Champ finally withdrew, his thick shaft slipping free with a wet, obscene pop, cum poured from her ruined hole, a slick river that soaked the hay beneath her.

Her father stroked her hair, almost tenderly. "That’s two down." His voice was low, dangerous. "And we’ve only just begun."

Emma collapsed against the rail, her body trembling, her cunt aching and swollen. The night was far from over, and she knew—deep down—that there were still more beasts waiting in the dark. 

And she would take every single one of them.  

3"  
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Emma’s legs trembled violently beneath her as she tried to stand, but the sheer ache between her thighs forced her back to her knees, cum still oozing from her stretched hole. Each pulse of slick warmth that dripped from her sent a perverse reminder of just how deeply Champ had claimed her. The wet mess clung to her thighs, pooling in the hay beneath her, but there was no reprieve—only the promise of more to come.  

Her father loomed beside her, his heavy boot tapping against the floor as he surveyed her with satisfaction. “Didn’t think you had it in you, girl," he muttered, lighting a cigarette and exhaling slowly. "But look at you—all spread and dripping like a mare in heat.”

Emma whimpered, her arms shaking as she clung to the wooden rail for support, her breath ragged. Her insides felt wrecked, raw and tender, but beneath the exhaustion, a dangerous spark of arousal flickered, the lingering heat of her own shameful pleasure refusing to dim. 

Her father crouched beside her, his hand cupping her chin roughly, forcing her teary-eyed gaze to meet his. "You’re a long way from done, girl. Thought two horses was enough? We’re just gettin’ started.”  

Emma’s breath hitched as she heard another stall door creak open behind her. She twisted her head just in time to see Diablo—her father’s prized stud, black as night and thrumming with raw power—step forward, his hooves heavy against the barn floor.  

Her heart pounded as the enormous beast approached, his massive cock already swinging heavily between his legs, glistening with anticipation. Diablo was even bigger than the others, his length terrifyingly thick, veins bulging as precum gathered at the swollen tip. 

Her father grinned darkly. "He’s been waiting a long time for this." 
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Emma tried to crawl backward, fear overwhelming her senses, but her father was on her in an instant—his strong hands gripping her ankles and dragging her back across the hay with humiliating ease. “You ain’t going anywhere, girl,” he growled, flipping her onto her back. “Spread those legs. Now.”  

Tears welled in Emma’s eyes as her trembling thighs fell open, exposing her swollen, cum-filled pussy to the beast standing above her. Her skin prickled with cold and shame, but her father’s stern gaze pinned her in place, leaving no room for disobedience.

“Hold still,” he warned, positioning her beneath Diablo’s massive frame. The heat from the stallion’s body radiated down onto her, and the thick musk of animal and sweat filled the air, making her head spin. She gasped as his cock brushed against her inner thigh, smearing slick precum onto her skin.

“Easy now, Diablo,” her father murmured, guiding the beast’s cock toward her entrance. The tip pressed insistently against her abused pussy, the stretch immediate and unforgiving.  

“Daddy... please,” she whimpered, her voice breaking, but he only chuckled darkly, holding her steady as the stallion began to push forward.  

“Too late for begging, girl. You’re gonna take every inch of him.”  
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Diablo thrust forward with brutal force, and Emma screamed as the massive cock stretched her beyond anything she thought possible, her tender walls clenching instinctively around the intrusion. The beast didn’t care about her limits—he buried himself deeper, inch by agonizing inch, until the blunt head kissed the entrance to her womb.  

“Fuck, that’s it,” her father muttered, watching intently as her pussy stretched obscenely around the beast’s shaft. He leaned closer, running his fingers along the slick mess where they were joined, feeling the way her body tried—and failed—to accommodate the monstrous size.

“Look at you,” he whispered. “Made to take it. Just like a good little slut.”  

Diablo snorted above her, his muscles flexing as he began to move, each thrust sending shockwaves through Emma’s body. She cried out, her back arching off the hay, the mixture of pain and unbearable pleasure flooding her senses. Her father’s hand found her clit, rubbing it in slow, deliberate circles, forcing her body to respond even as it teetered on the edge of collapse.

“You feel that?” he whispered harshly. “That’s the only thing you’re good for—gettin' bred and filled to the brim.”  
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The stallion’s thrusts grew faster, harder, the brutal rhythm forcing Emma’s body to mold around him, every stroke scraping against the sensitive walls of her cunt. Her father never stopped working her clit, his fingers relentless as they coaxed her closer and closer to the edge.  

Emma’s mind swirled with conflicting sensations—shame, fear, and an overwhelming need she couldn’t deny. The sheer filth of what was happening to her, the way her father’s touch manipulated her body into betrayal, was too much to bear.

“Oh God... Daddy, I can’t—”  

“You can," he growled. "You will.”  

Her body betrayed her completely—pleasure blooming uncontrollably deep in her core as the stallion’s cock hammered into her. Her pussy clenched around him, milking the monstrous shaft even as her mind screamed in protest. 

Diablo’s knot swelled suddenly, locking him inside her with brutal finality, and Emma sobbed as she felt him hit the deepest parts of her, the stretch unbearable and perfect all at once.  

“Here it comes,” her father whispered, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Time to take his load, girl.”
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The stallion thrust one final time, and Emma’s world shattered as hot jets of cum flooded her, filling her womb with obscene force. Her orgasm ripped through her like a tidal wave, violent and all-consuming, every nerve alight with blinding pleasure.  

Her father chuckled, his fingers circling her clit faster as she writhed beneath the beast, milking every last drop from his swollen cock. “That’s it,” he murmured. "Cum for him. Show me you love it."  

Emma’s body shook uncontrollably, her pussy clenching and releasing around the massive shaft, overwhelmed by wave after wave of pleasure. Cum leaked from her in thick streams, coating her thighs and pooling beneath her as Diablo slowly pulled free, his thick knot slipping out with a wet, obscene pop.
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Panting and trembling, Emma collapsed back into the hay, her body utterly spent, her mind hazy with exhaustion and lingering ecstasy. Her father stood over her, his gaze heavy with approval as he watched the mess between her legs—her pussy still twitching, leaking, and glistening with cum.

“You did good, girl,” he muttered, lighting another cigarette. “But we’re not done yet.”  

Emma’s heart skipped a beat as the next stall door creaked open, the sound of hooves on wood signaling the arrival of yet another beast.

And this time, there were two. 

Her father grinned. "Hope you’re ready, sweetheart. Tonight’s just getting started."

Part 4"  
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Emma lay sprawled in the hay, her legs trembling uncontrollably, her pussy still leaking thick streams of cum. The barn was heavy with heat and musk, the scent of sex clinging to her skin, marking her. Her father towered above, hands on his hips, his gaze dark with satisfaction—and a dangerous glint of expectation.

“You think you’ve earned a break?” he sneered, exhaling smoke through his nostrils. “We’ve only scratched the surface, girl.”

Emma tried to shift, her muscles burning with every slight movement, but before she could react, the gate of another stall swung open. This time, two figures stepped forward into the lantern-lit barn, and her stomach twisted at the sight.  

Her brother, Nate, stood at the entrance, leading the family’s two massive Great Danes—Duke and Gunner—on short leather leashes. 
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Emma’s breath hitched, her mind spinning as she tried to comprehend what was happening. "N-Nate?" she stammered, trying to push herself up from the hay. The older boy’s dark grin told her everything she needed to know—he wasn’t here to stop anything.

“Daddy said you’d need help finishing,” Nate said smoothly, his voice a lazy drawl as he unclipped the dogs’ leashes. "And I figured I’d lend a hand."  

Emma’s heart pounded in her chest, but there was no mistaking the hungry gleam in her brother’s eyes as he stalked toward her. The dogs followed close behind, their huge bodies rippling with muscle, their noses twitching eagerly as they caught the scent of cum and sweat.

“No...” Emma whispered, her voice barely audible. But the spark deep in her belly stirred dangerously—fear, shame, and something darker.

Her father chuckled from where he stood in the corner, arms folded. “Told you, girl. You were made for this.” His tone dropped into something softer, but just as menacing. “And Nate’s gonna make sure you don’t miss a beat.”
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Nate knelt beside her, grinning as he brushed a lock of damp hair from her flushed face. His eyes roamed over her exposed, cum-slicked body with an almost possessive hunger. “Don’t fight it, sis,” he murmured, his hand sliding down her side to grip her thigh. “You look real good like this.”  

Duke’s massive head nudged between her thighs, his hot breath fanning over her slick folds. Emma gasped, trying to clamp her legs shut, but Nate’s strong hands forced them open, spreading her wide for the eager dog.  

“That’s it,” Nate whispered, his voice low and teasing. “Let him have a taste.”
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Duke’s tongue shot out, long and rough, dragging up the entire length of Emma’s swollen pussy. She cried out, her hips jerking involuntarily at the sensation. The dog’s tongue moved hungrily, licking up every trace of cum that leaked from her, and a shuddering moan escaped her lips despite herself. 

“Oh, you like that, huh?” Nate’s voice was smug as he pinned her hips down, ensuring she couldn’t squirm away. The dog's thick tongue slid deeper, swirling around her clit, and Emma’s toes curled at the overwhelming sensation.  

Her father’s voice rumbled from the shadows. "She’s dripping already, Nate. Keep her busy—make sure the dogs get their fill."

Emma gasped, her body betraying her as pleasure built swiftly under the relentless attention of Duke’s tongue. Each lap sent jolts of sensation shooting through her, her clit throbbing mercilessly under the wet friction. 

"Stop," she whimpered, tears mixing with her moans, but her own hips betrayed her, lifting slightly, seeking more of the forbidden pleasure.

Nate laughed, his hand sliding down to cup her breast, squeezing hard enough to make her wince. “Lyin’ little slut,” he muttered. "Your cunt says otherwise."
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Just as Duke’s tongue drove her to the brink, the other dog—Gunner—sniffed eagerly at her rear, his heavy cock already jutting from his sheath, thick and red. A growl rumbled deep in his throat as he mounted her back, his paws heavy on her hips.

“Oh fuck,” Nate muttered, watching with open fascination. “He’s ready to breed."

“No, please, not both—” Emma’s voice cracked, but Nate just pinned her down harder, trapping her beneath the weight of the two dogs.

“Stop whining," he sneered, leaning closer to whisper in her ear. "This is what you wanted, right? To be a good little bitch?” 

Gunner’s cock prodded blindly at her entrance, smearing slick pre-cum across her skin until, with a sudden thrust, the thick head pushed inside. Emma screamed, her body arching off the ground as the dog’s cock forced its way deep into her already-sore cunt.
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"Good boy," Nate whispered, rubbing Gunner’s side as the dog began to thrust wildly, his thick shaft plunging into Emma’s wet heat with rapid, jerking motions. The slick sounds of her stretched pussy filled the barn, obscene and relentless.

Her father chuckled from the corner, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Told you, girl. Made for this.” 

Duke kept licking, his rough tongue dragging over her swollen clit in time with Gunner’s frantic thrusts. Pleasure and humiliation collided violently inside Emma, the heat building, unbearable and unstoppable.

“Look at you,” Nate whispered, biting his lip as he watched his sister’s face twist in helpless ecstasy. “Taking it so good. You’re fucking loving it, aren’t you?”

Emma tried to deny it, but the words stuck in her throat. Her body betrayed her completely—her pussy clenched hard around the dog’s cock, milking it for every inch. 

“That’s it," her father murmured. "Cum on that knot, girl.”
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Gunner’s knot swelled suddenly, locking deep inside her. Emma’s eyes rolled back as her orgasm ripped through her, her body convulsing violently, every nerve alight with forbidden pleasure. 

The dog howled as he came, hot spurts of cum flooding her, filling her completely until it overflowed in thick streams. Emma sobbed, the intense pleasure too much to bear, her clit throbbing painfully under Duke’s relentless tongue.

“Fuck... she’s squirting,” Nate muttered, his voice thick with awe. "Look at her go."

Emma’s orgasm seemed endless, her body jerking with each pulse of pleasure, her pussy clenching desperately around Gunner’s knot. Cum dripped from every hole, slick and obscene, pooling beneath her in a sticky mess.

Her father leaned down, his voice a low growl in her ear. “Good girl. Knew you had it in you."
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When Gunner finally pulled free, his knot slipping out with a wet, lewd pop, Emma collapsed into the hay, completely wrecked and trembling. 

Nate crouched beside her, his fingers trailing lazily between her thighs, spreading the mess. "That was just the warm-up, sis," he whispered, a wicked grin spreading across his face. "You ready for the main event?"  

Emma’s heart pounded in her chest as her father approached from the shadows, his belt already undone, the weight of his presence suffocating.  

“Let’s see what you’ve really learned,” he murmured darkly.  

And just like that—the night was far from over.

Part 5"  
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Emma’s body lay slack in the hay, a twitching, spent mess, her skin sticky with sweat and cum. Every nerve felt raw, every muscle trembling under the weight of exhaustion—but there was no reprieve. Not in this barn, not with her father standing over her and her brother grinning like the devil himself.

Nate wiped a streak of slick cum from her inner thigh with two fingers, watching her squirm as the cool air kissed her swollen, wrecked pussy. “You look so used up,” he muttered, licking the mess from his fingers. “Just like a good little whore should.”

Emma whimpered, her legs too weak to close, too battered to resist. Her father crouched beside her, brushing the damp hair from her face, his expression unreadable—but the bulge straining in his jeans said everything.

“You’re not done until I say so, girl,” he whispered, his hand cupping her jaw with a firm grip, forcing her to meet his gaze. “Now... let’s see if you learned anything tonight.”  

His thumb dragged across her bottom lip, pressing just enough to make her open her mouth. Emma’s heart pounded in her chest as the realization hit her, the final twist in this depraved ritual making her pulse race with dread—and a flicker of that dangerous heat.
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Her father stood, undoing his belt with deliberate slowness, the metallic clink of the buckle echoing in the barn. Emma’s breath hitched as she watched him pull the leather strap free, her eyes trailing to the bulge behind his zipper.

“You’ve taken the animals,” her father muttered, unzipping his jeans and pulling his cock free—thick, veined, and already dripping with precum. “Now you’re gonna take what belongs to your family.”
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Nate crouched at her side, running a hand down her back, his touch both possessive and soothing. “It’s alright, sis,” he whispered mockingly, leaning in close. “You’re practically beggin’ for it.”  

Emma shook her head weakly, the taste of salt and shame already on her tongue. But her body betrayed her again, a deep, aching pulse between her thighs that wouldn’t quit, even after everything. She hated how much she craved more.  

Her father fisted his cock, stroking it slowly as he watched her squirm. “Open wide,” he ordered, his voice a low growl.

Tears welled in her eyes, but her lips parted obediently, and her father wasted no time. The thick head of his cock slid into her mouth, salty and hot, making her choke as it hit the back of her throat.

"That’s a good girl," he murmured, his hand gripping the back of her head to keep her still. "You’re gonna swallow every drop, just like you did for those dogs."
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Nate shifted behind her, his hands spreading her ass wide, and Emma stiffened as she felt his cock press against her slick, abused hole. 

“Nate, no—” she gasped, her words muffled around her father’s cock, but her brother only chuckled darkly.

"Oh, it’s happening, sis," he whispered, pushing forward until the head of his cock breached her tight entrance. Emma cried out, her moan vibrating around her father’s shaft, but Nate kept going, forcing her body to accept him inch by inch. 
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The barn filled with obscene sounds—her father’s grunts, the wet slaps of Nate’s hips against her ass, and Emma’s muffled whimpers, every thrust sending a fresh jolt of shameful pleasure through her battered body. 

Her father groaned as her tongue swirled around the head of his cock, dragging her down further until her throat stretched to take him fully. 

“Fuck, that’s it,” he hissed, his hips rocking forward. “You were made for this.”
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Behind her, Nate’s cock slammed deeper, the tight stretch of her ass making him groan in pleasure. “Goddamn, you’re tighter than I thought,” he muttered, his nails digging into her hips. "You love this, don’t you?"  

Emma could barely breathe, her mind lost in the overwhelming mix of pain, pleasure, and humiliation. Her father’s cock throbbed against her tongue, the salty taste of his pre-cum spreading across her tastebuds, and every thrust from Nate made her body ache with filthy delight.

“You gonna cum again, sis?” Nate sneered, pounding into her harder. "I can feel it—you're squeezin’ me like you don’t want me to stop."  

Emma sobbed around the cock in her mouth, tears streaming down her cheeks, but she couldn’t deny it. The unbearable fullness—the depravity—was driving her to the edge again, her clit throbbing wildly with need.
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Her father grabbed her hair tighter, groaning as his thrusts became erratic. His cock swelled in her throat, pulsing hotly with the promise of release. “You better swallow every drop, girl,” he growled through clenched teeth.

And then it hit—a thick, hot burst of cum, filling her mouth and sliding down her throat in heavy spurts. Emma gagged, but her father held her in place, forcing her to take everything until her eyes watered.
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Behind her, Nate’s hips slammed forward one last time, burying himself deep in her ass as his own orgasm ripped through him. Hot cum flooded her, and Emma cried out as the filthy warmth spread inside her, her own body betraying her once more. 

Her pussy clenched violently, a final wave of pleasure crashing over her—sharp, unbearable, and all-consuming. Her orgasm tore through her, leaving her gasping and twitching as Nate emptied himself into her.
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When it was over, Emma collapsed onto the hay, her body a used, dripping mess, every hole stretched and filled. Her father stood above her, tucking his cock back into his jeans, a satisfied smirk playing on his lips.

“Good girl,” he muttered, lighting another cigarette. “Told you we’d make you useful.”
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Nate pulled free with a wet pop, his cum leaking from her stretched ass, and gave her a playful slap on the rear. "That was fun, sis," he said with a grin, wiping sweat from his brow. "We’ll have to do this again sometime."

Emma could only lie there, her breath ragged, her body trembling in the aftermath. She hated how much she wanted more.

Her father chuckled darkly, the glow of his cigarette lighting the shadows. “Get some rest, girl. The night’s still young... and there’s plenty more to come.”

Part 6"  
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Emma’s body lay in ruin, every hole stretched and leaking, her breath ragged as the thick scent of sweat, cum, and animal musk hung heavy in the barn air. Her father’s words lingered, promising more to come—and despite the exhaustion thrumming through her limbs, her insides still pulsed with that unbearable heat.

The shame, the filth, the overwhelming sensation of being utterly claimed by man and beast alike had tangled into a heady, addictive mix that she couldn’t escape. Her cunt still twitched, desperate for more, the raw ache of every intrusion only stoking the dangerous fire building in her belly.  

Her father loomed nearby, smoke curling lazily from his cigarette, watching her with dark, gleaming eyes. He dragged his thumb across her swollen lips, smearing a streak of cum across her cheek. His grin was wolfish, satisfied—and hungry for more.  

“You think you’ve had enough, girl?” he muttered, flicking the ash from his cigarette. "You’re not even close."
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The barn door creaked open again, the cool night air rushing in—and with it, another figure. Emma’s eyes fluttered open, bleary and dazed, and her heart stuttered at the sight of her Uncle Hank, his hulking frame silhouetted in the doorway. 

“Well, ain’t this a sight,” Hank drawled, stepping into the barn and letting the door swing shut behind him. His gaze roamed over Emma’s ruined, cum-slicked body, and a slow, wicked grin spread across his face. “Heard you were havin’ yourself a little lesson out here.”  

Emma whimpered, trying to shift away, but her father’s hand pressed firmly between her shoulder blades, keeping her pinned in place. 

“She’s a fast learner,” her father said, smirking as he glanced over at his brother. “But I figured you might want a turn.”  
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Emma’s stomach twisted with a fresh wave of fear and dark, gnawing anticipation. Her pulse quickened as Hank stepped closer, unbuttoning his jeans with leisurely ease. The sound of his zipper made her breath hitch—the reality of what was coming crashing down on her.

“Spread her out,” Hank muttered, his voice thick with lust. "Let’s see what she’s been trained for."

Her father grabbed Emma’s hips, hauling her onto her knees once more. Her legs splayed wide, exposing her ruined, dripping pussy to the men standing over her. Cum glistened between her thighs, trickling from her used holes, and the sight made both men grunt in approval.

“You see that, Hank?” her father said, his voice low and satisfied. “She’s taken everything so far—and she’s still hungry for more.”
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Hank knelt behind Emma, his rough hands spreading her cheeks wide as he inspected the mess of cum still leaking from her. His cock twitched, thick and heavy in his hand, already slick with precum.

“Goddamn, she’s stretched good.” His fingers brushed over her swollen entrance, sending jolts of unwanted pleasure through her, and Emma moaned helplessly, her body betraying her once more.

“That’s right, sweetheart,” Hank murmured, lining himself up with her slick, ruined hole. “Open up for Uncle now.”

Emma’s breath hitched as the blunt head of his cock pressed against her entrance, stretching her even further. The burn was immediate, sharp and raw—but beneath it, that wicked, shameful pleasure coiled tight, ready to snap.
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Hank thrust forward with brutal force, burying himself deep in one smooth stroke. Emma cried out, her fingers clawing at the hay, but the overwhelming fullness—the brutal stretch—ignited every nerve in her body.

"Fuck, she’s tight,” Hank grunted, his cock dragging against her slick walls as he pulled back and slammed into her again. “Like she was made for this."

Her father crouched beside her, his hand finding her clit with cruel precision. "Feel that, girl?" he whispered, his voice dripping with dark satisfaction. "That’s what it means to belong to this family."
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Hank’s pace was relentless, his cock pounding into her, each thrust forcing her to take him deeper, harder. Her body rocked with the force of it, the filthy, wet slaps filling the barn, mixing with Emma’s breathless cries. 

Her father’s fingers worked her clit mercilessly, coaxing her closer and closer to the edge, the pleasure building, unbearable and blinding. 

"You gonna cum again?" her father growled, his hand tightening around her throat, holding her in place. "You better—I wanna feel you squeeze him when you do."
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Emma sobbed, her body trembling with the intensity of it, and then the pleasure shattered, an explosive orgasm ripping through her, dragging her under. Her cunt clenched violently around Hank’s cock, milking him for every inch, every pulse. 

“That’s it—cum on me, you filthy bitch,” Hank snarled, his thrusts growing erratic as her body spasmed around him.

With a final, brutal thrust, Hank buried himself deep, his cock swelling as he spilled inside her. The hot flood of cum filled her once again, mixing with everything the beasts had left behind, and Emma gasped as the slick warmth overflowed, trickling down her thighs.
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Her father chuckled, watching the mess with satisfaction. "That’s it," he muttered. "Now you’re complete."

Hank pulled out with a wet pop, his cum leaking from her gaping hole, and Emma collapsed into the hay, spent and shaking. Her body twitched with the aftershocks of pleasure, her mind a haze of exhaustion and forbidden ecstasy.

"Good girl," her father murmured, stroking her hair as if in twisted affection. "You did well tonight. Real well." 

––––––––
[image: image]


Emma lay in the mess, her body a testament to the night’s depravity, every inch of her marked, filled, and used. The scent of cum, sweat, and shame clung to her skin—and deep down, she knew the night wasn’t truly over.

Not yet. Not until they decided it was.  
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Her father’s voice cut through the haze, low and dark. "Get some rest, girl. Tomorrow, we start all over again."

And in the dim light of the barn, Emma knew she would obey.

Because there was no escape—not from them, not from this, and not from the wicked hunger burning deep inside her.

7"  
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Emma's body lay limp in the hay, her mind floating in a haze of exhaustion, shame, and a strange, aching satisfaction. Every inch of her felt stretched, wrecked, and used, with the lingering heat of orgasm still flickering low in her belly. But she knew—deep down—there was more. 

Her father stepped back, rolling his shoulders, his jeans slung low around his hips. Hank lit a cigarette, grinning like a predator who’d just devoured his prey. 

Emma let out a soft whimper as her muscles twitched involuntarily, her sore pussy leaking a steady stream of cum down her thighs.  

“You did real good, girl,” her father murmured, running a hand possessively down her spine. “But you’re not done yet.”  

Her breath hitched at the sound of another stall door creaking open, and she braced herself for what new beast would approach—another stallion? A dog? She couldn’t imagine what more her body could take, but she knew she had no say in it. She belonged to them now.
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A soft giggle echoed through the barn—not from a man or a beast, but something far more unexpected. Emma’s eyes shot open, confusion swirling in her dazed mind as the familiar figure of her stepmother stepped into the dim light.

"Well, well," her stepmother purred, her red-painted lips curling into a smug smile. "I figured you boys were having all the fun without me."

Emma’s heart pounded wildly, a mixture of fear and disbelief tangling in her chest. What was she doing here? And worse—why did she seem so... excited?
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Her stepmother, Rachel, sauntered over to where Emma lay sprawled and spent, her heels clicking against the wooden barn floor. The older woman’s eyes glittered with amusement as she took in Emma’s ruined, cum-streaked body, tilting her head like she was admiring a work of art.

"Oh, sweetheart," Rachel cooed, crouching beside her and running a perfectly manicured nail down Emma's cum-smeared cheek. “You really outdid yourself tonight, didn’t you?”

Emma tried to crawl away, but her stepmother’s hand shot out, gripping her chin firmly, forcing her to look up. The soft perfume of vanilla and musk tickled her nose—a sharp contrast to the raw animal scent that clung to her skin.

"Don’t be shy, darling,” Rachel whispered with a wicked smile. “We’ve got so much more planned for you."
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Emma’s father chuckled from the shadows, leaning against the barn wall with a satisfied smirk. “Figured you’d wanna see this,” he said, blowing a lazy stream of smoke. "Might as well let you join in."

Rachel hummed appreciatively, her nails dragging slowly down Emma’s trembling thigh, spreading her legs just enough to admire the mess between them. "I do love a good family tradition," she murmured, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.
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Rachel stood and snapped her fingers, and to Emma’s disbelief, two more dogs padded into the barn—not the towering Great Danes from before, but sleek, smaller ones. The family’s Dobermans. Their sleek black bodies rippled under the low light, their pointed ears alert, noses twitching eagerly as they caught the scent of sex.

"You’ll love these two," Rachel whispered, sliding her hand down Emma’s belly, teasing her slick, swollen folds with light, lazy strokes. "They’re always so eager to please."

Emma gasped as one of the Dobermans nudged between her legs, his cold nose pressing against her swollen clit. The other circled behind her, sniffing hungrily at her exposed, leaking holes. Their eager excitement was undeniable, tails wagging in anticipation.
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Rachel sank down beside Emma, spreading the girl’s thighs even wider with a wicked grin. "Let’s make sure these boys get their turn," she whispered. “And don’t worry, sweetheart—I’ll make sure you enjoy every second.”

Her fingers slid down, parting Emma’s soaked folds, and the first Doberman wasted no time—his hot tongue lapping eagerly at her abused pussy, the slick sound obscene in the quiet barn. Emma cried out, her back arching involuntarily as the rough tongue circled her sensitive clit, forcing her body to respond despite the ache.

"That’s it," Rachel whispered, leaning down to nip playfully at Emma’s ear. “Just relax, darling. Let the dogs have their fun.”
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The second Doberman mounted her without hesitation, his front paws bracing on her hips as his cock, slick and hot, nudged insistently at her swollen entrance. Emma whimpered, tears of exhaustion and shame blurring her vision, but her stepmother’s hand held her firmly in place.

"Shh," Rachel cooed, her fingers working Emma’s clit in slow, deliberate circles. "You want this. I can feel it."

With a sharp thrust, the Doberman’s cock slid inside, the slick stretch immediate and overwhelming. Emma sobbed as the dog began to rut wildly, his cock slamming into her with frantic need. The wet slaps of his thrusts filled the barn, and her stepmother’s fingers never stopped teasing her clit, driving her closer and closer to the edge.

“See?” Rachel murmured. “You’re such a good girl. Taking everything just like you should.”
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The pleasure built rapidly—a cruel, relentless wave that swallowed Emma whole. Her body betrayed her completely, clenching greedily around the dog’s cock as he pounded into her. Every thrust forced another broken moan from her lips, every stroke of Rachel’s fingers pushed her closer to that wicked, forbidden high.

“Cum for him,” Rachel whispered, her voice soft and commanding. “Cum like the perfect little bitch you are.”
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Emma shattered—her orgasm crashing over her with violent force, dragging her under as her pussy clenched and pulsed around the Doberman’s cock. The dog howled as his knot swelled inside her, locking them together, and Emma sobbed through the overwhelming pleasure, her body convulsing with each wave.

Hot cum filled her once more, flooding her already-wrecked hole, and the second Doberman whined eagerly, waiting his turn.
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Rachel leaned down, brushing her lips against Emma’s ear with a soft, satisfied sigh. “Told you, sweetheart,” she whispered. "This is what family’s for."

Emma collapsed into the hay, her body twitching uncontrollably, her mind a tangled mess of pleasure, shame, and something dangerously close to surrender. 

And as the second dog mounted her, ready to continue the ritual, Emma knew—with terrifying clarity—that there was no end to this night.

Because she belonged to them now.

Emma’s limp body trembled beneath the weight of the second Doberman, his slick cock already forcing its way inside her ruined, dripping pussy. Her breath hitched as his knot swelled at the entrance, every inch pushing her further into the depths of exhaustion—and, worse, a twisted, aching need that wouldn’t quit. 

Her mind swam, caught in the haze of forbidden pleasure and the sheer filth of the moment. Cum leaked freely from both her holes, pooling on the hay beneath her, a sticky testament to how deeply she’d been taken. And yet, even now, a flicker of arousal burned stubbornly within her, as if her body couldn’t help but crave more.  

Rachel's hand slid down Emma's spine in a slow, possessive stroke, her manicured nails leaving tiny trails of sensation across the sweat-slick skin. “Look at you,” she whispered, her voice dripping with mock affection. “You were made for this.”  

The dog thrust wildly, his rapid, shallow humps forcing obscene squelching sounds from between Emma’s thighs. Each thrust made her sob quietly, her pussy clenching in betrayal around the thick shaft buried inside her. 

But just as the tension built toward another unbearable climax, a shadow shifted near the doorway. 
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Her brother Nate let out a low whistle from where he stood, his arms crossed, a grin spreading across his face. “Well, well,” he drawled, stepping closer. "Look what I found creeping around outside."

Emma blinked blearily, her heart skipping a beat as another figure stumbled into view.  

It was Maddie—Emma’s best friend, her wide brown eyes filled with confusion and fear as Nate dragged her by the wrist into the barn. She looked like she’d been searching for Emma—still dressed in the same sundress she’d worn earlier, her sandals kicking up dust as Nate shoved her forward.

“Thought she might like to join the fun,” Nate said with a wicked grin. "Or at least watch." 
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“Maddie?” Emma croaked, her voice hoarse and trembling. The words felt foreign on her tongue—a reminder of the normal life she’d left behind outside these barn walls.

Maddie stared at her in stunned silence, her gaze locked on Emma’s exposed, cum-soaked body, and her expression twisted with a mix of disbelief and something darker. A flicker of curiosity flickered in her eyes, though she tried to hide it behind a mask of disgust.

“Oh, don’t be shy, now,” Rachel purred, walking slowly toward Maddie with a predatory smile. Her heels clicked against the wood as she circled the girl, like a wolf sniffing out prey. “I know exactly why you came looking for Emma.”

Maddie shook her head frantically, tears brimming in her eyes, but Rachel only laughed softly, brushing a hand down the girl’s arm. “You were hoping to catch her in the act, weren’t you?” she whispered, her lips curving into a sly grin. “Wondering if the rumors were true.”
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Emma's breath came in ragged gasps, her mind spinning as the second Doberman pounded her mercilessly, his knot already swelling inside her, locking them together. She wanted to scream, to tell Maddie to run—but her body betrayed her again, a desperate moan slipping past her lips as the dog pumped hot cum deep inside her. 

Her best friend’s horrified gaze was locked on the scene, her lips parting slightly as if she couldn’t tear herself away—as if the filthy display unfolding before her sparked something forbidden in her, too.
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Rachel’s eyes gleamed as she leaned closer to Maddie, brushing a stray tear from the girl’s cheek. “It’s alright, darling,” she murmured, her voice silky smooth. “We all have to start somewhere.”

Without waiting for a response, Rachel reached down and grasped Maddie’s hand, tugging her toward Emma’s sprawled form. The young girl stumbled forward, her sandals kicking up hay.

“You’re gonna help your friend,” Rachel whispered, her lips brushing the shell of Maddie’s ear. “And by the time we’re through, you’ll be begging to take her place.”
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Maddie’s breath hitched as Rachel knelt beside Emma, parting the exhausted girl’s swollen folds to reveal the obscene mess inside. “Go on, sweetheart,” Rachel purred. “Touch her. Feel what it’s like to belong.”

Maddie hesitated, her hands trembling, but the twisted curiosity was too strong. Slowly, almost timidly, her fingers brushed against Emma’s slick, leaking pussy. The sensation made Emma shudder, a sharp gasp escaping her lips as her friend’s innocent touch sent a jolt of unwanted pleasure through her body.

“There you go,” Rachel murmured approvingly. “See how easy it is?”
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The Doberman let out a low growl, his cock still buried deep inside Emma, knot swollen and locked tight. Maddie’s fingers hesitated, but Rachel’s hand covered hers, guiding her movements, forcing her to stroke Emma’s cum-slick folds.

Emma whimpered, her hips jerking involuntarily as Maddie’s touch sent electric sparks through her abused body. Her clit throbbed painfully under the gentle pressure, and she hated—hated—how badly she wanted more.

“You like that, don’t you?” Rachel whispered in Maddie’s ear. "See how your friend responds to every little touch?"  
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Maddie’s cheeks flushed with shame, but her fingers didn’t stop. She circled Emma’s clit hesitantly, her touch growing bolder as the messy heat between her friend’s thighs seemed to pull her deeper into the moment.

Emma sobbed, her body arching toward the touch, the betrayal complete. Her best friend—the girl she’d trusted more than anyone—was now part of this depraved ritual, and worse... it felt too good to stop.

“Good girls,” Rachel cooed, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “You’re both exactly where you belong.”

––––––––
[image: image]


The Doberman thrust one last time, hard and deep, and Emma cried out as his cock pulsed, pumping another thick load into her womb. Maddie gasped softly at the sight, her fingers still stroking her friend’s swollen clit as hot cum leaked from the knotted shaft.

Rachel chuckled darkly, her eyes gleaming with triumph. "There we go. Now, doesn’t that feel better?"

Maddie’s hand lingered, her breath uneven, and Emma’s broken moans filled the barn, the sound blending with the wet slaps and slick drips that echoed in the heavy air.
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“See?” Rachel whispered softly, brushing Maddie’s hair back. "This is just the beginning, sweetheart. There’s so much more for you to learn.”

Maddie’s lips parted, her gaze flicking from Emma’s ruined body to the Doberman’s dripping cock—and somewhere, deep in her wide brown eyes, curiosity blossomed into hunger.
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The stable was quiet, save for the occasional huff from the horses shifting in their stalls. Night had drawn in thick, the dark wrapping the ranch in solitude, and Emma stood barefoot on the cool wooden floor, her heart thudding louder than the rain tapping at the tin roof. 

“Get in there, girl,” her father’s deep voice ordered from behind, the timbre low and commanding, like he wasn’t telling her for the first time.

Emma hesitated, trembling at the doorway. She wore only a loose white sundress—her father’s favorite—and under it, nothing. She hugged her arms close to her chest, fingers digging into her own flesh as though clinging to her last shreds of decency. 

His footsteps approached slow but deliberate, boots dragging grit over the wood. When his hand came to rest on her shoulder, heavy and familiar, she felt her legs lock in place. “Now, Emma,” he whispered close to her ear, his breath hot and scented faintly of bourbon. “If you wanna be worth a damn on this ranch, you do what I say. No backtalk. No shame.” 

She wanted to protest—God, she wanted to say something. But every word withered on her tongue, and instead, she shuffled forward into the stable’s warm, musky air. It hit her nose thick and sour, the scent of animal sweat and hay-stale cum lingering like a coat of filth she couldn’t shake. 

Behind her, she heard the familiar creak of leather as her father leaned against the doorframe. “Don’t look at me like that, girl. This ain’t the time for hesitation.” His voice softened just a little, but that only made it worse. “You know it’ll only get harder if you resist.”

Emma swallowed, the noise loud in the silence. She didn’t know why, but the pressure—the expectation—began to stir something inside her, low in her belly. It wasn’t excitement, not yet, but it wasn’t fear either. More like a strange, uncertain pulse, alive and growing. 

Her father nodded toward the far end of the stable. “Go on. The boy’s restless.” 

She turned her gaze slowly, unwillingly, to the stall at the far end where King, their biggest stud, stood waiting. His thick, black coat gleamed in the dim light, muscles rippling as he shifted from hoof to hoof. As if sensing her attention, the beast whinnied softly, tossing his mane in a slow, lazy arc.

"He's been pent up for weeks." Her father’s drawl wrapped around her spine, pulling tight. "And it’s your job tonight to ease him."

Emma shook her head, a small panicked motion, her bare toes curling against the floorboards. “Daddy, please—”

A sharp swat landed on her ass, his calloused palm cracking across the soft curve with a sound that made her gasp. “Don’t you ‘Daddy’ me,” he growled. “I taught you better than to whine. Get up close to him. Now."

She shuffled forward again, every step dragging like she was wading through water. As she neared King’s stall, the beast stamped his hooves, the air around him thick with animal heat. His scent invaded her senses—wild, heady, and feral. 

Her father's voice was a steady pulse in her ear. "Touch him, Emma. Make him know you're here for him. He needs to feel you." 

Her hands shook as she reached up, pressing her palms flat against the side of King’s flank. The horse huffed, his breath warm against her skin, and she felt the weight of his massive body shiver beneath her touch. 

"Good girl," her father muttered from behind, approval bleeding through the sharp edges of his tone. "Now, lower yourself."

Emma's heart was a runaway drumbeat, her breath coming in shallow bursts. She sank to her knees, the hay prickling her bare legs, her dress riding up to expose more than she wanted. She could already see the thick, heavy sheath dangling between King’s hind legs, the tip of him peeking wet and swollen at the edge. 

"He's ready," her father whispered, stepping closer until she could feel the heat of him against her back. "But he won't mount without help. You gotta guide him, baby."

Emma’s stomach flipped at the implication, but her hands moved on their own—obedient to the voice she couldn’t disobey. She reached beneath King, wrapping her slim fingers around the slick shaft, and felt the beast twitch in response. His length was immense, far thicker than any man, and hot to the touch, pulsing like a heartbeat against her skin.

“Atta girl,” her father praised, a hand resting heavy on her head, petting her like she was the obedient animal here. "See how natural it feels?"

Emma whimpered softly, feeling her own body betraying her. The wet heat pooling between her thighs was undeniable, soaking into the delicate fabric of her dress. She hated how alive it made her feel—how right it was to kneel here, to stroke the beast, coaxing him harder with every gentle squeeze. 

“You were made for this,” her father murmured, his voice like honey dripping over steel. “That’s why you were born under my roof. To learn this. To serve.”

Emma shivered, her thighs pressing together as King’s cock throbbed in her grasp, growing impossibly harder. 

“Get closer," he ordered. "Present yourself. Let him know you're ready."

Her father’s hands guided her, lifting her hips and pulling the dress high enough to expose her slick, glistening cunt. Emma’s face burned with shame, but her body arched without hesitation, obeying the unspoken need that blossomed between her legs.

The beast snorted, stomping impatiently, his swollen tip grazing her bare skin. Emma moaned softly—God, she hated the sound—and bit down on her lip hard enough to draw blood. 

“Relax,” her father whispered. “Let him in. You’ll feel it soon, baby... that stretch you’ve been aching for."

Emma whimpered, her breath ragged, as the slick head of King’s cock nudged between her folds. She couldn’t stop the flood of heat that spread through her limbs, couldn’t deny the way her body quivered at the sheer size of him pressing against her entrance.

Her father’s voice was a low rumble in her ear. “Good girl. Now push back. Take him slow... but deep.”

Emma gasped as the beast's cock began to slide inside, her pussy stretching wider than she thought possible, the fullness almost too much to bear. The thick, veiny shaft dragged against every sensitive nerve, setting her insides alight with overwhelming sensation. 

“Jesus,” her father muttered, his hand fisting in her hair. "Look at you... taking him like you were meant to. You feel how right it is?"

Emma moaned—helpless, lost in the storm of pleasure and pain, her body surrendering fully to the animal fucking her. The heat, the pressure, the obscene fullness—it consumed her, making her mind hazy and her limbs weak. 

"He's not done yet, baby," her father warned, his voice thick with something like pride. "He's gonna knot you. Fill you so deep you won't know where you end and he begins."

Emma sobbed, her fingers clawing at the hay, her entire world narrowing to the slick slide of King’s cock plunging deeper, swelling thicker, locking her in place. 

And as the beast reared, his powerful body jerking with each thrust, Emma knew with bone-deep certainty that she was exactly where she belonged—spread wide, obedient, and utterly used. 
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The horse’s knot began to swell, the thick ridge at the base grinding against Emma’s stretched entrance. Every inch of him was obscene—a primal intrusion that left her gasping, teetering on the edge of pleasure and pain. She tried to shift her hips, just a little, but her father’s hand stayed firm on her back, pressing her down.

“Easy, girl. You take every bit of him,” he growled low, a smirk audible in his words. “There’s no halfway now.”

Emma’s breath hitched as the thick knot kissed her entrance, the girth impossible, yet her slick body betrayed her with a desperate clutch, her cunt throbbing and dripping onto the hay-strewn floor. 

“You feel that, baby?” His hand gripped her hair tighter, forcing her head to tilt, cheek flush against the dirty boards. “That’s what you’ve been missin’. That’s what you’re for.”

King grunted above her, the beast’s massive frame trembling with every huff as he shifted his weight. His flared nostrils blew warm air over the back of her neck, and Emma could feel the raw, restless need in him—the wild, unrelenting instinct to fill, to claim, to breed. 

“Oh fuck...” Emma whispered, her voice ragged, almost delirious from the thick pressure pressing her wide open. The horse's shaft throbbed inside her, every pulse driving her closer to the brink of madness.

“That’s right,” her father murmured, his own breathing uneven now. “You’re makin’ him proud. Makin’ me proud.”

Emma moaned—helpless, shame pouring through her but mixing with something hotter, something darker. The knot pressed harder, stretching her mercilessly, the rim slipping just inside her soaked walls. Her whole body shuddered at the sensation. 

“Push back, Emma. Take it,” her father ordered, his voice rough with command. 

Emma obeyed without thinking, her hips grinding back against the unyielding cock, letting the swollen knot force her open wider. It felt impossible—wrong—but her body didn’t care. It craved more, welcomed the depravity with open arms.

“Atta girl.” Her father’s approval rolled over her like warm syrup. “You were born for this. Just listen to that sloppy little cunt beggin’ for him.”

Emma’s slick, stretched pussy made wet noises with every slight movement, obscene sounds filling the stable along with her broken whimpers. King’s cock twitched violently inside her, the horse impatient, jerking his hips as if frustrated by her human slowness. 

And then, with one sharp thrust, the knot popped fully into her. 

Emma cried out—a high, keening sound as the sudden fullness overwhelmed her. It was too much—so big, so tight—her cunt stretched to its absolute limit. But instead of pulling away, her body clenched around the knot, holding it deep inside, as if afraid to let it go.

“There you go,” her father breathed, voice thick with satisfaction. “Now you know what it means to be bred right.”

Emma's mind swirled with sensation—pain melting into pleasure, shame twisting into raw, unfiltered desire. The knot throbbed, locking tight inside her, and every twitch sent sparks of heat radiating through her core.

“Oh God, Daddy...” she moaned, her voice a shaky mess, her hips grinding instinctively against the beast.

“That’s it. That’s my good girl,” he muttered, stroking her hair almost lovingly now. “Feel him growin’ inside you? He’s gonna flood that sweet little cunt, fill you so deep you won’t forget it.”

Emma sobbed, but it wasn’t from shame anymore. The overwhelming fullness, the obscene weight of the horse’s cock inside her—it all blurred together into something beyond reason. She was lost in it, drowning in the primal need that consumed her.

King shifted, adjusting his stance, and Emma felt the knot swell even more, stretching her impossibly tight. The beast’s hips jerked in small, desperate thrusts, his breath coming in rough bursts above her. 

“Hold still now,” her father warned, his voice a low growl. “Here it comes.”

Emma gasped as she felt the first hot spurt flood her insides, thick and overwhelming, the heat spreading deep into her womb. The horse grunted, his powerful frame trembling as he emptied himself into her with violent jerks of his hips. 

“Oh, fuck...” Emma moaned, her own body betraying her as pleasure surged through her like wildfire. She came hard, her cunt clamping around the massive knot, milking every drop of the animal’s seed. Her fingers clawed at the hay, her entire body writhing as the orgasm shattered through her. 

“Look at you,” her father whispered, watching intently as his daughter’s body convulsed around the beast. “Milkin’ him dry, just like a good girl should.”

Emma’s mind was a haze of bliss and degradation, her body trembling with aftershocks as the hot cum filled her completely. The knot throbbed, sealing every drop inside her, and she could feel it—so much—sloshing thick and heavy in her belly.

“That’s it. Take it all,” her father murmured, his voice thick with approval as he crouched beside her, one hand still tangled in her hair. “This is what it means to be mine. To obey.”

Emma whimpered, her breath ragged, as the last few spurts pulsed deep inside her. King shifted above her, his knot still locked tight, keeping them connected in the most obscene way possible. 

Her father leaned close, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. “You’ll do this again,” he whispered, his voice low and dangerous. “Whenever I say. You understand?”

Emma nodded weakly, her body still trembling, her mind too far gone to resist. All she knew was the heat, the fullness, and the raw satisfaction that lingered in every fiber of her being.

“Good girl,” her father whispered, his voice dark with satisfaction. “You’ve made me proud tonight.”

And as King huffed above her, shifting his massive weight, Emma knew—deep in her bones—that this was only the beginning.
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King shifted above her, snorting impatiently, his hips jerking in small, needy thrusts. The knot was swollen to full size now, locking him deep inside Emma’s stretched pussy, and she could feel every throb of the beast’s cock as if it was an extension of her own body. Each pulse sent shivers racing up her spine, and her belly felt hot, heavy with the obscene weight of his cum. 

Her father’s hand stayed firm on her head, stroking gently, almost lovingly, as if rewarding a favorite pet. "Feels right, don’t it? Having all that inside you. Filling you, owning you." His voice was low and satisfied, dripping with pride.

Emma moaned, her body still twitching with the aftershocks of her orgasm, her mind hazy and pliant. She didn’t dare move; the knot was so tight inside her that even the slightest shift sent new waves of pleasure rippling through her. The weight of the horse pinning her down felt both suffocating and delicious, like she belonged right there, beneath him.

Her father leaned closer, the scent of bourbon and sweat heavy in the air between them. "You’re takin' him so well, girl. But there’s somethin’ you oughta know..." His hand trailed down her back, resting on the curve of her ass, thumb grazing the slick mess where she and the beast were locked together.

Emma whimpered softly, overwhelmed by the knot still throbbing inside her, the relentless fullness pressing on every nerve. "What do you mean?" she whispered, her voice hoarse from gasping through waves of pleasure.

Her father chuckled, a dark, knowing sound that sent a chill skittering down her spine. "You didn’t think I was gonna let you have all the fun, did you?" 

Emma’s breath caught in her throat as she felt the unmistakable press of his belt buckle coming undone behind her. The metallic clink sent a jolt through her, mixing fear and anticipation in equal measure. 

“Daddy...” she gasped, her body still trembling, still stretched tight around the horse’s knot. 

He leaned in, lips brushing her ear with a low murmur. "King’s got one hole. I’m takin’ the other."

Her eyes widened, panic flickering briefly through the haze of arousal, but her father’s hands were already on her—strong, insistent. He shifted her just enough, pressing her deeper into the hay so her ass lifted higher. The pressure of King’s knot didn’t relent; it locked her body in place, keeping her spread and helpless. 

Emma moaned, helpless beneath them both. Her father’s hands roamed over her ass, fingers spreading her cheeks wide, exposing her to the cool night air. 

“You’re stretched good, baby,” he murmured, his voice thick with arousal. “But we’re just gettin' started.”

Emma’s breath came fast and shallow as she felt the blunt head of her father’s cock press against her tight, puckered entrance. The wet mess from King’s knot slicked everything, making the obscene invasion easier, but it still felt impossibly tight.

“Relax,” he whispered, soothing but firm. "You can take it. You’ve already got the big boy in front, haven’t you?"

Emma whimpered, her entire body trembling as her father’s cock pushed against the tight ring of muscle, insistent but unhurried. The pressure was immense, and her breath hitched as the first inch breached her, the burn sharp and unforgiving.

“Shhh, there it is,” he murmured, rubbing her back in slow circles as he pressed deeper, inch by inch. “That’s it, baby girl. Just let me in.”

The dual stretch was overwhelming. King’s knot throbbed deep inside her pussy, pulsing with the steady rhythm of the beast’s heartbeat, while her father’s cock filled her ass, forcing her body to open in ways she never thought possible. 

Emma sobbed—a mixture of pain, pleasure, and pure sensory overload. Every nerve in her body was on fire, her mind a chaotic swirl of shame, arousal, and surrender. 

“There’s my good girl,” her father whispered, voice thick with satisfaction. “See? I knew you were made for this.”

He sank deeper, each slow thrust nudging her forward onto King’s knot, driving it even further inside her stretched pussy. The sensation was maddening—too much, too intense—and Emma couldn’t tell where the pain ended and the pleasure began. Her entire body was a live wire, every touch, every thrust setting off sparks of heat that raced through her veins. 

“Oh, fuck...” she gasped, her voice a broken whimper. 

Her father grunted, his hips moving in slow, deliberate strokes, each thrust pushing her deeper into the beast beneath her. "Feels good, don’t it?" he growled. "Two cocks fillin’ you up, just like you were made for it."

Emma moaned, her breath hitching with every thrust. The pressure was unbearable, the pleasure overwhelming, and she could feel herself slipping further into the abyss, lost in the raw, primal need that consumed her.

King shifted again, the beast’s hips jerking as he tried to thrust deeper, his knot swollen and unyielding. Emma cried out as the movement sent a fresh wave of pleasure crashing over her, her body convulsing with the force of it.

“Cum for me, baby,” her father whispered, his breath hot against her ear. "I want to feel you squeeze us both."

Emma sobbed, her body tightening around both cocks, her mind shattering as the orgasm ripped through her like a storm. Her pussy clenched around King’s knot, milking the last of his seed, while her ass squeezed tight around her father’s cock, pulling him deeper.

“That’s it,” her father growled, his hips slamming against her, his cock twitching as he filled her ass with his cum. “That’s my good fuckin' girl.”

Emma moaned, her entire body trembling as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. She was lost in it, drowning in the overwhelming sensation of being completely, utterly filled.

And as her father grunted above her, his cock still buried deep in her ass, Emma knew—without a doubt—that she would never be the same.
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The pressure in Emma’s body refused to relent. King’s knot remained locked tight inside her, every throb sending obscene pulses of warmth deeper into her belly. Her father’s cock twitched in her ass, still buried to the hilt, his cum slicking the tight space with every slight movement. The stable air was thick with the scent of sex—animal musk, hay, sweat, and the pungent tang of both human and beastly release.

Her father shifted slightly, his cock dragging against the snug walls of her ass. Emma whimpered, her body too spent to protest but far too overwhelmed to stay silent. Every nerve was raw, hypersensitive, and even the smallest movement sent ripples of unwanted pleasure coursing through her.

"Look at you," her father whispered, voice heavy with pride. "Two cocks stretchin’ you out, and you’re still hungry for more."

Emma could barely think, her head swimming in the aftermath of her orgasm. The obscene fullness—the knot lodged deep in her pussy, the slow, relentless throb of her father’s cock in her ass—kept her teetering on the edge of madness. She could feel the hot mess between her legs, slick and humiliating, but every shameful drop only made her clench tighter, as if her body craved it.

"Feel that, darlin’?" he murmured against her ear, his voice like honey dripping over sin. "You’re still clingin' to us. Can’t get enough, can you?"

Emma moaned, her hips jerking involuntarily as her father rolled his hips again, grinding deeper into her ass. The motion forced her forward onto King’s cock, pressing the knot against her cervix in a way that made her whole body spasm.

"Daddy, please..." she whimpered, her voice hoarse and broken. She didn’t know what she was begging for—release or more—but the words slipped out without thought.

Her father chuckled, the sound dark and knowing. "Please what, baby girl? You want me to stop... or keep fillin' that greedy little ass of yours?"

Emma sobbed, her fingers clawing weakly at the hay beneath her. "I-I can’t— it’s too much—"

Her father’s hand slid down her back, rough and possessive, tracing the curve of her spine until it settled on the swell of her ass. His thumb brushed over the stretched rim of her entrance, still tightly sealed around his cock, and she shivered at the intimate touch.

"Too much?" he mocked softly, his thumb pressing just enough to make her squirm. "Nah, you can take more. Look how good you’re holdin' us. Like you were made for this."

King snorted above her, restless again, and his massive body shifted, dragging Emma forward with him. The knot in her pussy tugged painfully, sending a fresh jolt of sensation through her core. She gasped, her entire body tensing as her father’s cock twitched inside her, responding to the squeeze of her tight ass.

"Fuck, you’re still so tight..." her father groaned, his voice thick with arousal. "You’re milkin' me dry, baby."

Emma whimpered, her body betraying her as a fresh wave of heat bloomed low in her belly. The slow, relentless stretch of being filled at both ends—too much, too deep—was unbearable, and yet... she craved it. 

Without thinking, her hips rolled again, grinding back against her father’s cock, pushing herself further onto King’s knot. The obscene slick noises filled the stable, every movement amplifying the lewd, shameful sounds of her body’s surrender.

"Good girl," her father whispered, his voice low and rough with satisfaction. "Look at you, takin’ us both like a proper little slut."

Emma moaned, her mind slipping deeper into the haze of submission. The words stung, but they also made her ache in ways she didn’t understand. She clenched tighter, her cunt throbbing around the beast’s knot, her ass squeezing around her father’s shaft. Every part of her was raw, used, but the pleasure didn’t stop—it only grew, hotter, sharper, more overwhelming with every passing second.

"You know what comes next, don’t you?" her father murmured, brushing her sweat-damp hair from her face. "We keep goin' until you beg for it. Until you need it." 

Emma gasped as her father’s hips snapped forward, thrusting hard into her ass. The force of it rocked her body, pressing her deeper onto King’s knot, and she cried out as the dual stretch sent another burst of pleasure-pain crashing through her.

"That’s it," he growled, gripping her hips tight enough to bruise. "You don’t stop till I say so."

The stable filled with the obscene sounds of skin slapping against skin, the wet squelch of cum leaking from her stretched pussy, the ragged gasps and moans that slipped from Emma’s lips. She was lost in it now—completely, utterly lost. 

Her body rocked between them, caught in a depraved rhythm, every thrust from her father driving her deeper onto the beast. The knot throbbed inside her, sealing her tight, keeping every drop of cum locked deep in her womb, while her father’s cock stretched her ass with relentless precision.

Emma's breath hitched, her body trembling as another orgasm coiled deep inside her, hot and fast and impossible to fight. 

"Cum for me, baby girl," her father whispered, his voice a rough growl. "I wanna feel you squeeze us dry."

And just like that, she shattered. The orgasm ripped through her, violent and all-consuming, leaving her sobbing and writhing as her body convulsed around the two cocks buried inside her. Her pussy clenched tight around King’s knot, milking the last of the beast’s seed, while her ass spasmed around her father’s cock, dragging him deeper.

"Fuck, that’s it—good girl—" her father groaned, his hips slamming against her one final time. Emma felt him throb inside her, hot spurts of cum filling her ass, and she moaned through the haze of her release, lost in the filthy ecstasy of being filled completely.

Her body trembled with the aftershocks, every nerve alight, every inch of her spent and satisfied. King snorted above her, the beast shifting slightly, and Emma whimpered as the knot inside her tugged, still swollen and locked in place.

"Look at you," her father whispered, running his hand down her back, his touch almost gentle now. "Took us both like a good little girl."

Emma moaned softly, too exhausted to respond, her body limp and pliant beneath them. She could feel the mess between her legs—the thick, sticky evidence of her surrender—but she didn’t care. All that mattered was the heat, the fullness, the raw satisfaction that lingered in every muscle, every nerve.

Her father chuckled softly, his hand lingering on her hip. "Told you you were made for this, didn’t I?"

Emma shivered, her breath coming in ragged gasps, as the reality of what she’d done settled over her. And deep down, beneath the haze of exhaustion and pleasure, she knew—without a doubt—that she would do it again.
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As Emma lay spent, breath coming in shallow gasps, her body pinned under the heat and weight of the stallion’s knot and her father’s softening cock, the stable door creaked open—slow, deliberate. 

Her heart skipped a beat, panic bubbling up through the haze of exhaustion. She tried to lift her head, but her father’s firm grip on her hair kept her down. 

“Shhh, stay still, baby,” he murmured, brushing her hair aside with a tenderness that felt jarringly out of place given the mess dripping from her holes. 

The wooden door thudded closed, followed by the sound of booted footsteps against the straw-covered floor. 

“Well, well,” came a familiar voice—deep, gravelly, and laced with amusement. “Didn’t think you’d start without me, brother.” 

Emma froze, every muscle tensing beneath the knot still locked tight inside her. She knew that voice. It belonged to her uncle. 

Her father chuckled low, as if this was the most natural thing in the world. “Figured I’d break her in first,” he drawled, his cock twitching inside her ass one last time before he slid out with a wet pop. Emma whimpered, her slick rim clenching involuntarily at the sudden emptiness. 

"About time, too," her uncle murmured, drawing closer. "Always knew this girl had it in her—didn't I say that last summer?" 

Emma’s mind swirled with shame and disbelief, but her body remained obedient, trapped between the swollen knot plugging her pussy and the sticky wetness leaking down her thighs. 

Her father gave a lazy shrug, wiping sweat from his brow. "You were right. And she’s taken to it real good." 

Emma’s uncle crouched beside her, his rough hand cupping her chin, forcing her to meet his gaze. His eyes glittered with dark amusement as he tilted her face this way and that, inspecting the streaks of cum that smeared her cheeks. 

“She looks real sweet like this,” he murmured, his thumb brushing over her lips. Emma whimpered, her mouth parting involuntarily as her body betrayed her again, aching for whatever was coming next. 

"Open up, darlin'," he said softly, pressing the tip of his thumb against her bottom lip. "Let’s see how much more you can take."

Her father chuckled from behind her. "Don’t be shy, baby girl. You’re family now... and we share everything in this family." 

Emma's heart pounded in her chest, a twisted knot of fear and anticipation tangling in her gut. 

Her uncle leaned closer, his breath hot on her face as he grinned. "Good girl. Let’s get you ready for round two." 
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Emma’s lips quivered as her uncle’s thumb pressed deeper, sliding past her teeth, pushing down on her tongue. The taste of salt and sweat coated her senses, and without thinking, her mouth wrapped around the thick digit, sucking instinctively. A low chuckle rumbled from him, dark and pleased. 

"Atta girl," her uncle whispered, his gaze never leaving hers. "You’re already a little cock-hungry thing, huh?"

Her father stood, adjusting his belt lazily, his gaze heavy on the scene unfolding before him. "She’s a quick learner," he muttered with a smirk. "I told you she’d take to it."

Emma’s face burned, shame mingling with a twisted, undeniable pulse of arousal that throbbed between her legs. The knot still lodged deep in her pussy felt like a brand, keeping her tethered to the animal beneath her, her cunt stretched and aching yet clinging to the beast’s thick girth as if she couldn’t bear to let it go.

Her uncle pulled his thumb from her mouth with a wet pop, leaving her panting and dazed. “Well, brother,” he drawled, running a rough hand over the swell of Emma’s exposed ass. “You’ve broken her in nice. Guess that means I get to see just how deep this little girl can go.”

Emma whimpered as his hand slid lower, fingers grazing the sticky mess where King’s knot sealed her tight. Her body jerked at the touch—oversensitive, overstimulated—but she couldn’t stop herself from arching into it, as though craving more without knowing why. 

“She’s still knotted?” her uncle murmured, voice thick with approval. “That’s somethin’. Girl’s got herself locked good.” His fingers pressed against the seam of her pussy, where her swollen lips stretched obscenely around the base of the stallion’s shaft. “Goddamn, you really filled her up, didn’t you?”

Her father chuckled, a satisfied rumble in his chest. “She took it all—every inch. You should’ve heard her beggin’ for it.”

Emma sobbed quietly, her mind spinning, body thrumming with leftover pleasure and the anticipation of what was to come. She tried to close her legs—tried to regain even a shred of control—but King’s knot kept her spread wide, and her uncle’s hand on her thigh stopped any thought of resistance. 

"Don’t be shy now, sweetheart," he whispered, sliding two fingers down the slick seam of her pussy, teasing the sensitive flesh. "You’ve already been broken open. Might as well let your favorite uncle play too."

Emma moaned—helpless, humiliated—as his fingers worked slowly along the ridge of the knot, nudging the swollen base where it locked her body tight around the beast. The pressure was unbearable, teetering on the edge of pleasure and pain, and every slight movement sent electric pulses racing through her core.

Her father leaned against the stall, watching lazily, one hand resting on his belt. "You’ll wanna ease her ass open first," he remarked casually, as if they were discussing livestock instead of his own daughter. "She clenches tighter after she’s been knotted."

Her uncle grinned, slipping his fingers from her slick pussy to circle the tight ring of her ass. "Already stretched out some," he murmured, pressing the tip of one thick finger inside, making Emma whimper. "But she can do better."

Emma shuddered as he pushed deeper, her oversensitive body betraying her with a fresh rush of arousal that leaked down her thighs. She hated how easily she responded—hated the way her ass clenched greedily around the invading digit, drawing him in.

"See?" her uncle muttered, his breath hot against her ear. "She’s already eager for it. You got her trained real good, brother."

Her father smirked, folding his arms across his chest. "That’s what family’s for—teachin’ them right."

Emma gasped as her uncle added a second finger, scissoring them inside her, stretching her in slow, deliberate motions. The pressure was relentless, the burn sharp but addictive, and her hips bucked involuntarily, grinding against the knot still buried in her pussy.

“That’s it, baby girl," her uncle growled, voice thick with approval. "Open up for me. I’ll give you exactly what you need.”

Emma whimpered, her body quivering as the dual stretch overwhelmed her senses. Every nerve was on fire, her mind a haze of conflicting sensations—shame, pleasure, and a dark, twisted need she couldn’t deny. 

“Good girl,” her uncle whispered, his fingers working her open with maddening precision. “You feel that, sweetheart? You were made for this.”

Emma’s breath hitched as he added a third finger, pushing deeper, the stretch impossible but somehow perfect. Her body throbbed, aching and desperate, every inch of her craving more.

Her father stepped closer, his gaze heavy with satisfaction as he watched his brother’s fingers disappear inside his daughter’s tight hole. “She’s ready,” he muttered, his voice low and approving. “Go ahead and give her what she’s beggin’ for.”

Emma’s heart pounded in her chest, her mind screaming for it to stop—but her body said otherwise. Her hips rolled, her ass clenching around her uncle’s fingers, slick with the mess that leaked from her pussy. 

And as her uncle pulled his fingers free, slicking his cock with her juices, Emma knew there was no going back. 

This was just the beginning. And there was no telling how deep they’d take her tonight.
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Her uncle’s cock pressed against her stretched rim, the slick mess between her thighs making the obscene glide almost effortless. Emma whimpered, her body trembling as the swollen knot in her pussy kept her pinned—every slight movement forcing her tighter onto the beast, which stirred impatiently beneath her. 

"Shhh, now," her uncle whispered, the thick head of his cock nudging insistently against her ass. "You just relax and let it happen, sweetheart."

Emma’s breath hitched as he pushed inside, the burn sharp and instant, her muscles stretching around the unforgiving girth. Her mind screamed at the invasion, but her body betrayed her once again—clenching involuntarily, pulling him deeper, as though it was eager to be filled at both ends. 

"There you go," her father drawled from beside her, the dark grin in his voice unmistakable. "Look how sweet she opens up for you."

Emma sobbed quietly, her cheek pressed against the hay, fingers clawing at the ground beneath her. Every inch of her was aching, stuffed, stretched—her pussy locked around the knot, her ass swallowing her uncle’s cock inch by inch. And yet, the shame only made the arousal pulse harder between her legs, heat pooling low in her belly. 

"That’s my good girl," her uncle groaned as he buried himself fully inside her, hips flush against her ass. The stretch was unbearable, the fullness obscene—and still, Emma couldn’t stop the soft, broken moan that escaped her lips.

"You feel that?" her father muttered, crouching beside her to brush a strand of damp hair from her face. "Two cocks inside you, baby girl. One from a stallion, one from blood. You were made for this."

Emma sobbed, her hips jerking as her uncle pulled back slightly, the slow drag of his cock against her tight walls making her body spasm uncontrollably. Every thrust nudged her forward onto the beast’s knot, which throbbed with renewed urgency, threatening to release another flood of warmth inside her. 

“Fuck—she’s so goddamn tight,” her uncle grunted, his fingers digging into her hips as he picked up the pace. "Bet she’ll come again just from this. Won’t you, sweetheart?"

Emma could only moan in response, her body a mess of conflicting sensations—pleasure and pain, shame and need. Her hips moved without thought, grinding back against her uncle’s cock, pushing herself deeper onto the stallion’s knot, as though craving more even as the stretch made her eyes water.

And then it happened—a new voice cut through the thick air of the stable, low and teasing. 

“Well, well... I didn’t think I’d miss all the fun.” 

Emma’s heart stopped. No...  

She turned her head slowly, panic gripping her chest, only to find her mother leaning lazily against the stable door, arms crossed, an amused smirk tugging at her lips. 

“Didn’t think you boys would start without me,” she drawled, sauntering closer with the casual ease of someone who had seen this all before. 

Emma’s mind reeled, confusion and mortification swirling as her mother’s boots crunched over the straw-strewn floor. 

Her father chuckled, unbothered by her arrival. "Figured we’d warm her up for you." 

Her mother knelt beside Emma, brushing a hand gently down her daughter’s sweat-slicked back, her touch strangely affectionate. 

"Look at you," she murmured, running a finger down the seam where the knot kept Emma’s pussy stretched wide. "All filled up already. But you’ve got a long night ahead of you, baby girl."

Emma’s heart pounded as her mother leaned closer, her breath warm against her ear. 

"We’re gonna show you just how deep this family bond really goes."
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Emma’s mind spiraled, every thought unraveling beneath the weight of her mother’s words. The gentle stroke down her back sent shivers through her oversensitized body, each caress igniting the deep ache of shame already burning within her. Her pussy, still knotted tight around King’s swollen cock, clenched involuntarily, the pressure forcing a fresh wave of slick warmth to trickle down her thighs. 

Her mother’s hand lingered on the curve of her ass, fingers brushing casually along the seam of Emma’s overstretched entrance where her uncle’s cock pulsed inside her. 

“Such a good girl,” her mother whispered, voice dripping with praise. “You’re takin’ them both so beautifully.”

Emma gasped as her uncle shifted behind her, dragging his thick cock back just enough to make her walls spasm around him. Every inch of her was stuffed, used, and trembling—but that familiar, dark pulse in her belly only grew stronger. The obscene fullness, the weight of two men inside her, had become a twisted kind of need she couldn’t deny. 

Her mother’s soft chuckle made Emma’s skin prickle. "Look at her squirm," she murmured, trailing a finger down to the base of King’s knot, pressing lightly where Emma’s swollen lips clung to the beast’s cock. "You love this, don’t you, baby? All stretched out and bred like you were meant for it."

Emma whimpered, her cheeks burning with shame, but the slick, obscene sounds of her body gave her away. Every shift, every thrust sent wet, lewd noises echoing through the stable—evidence of just how deeply her body craved the depravity. 

Her uncle groaned behind her, his grip tightening on her hips as he began to thrust harder, his cock dragging against her slick, stretched walls with ruthless precision. "Jesus, she’s still squeezin’ me like she doesn’t wanna let go."

Her mother’s fingers dipped lower, teasing the tight rim of Emma’s ass where her uncle’s cock stretched her wide. "She’s eager, alright," she murmured, a wicked smile curling at her lips. "But I think she can take just a little more."

Emma moaned—a broken, helpless sound—as her mother leaned closer, one hand slipping between her legs to circle her swollen clit. The touch was light, teasing, but it sent electric shocks racing through her overstimulated body. 

“Momma, please...” Emma whispered, her voice hoarse with desperation.

Her mother’s laugh was soft but full of wicked amusement. "What’s wrong, baby? Too much? Or not enough?" 

Emma’s hips bucked involuntarily, grinding against her uncle’s cock as her mother’s fingers worked in slow, maddening circles over her clit. The dual stimulation was unbearable—King’s knot locked tight in her pussy, her uncle pounding deep into her ass, and now her mother’s teasing touch driving her closer to the edge with every stroke.

“Look at you,” her mother whispered, her voice honey-sweet but laced with something dark. "You were made for this. Your body knows exactly what it wants."

Her uncle groaned again, his hips snapping faster, each thrust slamming Emma forward onto King’s knot. The beast shifted beneath her, impatient, his cock twitching deep inside her, as if sensing how close she was to breaking. 

"Goddamn," her uncle growled, his voice rough with arousal. "She’s clenchin’ so tight I can barely move."

"That’s because she’s close," her mother murmured, her fingers speeding up on Emma’s slick, swollen clit. "Aren’t you, baby girl? You’re gonna come again, aren’t you?"

Emma sobbed, her entire body trembling as the pressure built to a fever pitch. The pleasure was unbearable—too sharp, too overwhelming—and yet she couldn’t stop chasing it, couldn’t stop grinding against her uncle’s cock, against her mother’s hand, as though her body belonged to the need entirely.

"Come for us," her mother whispered, her breath warm against Emma’s ear. "Show us how much you love bein’ filled."

Emma’s world shattered. The orgasm ripped through her with brutal force, her body convulsing as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. Her pussy clenched violently around King’s knot, milking the beast’s cock, while her ass spasmed around her uncle, dragging him deeper as he groaned in response. 

"Fuck—there it is," her uncle growled, his thrusts becoming erratic. "I’m gonna—"

He slammed into her one final time, burying himself to the hilt as he came with a low, guttural moan. Emma gasped, feeling the hot rush of his cum flood her, filling her completely, as though her body couldn’t get enough. 

Her mother’s fingers didn’t stop, working her through every aftershock, drawing out every last drop of pleasure until Emma was a trembling, boneless mess beneath them. 

"Good girl," her mother whispered, pressing a kiss to Emma’s temple. "You took it all so beautifully."

Emma lay there, panting, her body limp and spent, her mind spinning in the aftermath. The knot still throbbed inside her, keeping her filled, keeping her tethered to the beast—and she knew, deep down, that this wasn’t the end. 

Her father’s low chuckle echoed through the stable, dark and satisfied. 

"She did good," he muttered, leaning against the stall. "But the night’s young. We ain’t done with her yet."

Emma’s heart pounded in her chest, her breath hitching as her mother’s hand stroked her hair gently—almost lovingly. 
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Emma’s ragged breathing filled the stable, her body limp under the weight of everything—her father’s cum still warm in her ass, King’s knot swollen and locked tight inside her, her mother’s teasing fingers still circling her overstimulated clit. Every inch of her ached, stretched to its limits, but beneath the exhaustion was that same dark pulse—deep, insatiable need, thrumming low in her belly like a forbidden song she couldn’t stop hearing.

Her uncle pulled out slowly, his cock dragging along her slick, abused walls with a wet squelch, leaving her ass twitching at the sudden emptiness. Emma whimpered softly, her body clenching around nothing, the absence of him only reminding her how completely she had been filled.  

“Poor thing," her mother cooed, stroking her hair. "Still hungry, aren’t you, baby girl?"

Emma moaned in response, a low, broken sound that slipped from her lips before she could stop it. She hated herself for it—hated how her body ached for more, even after everything. 

Her mother chuckled softly. "It’s alright, sweetheart. You’ll get what you need soon enough."

And just as Emma thought she’d reached her limit, her mother leaned closer, her voice a sultry whisper. "But first, there’s someone else who’s been waitin' real patient for his turn."

Emma’s heart stuttered in her chest, a flicker of confusion cutting through the fog in her mind. “W-who...?”

She heard it before she saw it—the soft jangle of a collar, the quiet shuffle of paws over the straw-covered floor. 

“No...” Emma whispered, her eyes widening as her mother reached out, beckoning the family’s massive Rottweiler, Diesel, out of the shadows. 

"Time to meet the family properly," her mother murmured with a wicked grin. 

Emma’s pulse skyrocketed, panic and arousal swirling in a dizzying storm inside her. She knew Diesel—big, muscular, and restless, always watching her with those dark, intelligent eyes. And now... now, he stood inches away, his thick, wet nose pressed to the mess between her legs, sniffing eagerly at the slick juices and cum that dripped from her.

“Good boy,” her mother whispered, scratching behind Diesel’s ears as he huffed against Emma’s swollen pussy. "He knows what to do, don’t you, boy?"

Emma gasped, trying to close her legs, but the swollen knot kept her spread wide, leaving her helplessly open to the beast. 

“Momma, please—” she whimpered, panic rising in her throat. 

Her mother’s hand came down, sharp and stinging, slapping Emma’s ass hard enough to make her yelp. "Hush now," she scolded, her voice soft but commanding. "You be a good girl for Diesel, just like you were for your daddy and uncle."

Emma sobbed, her body trembling uncontrollably, but Diesel’s hot breath against her pussy sent shivers racing down her spine. The dog huffed again, his wide, wet tongue dragging up the length of her slit in one slow, deliberate motion. 

Emma moaned—loud and broken—her hips jerking involuntarily as the slick heat of Diesel’s tongue lapped at the sensitive mess between her legs. 

“See?” her mother whispered, her fingers trailing down Emma’s spine. "He knows exactly what you need."

Diesel’s tongue worked relentlessly, wet and eager, dragging over her swollen clit and dipping into the seam where King’s knot stretched her wide. Every swipe sent jolts of electric pleasure racing through her body, making her hips buck helplessly against the dog’s mouth.

Emma whimpered, tears pricking at her eyes as her mind dissolved into a haze of shame and ecstasy. It was too much—too filthy, too overwhelming—but her body craved it, grinding against Diesel’s tongue as though she couldn’t help herself. 

“Good girl," her father muttered from somewhere behind her. "That’s it—let him clean you up.”

Emma sobbed, her entire body trembling as the dog’s tongue lapped deeper, pushing into every slick, swollen crevice. The sensations were unbearable—sharp, wet, and relentless—and yet she couldn’t stop chasing them, couldn’t stop moaning as her hips rolled instinctively against Diesel’s eager mouth.

Her mother’s soft laugh echoed through the stable, dripping with satisfaction. "Told you she’d love it."

And as Emma’s world narrowed to the obscene rhythm of the dog’s tongue, she knew—deep down—that there were no limits left.
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Diesel’s wide, wet tongue dragged slowly across Emma’s swollen folds, lapping up the mess of cum, sweat, and arousal with eager, sloppy strokes. Every pass ignited new waves of unbearable sensation—pleasure so sharp it bordered on pain, leaving her writhing helplessly under the relentless assault. 

The swollen knot in her pussy throbbed, keeping her stretched wide and plugged tight, trapping every drop of King’s load deep inside her. Each time Diesel’s tongue nudged the knot, her body spasmed uncontrollably, hips grinding forward as though seeking more.

"Look at her squirm," her father muttered, the satisfaction thick in his voice. "Like she was made to be bred by beasts."

Emma moaned, her cheek pressed into the hay, tears slipping down her flushed face. Every nerve in her body was on fire, her mind a haze of shame and desire, and the more she fought it, the deeper she drowned in the sickening pleasure. 

Diesel huffed against her, his breath hot and eager, and she gasped as his tongue dragged lower, circling the tight seam where her ass still twitched from her uncle’s use. 

"Fuck—he’s really into her," her uncle groaned, leaning against the stable wall, stroking himself lazily as he watched. 

Emma whimpered, trying to close her legs, but King’s knot kept her spread wide and vulnerable. Diesel’s tongue pressed deeper, pushing into her soaked pussy, the wet sounds of his lapping filling the stable. It was obscene—filthy—and yet Emma couldn’t stop herself from arching her back, couldn’t stop the soft, broken moans that escaped her lips.

"That’s it, baby girl," her mother whispered, fingers brushing gently through Emma’s damp hair. "Let it happen. You’ve already gone this far—no point holdin' back now."

Emma sobbed, the weight of those words settling deep inside her. There was no going back—not from this. Her body was already too far gone, lost in the depravity, every cell aching for more.

Diesel growled softly, his tongue working harder, more insistent, as though trying to coax every drop from her swollen pussy. Each lick sent jolts of pleasure racing through her overstimulated body, making her toes curl and her thighs tremble.

Her father chuckled, crouching beside her to grip a handful of her hair, tilting her head toward him. "You feel that, darlin’? Feels good, doesn’t it?"

Emma moaned, too overwhelmed to answer. Her hips bucked against Diesel’s mouth, grinding down on the beast’s tongue in a desperate, involuntary rhythm. 

"She’s lovin' it," her uncle muttered, stroking himself harder as he watched. "Bet she comes again real soon."

Her mother’s fingers trailed down Emma’s back, light and teasing, until they reached the mess where the knot kept her stuffed. "You want more, baby?" she whispered. "I can see it. You’re achin’ for it, aren’t you?"

Emma whimpered, her body betraying her with every slick movement, every shameless moan. She hated how right her mother was—hated how desperately she needed the release only this twisted scene could give her. 

Diesel huffed again, his tongue slipping lower, teasing the rim of her stretched ass, and Emma gasped, her back arching as a fresh wave of heat bloomed in her core. 

"Jesus," her father growled, his voice rough with arousal. "Look at her, beggin' for it without even knowin' it."

Emma’s sob turned into a moan, her entire body trembling as Diesel’s tongue plunged back into her soaked folds, lapping hungrily at the mess leaking from her. Every nerve in her body sang with sensation—sharp, overwhelming, and relentless—and she knew she was close, teetering on the edge of another mind-shattering release.

"Come for us, baby girl," her mother whispered, her fingers brushing over Emma’s swollen clit in slow, torturous circles. "Let it all out. Show us how much you need it."

Emma sobbed, her hips grinding desperately against the dual assault—Diesel’s tongue, her mother’s fingers—until the pressure inside her exploded. 

Her orgasm ripped through her with brutal force, leaving her gasping and writhing as her body clenched tight around the knot and spasmed uncontrollably. 

"Fuck, yes," her father groaned, watching with dark satisfaction as Emma convulsed beneath them. "That’s my girl."

Emma cried out, every muscle locking as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her, leaving her limp and trembling, completely spent. Diesel huffed against her one last time before pulling away, licking his chops as though savoring the taste of her. 

Her mother leaned down, pressing a kiss to Emma’s temple, her voice soft but filled with wicked amusement. "There’s a good girl. Knew you had it in you."

Emma lay still, breathless and broken, every inch of her body aching with the aftermath. And yet, deep down, she knew—without a doubt—that they weren’t finished with her yet.
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Emma lay trembling, her body spent but still twitching with aftershocks. The knot inside her pulsed, keeping her stretched and swollen, trapping every drop of King’s seed deep within her womb. Diesel sat beside her now, panting, his wide tongue dragging lazily over his muzzle, satisfied—for the moment. 

Her mother crouched beside her, fingers still tracing soft patterns along her spine, deceptively gentle. "You did so well, baby," she whispered. "But we’re not quite done."

Emma whimpered, her limbs limp and useless, every inch of her too sensitive, too overwhelmed to even think about moving. But her mother’s words carried a weight that sent a fresh ripple of anticipation through her exhausted frame. 

Her father chuckled from somewhere nearby, the sound thick with amusement and arousal. "Told you she was a natural," he muttered, brushing the sweat from his brow. 

Her mother’s hand slid lower, teasing the seam of Emma’s swollen pussy where King’s knot remained lodged deep inside her. "This knot’s gonna keep you locked up for a bit longer," she murmured with a grin. "So it looks like your night isn’t over yet."

Emma moaned—half protest, half plea—her breath catching as her mother pressed lightly against the knot, making it throb harder, sending fresh pulses of heat through her core. She was still stretched impossibly wide, her body quivering with every twitch of the beast’s cock. 

And then, from the shadows beyond the stable door, came the distinct, heavy tread of another set of paws. 

Emma’s heart stuttered in her chest. "No..." 

The air shifted, thick with musk and something unmistakably predatory. Another dog—one of the hunting hounds her father kept chained near the woods—padded into the stable, its massive body sleek with muscle, its dark eyes gleaming with intent. 

"Figured it was only fair to let him have a turn," her father said with a smirk, stepping aside to make room for the beast. 

Her mother’s fingers slid back to Emma’s clit, circling slow and deliberate. "You can take him, baby," she whispered, her voice like silk. "Just relax. Let it happen."

Emma’s breath hitched as the hound approached, sniffing eagerly at the air, drawn to the scent of sweat, cum, and open heat. The dog’s nose pressed to her thigh, huffing warm breaths against her slick, swollen folds, and she moaned despite herself—her body betraying her yet again.

Her uncle groaned, still stroking himself lazily. "She’s ready for it. Look how wet she still is."

The hound growled softly, a low, rumbling sound that vibrated through Emma’s oversensitive nerves. He nudged at the base of King’s knot, as though testing her, and Emma whimpered—too full, too stretched, but unable to stop the dark pulse of arousal building inside her once more.

Her mother’s fingers sped up, circling her clit in slow, maddening strokes. "There’s my good girl," she murmured. "You’re gonna be so perfect for him."

Emma gasped as the hound’s nose nudged deeper, his wide tongue swiping over the mess of cum and slick where her body remained stretched around King’s knot. The sensation was overwhelming—wet, relentless—and Emma’s hips bucked involuntarily, grinding against the beast’s mouth.

"That’s it," her father muttered, his gaze heavy with satisfaction. "Let him get a taste."

Emma sobbed, her entire body trembling as the hound’s tongue worked harder, lapping hungrily at the slick mess between her legs. Each lick sent fresh jolts of pleasure racing through her, making her toes curl and her thighs shake. 

The dog growled again, the sound low and impatient, and Emma knew—knew—that he wouldn’t be satisfied with just a taste. 

Her father knelt beside her, gripping her chin and tilting her face toward him. "You’re gonna take him, darlin'," he whispered, his breath hot against her cheek. "Just like you took the rest of us."

Emma whimpered, her heart pounding in her chest, but her hips rolled instinctively, her body already craving the next obscene stretch, the next wave of pleasure that would drown her completely.

Her mother smiled, wicked and approving, as she stroked Emma’s hair. "Good girl," she whispered. "This is what you were made for." 

And as the hound’s powerful body loomed closer, Emma knew—without a doubt—that she was about to be taken deeper than she ever thought possible.
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The hound wasted no time, his hulking frame pressing closer, hot breath blowing against Emma's slick, swollen folds. A low growl rumbled deep in his chest, vibrating through her oversensitive nerves and making her thighs twitch uncontrollably. She gasped as Diesel nosed along the seam of her pussy, his tongue swiping lazily, teasing the knot still buried inside her—stretching her wide, keeping her utterly filled and helpless.

"Good boy," her father murmured approvingly, crossing his arms as he leaned back against the stall, watching with dark amusement. "He knows just what to do."

Emma’s breath hitched, her body trembling as the second hound prowled closer, sniffing eagerly at her. His nose pressed against the wet, messy heat between her thighs, and her whole body jerked at the double intrusion of his tongue. She moaned—sharp and desperate—hips grinding involuntarily against the rough drag of their tongues.

"Look at her," her uncle muttered, still lazily stroking himself as he watched. "She’s already open, hungry for more. Bet she won’t last another minute."

Emma whimpered, head swimming, her mind a twisted knot of shame, pleasure, and helpless desire. The two hounds lapped at her without mercy, tongues sliding over her stretched pussy, teasing her clit, dipping into her sore, used ass. Their eager licks felt relentless, each swipe sending sparks of unbearable sensation racing through her overstimulated body.

"Think she likes it," her mother whispered, fingers trailing lazily along Emma’s spine. "Look how she’s movin’—like she can’t help herself."

Emma’s hips bucked instinctively, grinding back against the eager tongues as though her body had taken over completely. She hated how much she wanted it—hated how good it felt to be used this way, filthy and helpless, caught between pleasure and degradation.

The first hound growled softly, nudging at the base of King’s knot, as if trying to force his way past the massive obstruction keeping Emma’s pussy sealed tight. She cried out, every nerve in her body lighting up as the pressure built, unbearable and addictive all at once.

"Easy, boy," her father chuckled, his voice thick with amusement. "You’ll get your turn soon enough."

The second hound licked harder, tongue pressing deeper into her soaked folds, sending her hips jerking forward. Emma moaned—loud, shameless—and her mother’s soft laughter filled the stable.

"That’s it, baby girl," her mother whispered, fingers sliding down to circle Emma’s clit. "Give them what they want. You’re almost there, aren’t you?"

Emma sobbed, her entire body trembling as the relentless stimulation pushed her closer to the edge. The knot throbbed inside her, keeping her stretched and aching, while the hounds worked her from both ends, tongues wet and eager, coaxing her toward another mind-shattering release.

"Come for them, darlin'," her father muttered, his gaze heavy with satisfaction. "Let’s see just how deep that body of yours can go."

Emma gasped, the pressure building to a fever pitch, every nerve alight, every muscle locked tight. And then—it hit.

Her orgasm ripped through her like a storm, violent and unstoppable, leaving her gasping and sobbing as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. Her pussy clenched hard around King’s knot, milking the beast as her ass spasmed, slick and twitching.

"Jesus," her uncle groaned, watching with dark satisfaction as Emma convulsed beneath the hounds. "Look at her go. She’s fuckin’ insatiable."

Emma cried out, hips bucking wildly as the hounds kept going, their tongues relentless, dragging out every last drop of pleasure until she was left a trembling, boneless mess.

Her mother smiled, brushing Emma’s hair from her sweat-damp face. "Good girl," she whispered. "You did so well, baby."

Emma lay still, gasping for breath, her body spent and sore—but even through the haze of exhaustion, she knew this wasn’t the end. The night was far from over, and the hunger in the air told her exactly how deep they planned to take her.

Emma’s ragged breath filled the stable, her body twitching with the lingering aftershocks of pleasure, each nerve raw and exposed. The knot in her pussy remained locked tight, a constant reminder of the beast’s claim on her, stretching her wide, throbbing in rhythm with her own pulse. The hounds circled her like predators, tongues hanging from eager mouths, their dark eyes gleaming with intent.

But just as she thought the night couldn't possibly take another turn, the stable door creaked open again, the cool night air brushing over her overheated skin.

Her heart stuttered as a shadowed figure entered the stable—a young man, no older than her, with tousled brown hair and a grin that flickered with something wicked and eager. Jake, the ranch hand. He had spent years watching her from a distance, waiting for the right moment, and now it seemed that moment had finally arrived.

"Well, shit," Jake muttered with a low laugh, shoving his hands into his pockets. "Y’all really went and broke her in, huh?"

Her father chuckled, not even bothering to hide his amusement. "Figured it was about time. You up for a turn?"

Emma whimpered, her head spinning, every part of her body screaming for relief yet still thrumming with that dark, endless hunger. Jake’s gaze dropped to her—his eyes sweeping over the mess between her legs, the swollen knot keeping her pussy plugged, and the trails of cum streaking down her thighs.

"Fuck, she looks wrecked already," Jake murmured, but there was no sympathy in his voice. Just lust. "Bet she’s still tight though."

Her mother smiled wickedly, running a hand along Emma’s sweat-slick back. "Oh, she is. And eager, too. Aren’t you, baby?"

Emma sobbed softly, shame burning hot under her skin, but her body betrayed her yet again—hips jerking forward in a desperate, involuntary movement. Jake grinned wider, his hand already moving to unbuckle his belt.

"Goddamn," he muttered, stepping closer. "I’ve been waitin' for this."

Emma whimpered as Jake knelt behind her, his rough hands spreading her ass, exposing the mess where her uncle had left her stretched and slick. "Look at that," he muttered, almost to himself, as he pressed two fingers against her twitching hole. "Still open from earlier."

Her uncle groaned, lazily stroking himself from the sidelines. "She’s ready for you, kid. Just slide right in."

Jake didn’t need any more encouragement. Emma gasped as he pushed his fingers deeper, stretching her once more, testing how much give her body had left. "Goddamn, she’s still so tight," Jake muttered, voice thick with approval.

Emma moaned, her hips rocking backward, caught between the knot in her pussy and the fingers working her open again. Every nerve screamed, every inch of her body a live wire—but that same dark, forbidden hunger burned deep inside her, undeniable.

"You see that?" Jake whispered, slipping his fingers free and pressing the blunt head of his cock against her slick, twitching entrance. "She wants it. Even now, she’s beggin’ for more."

Emma’s whimper turned into a moan as Jake began to push inside, his cock stretching her already abused ass. The burn was instant, sharp and unforgiving, but her body clenched around him, pulling him deeper, as if she couldn’t bear to be left empty.

"Fuck, she’s tight," Jake groaned, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise as he sank deeper, inch by inch.

Her mother leaned in close, her breath warm against Emma’s ear. "You’re doin’ so good, baby girl," she whispered. "Just let him use you. That’s what you were made for."

Emma sobbed, hips jerking involuntarily as Jake’s cock filled her completely, pressing deeper with every slow, deliberate thrust. The knot in her pussy throbbed harder, locking her tighter, sending fresh pulses of heat through her core with every movement.

Jake grunted, picking up the pace, his hips slamming against her ass, forcing her to grind harder onto the knot buried inside her. "Fuck—she’s squeezin’ me so tight, I can’t—"

Her father chuckled from the sidelines. "Told you she was a natural."

Emma’s mind was a haze of heat and need, every nerve alight, every muscle quivering with exhaustion and desire. The hounds paced nearby, watching with dark, eager eyes, as though waiting for their next chance.

"That’s it," her mother whispered, her fingers circling Emma’s clit once more, adding another layer of unbearable pleasure to the mix. "Cum for us, baby. Show us how much you love this."

Emma cried out as the pressure built again, relentless and unstoppable. Jake’s cock slammed into her ass, forcing her forward onto the knot, the obscene stretch driving her closer to the edge.

"Fuck—she’s gonna—" Jake groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic.

And then it hit. The orgasm tore through Emma like a wildfire, leaving her gasping and sobbing as her body convulsed around the knot and the cock buried deep in her ass. Her pussy clenched violently, milking the beast inside her, while her ass spasmed uncontrollably around Jake’s cock.

"Jesus," Jake groaned, slamming deep one last time, filling her with a hot, pulsing load. "Fuck, that’s—"

Emma sobbed, every inch of her trembling, her mind shattered by the sheer intensity of it all. She was lost, drowning in the filthy ecstasy, her body a vessel for their pleasure, her mind too far gone to care.

"Good girl," her mother whispered, brushing a kiss against Emma’s temple. "You took it all so beautifully."

Emma lay gasping, every part of her body trembling, sore, and spent—but the ache deep inside her still burned, demanding more. King’s knot throbbed inside her, keeping her plugged tight and filled to the brim with his seed. The warm trickle of cum from her uncle and Jake left her ass slick and open, her skin feverish with overstimulation. Yet, there was no relief—only the suffocating knowledge that this night had taken on a life of its own.

As she tried to catch her breath, Jake leaned back with a grin, satisfied but clearly not finished. His fingers trailed lazily down her back, making her shiver under the touch, while Diesel and the second hound paced nearby, their low growls vibrating through the thick, musky air.

"You were right," Jake muttered, wiping sweat from his brow. "She was born for this."

But before Emma could even process his words, her mother crouched beside her again, tilting Emma’s face upward with a gentle touch. There was a strange look in her eyes now—not just amusement or satisfaction but something sharper, more dangerous. Something that made Emma’s heart race all over again.

"Time to give Daddy a real treat, baby girl," her mother whispered, her voice a soft purr laced with something wicked.

Emma blinked, confusion swirling through the haze of exhaustion. "What...?"

Before she could ask anything more, her father stepped closer, his presence looming above her like a shadow. In his hand, he held something metal, gleaming under the dim light of the stable—a polished collar, thick and weighty, with a sturdy leather strap attached.

Emma’s heart skipped a beat.

"This here," her father muttered, holding it up for her to see, "makes it official."

Her breath caught in her throat as her mother brushed her hair back from her face, a smile curving her lips. "You’ve already been so good for us, sweetheart," she murmured. "Now we make it permanent."

"No—" Emma whimpered, the word slipping from her lips before she could stop it. But it was too late.

Her father knelt, looping the cold metal around her neck with practiced ease. The collar clicked into place, heavy and inescapable, the leather strap dangling down to the hay-covered floor like a leash. Emma shivered at the weight of it, the symbolism hitting her like a punch to the gut. There would be no going back now—this was her life, her role, her place.

"There we go," her father murmured, giving the strap a light tug, making her head jerk forward. "You look perfect, baby girl. Just like you were always meant to."

Emma sobbed quietly, her body trembling uncontrollably—but the dark pulse between her legs only burned hotter, betraying her again, making her hips shift against the knot still buried deep inside her. The weight of the collar seemed to seal her fate, locking her into this twisted world of obedience, submission, and endless need.

"Atta girl," Jake muttered, giving her ass a playful slap that made her yelp. "Knew you’d take to it."

Her mother smiled, leaning down to press a soft kiss to Emma’s cheek. "You’re ours now, baby," she whispered. "And there’s no limit to what we’ll do with you."

The leather strap dangled from her father’s hand like a promise, and as the hounds circled closer again, sniffing eagerly at her open, used holes, Emma knew—deep in her bones—that the night was far from over. And neither was she.
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