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The crack of the whip was accompanied by a painful sting that made Paige wince. She bit down on the large, red ballgag in her mouth, which caused a long strand of drool to land on her breast, sliding down onto her tightly-laced leather corset. The burning sensation lingered for a bit before turning into a rush of arousal, but it was drowned by the next lash.

“Hnnnngh!” she cried, her words turned to muted gibberish by the effective gag. She pulled at the chains pulling at her restraints from either side, but there was no give, no hope of escape. Her knuckles turned white as she clenched her hands into fists.

More lashes. Harder and harder. My back must look like an impressionist painting by now, she thought and groaned. Why do I keep volunteering for this? Her legs started to buckle under her; Paige was not used to wearing heels, and the ones on the knee-high leather boots were both pointy and tall, making it difficult for her to keep her balance. She slumped forward, hanging from her arms as the pain overshadowed the pleasure.

Fuck … is he going to kill me? The long, blonde hair hung in front of her face as more drool spilled onto the floor. A lull in the loud music allowed the screams from the adjacent rooms to reach Paige, reminding her that the club was packed.

“Have you had enough, slut?”

His accent was thick, his gut even more so. He appeared before her; the thin hair had a mind of his own, and his red, puffy face smiled at Paige with sadistic glee. He took a final drag of his cigarette before putting it out on Paige’s breast. She screamed, begged him to stop, but the gag silenced the plea.

He removed the gag. “Well?”

“Please … no more,” she whimpered and looked up at him with tears streaming down her face. “I can’t take it. Can we … can we please fuck now?”

“How can I say no to such a pretty young face?” The gut wobbled as he laughed, as did the cock that was barely visible underneath. “You did take the punishment longer than most.” He slid his chubby fingers in between her legs. “Mmm … feels like you enjoyed some of it.”

Fuck you. Paige mustered a tired smile. She was wet, she could not deny it, but her masochistic tendencies did not help make Mr. Grobkov any more attractive. He reeked of cigarette smoke and sweat, and the sight of the unappealing, pig-like face made her juices dry up fast.

He unbuckled the leather cuffs around her wrists before cuffing her hands behind her back. Paige caught a glimpse of her back in the mirror. Long, red lines were visible all over it, and he had even managed to draw a little blood.

This has better be worth it, she thought and sighed as Mr. Grobkov laid down on the black silk sheets. The room was bathed in red light and filled with various tools for both pain and pleasure, but even though the evening had been long, none of the tools had caused Paige as much discomfort as seeing Mr. Grobkov slide on a ribbed condom while he stared at her with malicious intent.

Remember why you’re here. The words kept repeating in her mind as she crawled onto the bed as sensually as she could with her hands cuffed behind her back. She stared at the erect, girthy cock; it was short and fat, like him, but it did offer her some pleasure as she slid down onto it.

“Mmm …” she moaned, biting her lower lip. “You’re huge.”

Mr. Grobkov’s face contorted when Paige started grinding up and down his shaft, riding him harder and harder. “Y… Yes, like that!”

“God, such power!” Paige screamed; her pleasure was not made up, but she still made sure to exaggerate every moan and whimper. “No wonder you’re the top dog in your organization.”

Mr. Grobkov was going cross-eyed from pleasure, grabbing hold of the sheets while his mouth blubbered incomprehensible words. “I … mmm … I’m not … uuuuh … I’m not the top dog, exactly.”

Paige leaned back, supporting herself on her cuffed hands, allowing his cock to rub against the walls of her pussy to enhance his pleasure. “I cannot believe that!” she said in a breathy, moaning voice. “Who could be more powerful than the mighty beast Grobkov!” Her pussy was soaked at this point; even Grobkov’s repulsiveness could not overcome her primal instincts. She did enjoy a fat cock inside her.

“Marcos!” he screamed as he came, his flabby body convulsing in orgasmic spasms. He blinked a few times, realizing that he had just screamed his boss’ name as he climaxed, but it did not wipe the dopey grin from his face. “Wow … that … that was amazing.”

Paige leaned forward, grinding her pussy against his pelvis, soaking in the trickle of pleasure. “I agree.” Her pleasure was boosted by the feeling of complete control. “Now … for the next part.”

“Next part?”

Grobkov’s eyes widened with surprise as Paige slapped the handcuffs onto his wrist and locked the other one to the steel bars of the bed frame.

“What? How did you …?”

“I learned to pick a lock like that when I was a teenager,” Paige said and rubbed her wrists. She smiled. “Thanks for ratting out Marcos. Now we know where to focus our efforts.” She started riding the softening cock.

“I … I don’t understand.”

Paige grinned. “You will. I just need to finish up here, so if you’ll please be quiet.” She ignored his confused cries and attempt to get out of the handcuffs as she rubbed her clit. His cock started to harden inside her again, and Paige soon felt the pleasant surge of a dirty orgasm rush through her.

“Aaaah … that’s more like it,” she said and raised herself off the confused gangster. She walked up to her leather jacket, which was hanging from a hook nearby, and fished her phone out of the jacket pocket. “Tracy? It’s me. You can send in a few uniforms to get him, he’s in room 313. I’ll be long gone when they get here. Yeah, it’s Marcos.” She winked at Mr. Grobkov, who just stared at her in disbelief. She fished the used condom out of her pussy with a sigh. “Nah, it was easy. I’ll see you Monday, the usual place.”

“Who … who the fuck are you?” Mr. Grobkov asked.

“Paige. Just Paige.” Paige put on her black leather skirt and jacket before lighting a cigarette. “And you’re in a lot of fucking trouble, mister.”

“Did you enjoy your weekend?” Tracy gestured for the waiter to fill up her coffee and yawned.

“I binged six series, so yeah.” Paige nodded at the cup. “How was yours? That’s your third cup, and I’ve barely sat down.”

“Bobby has an ear infection, Amelia got a drumset for her birthday from her grandparents, and Eric is out of town on business.” She took a huge sip of the cup the moment the waiter had filled it. “Don’t have kids.”

“Wasn’t planning to.” Paige leaned back in the chair and adjusted her long blonde hair. “Did the intelligence guys dig anything up over the weekend?”

Tracy nodded. “Absolutely. Marcos is sloppy; I bet he figured no one would ever look twice at him. You did good, Paige. As always.” Tracy cocked her head and looked at her friend. The furrowed brow told Paige that they were about to have another concerned chat about her life choices. “I can’t believe you were willing to endure all that with a slimeball like Grobkov.”

Paige shrugged. “I’ve woken up with worse after a night out. Besides, we got the info we needed.”

“I know.” Tracy sighed. “I hate putting you through this stuff.”

“No one else is willing to go as far as I am,” Paige said with a groan, tired of having the same old conversation. “I get the job done, Tracy. Always have. I like being undercover, beats traffic duty. Just keep tossing work my way.” She raised an eyebrow and smiled. “You already have another job lined up for me. I know that look.”

Tracy paused as the waiter brought over their lunch. Tracy had a sensible salad while Paige dug into a greasy hamburger.

“How the hell do you manage to look like a fucking supermodel with the way you eat?” Tracy prodded at her salad with a frown.

“Fucking gangsters burn a lot of calories. It’s taken me a while to get Grobkov into the open.” Tracy took a sip of her drink. “My pussy is raw at this point. So, what’s the job?”

Tracy leaned back in her chair and stared out the window for a while. She fiddled with one of her red curls and sighed.

“That bad, huh?” Paige stopped eating.

“Yeah. Well … maybe. We’re not sure.” Tracy clenched her jaw. “You know how I told you not to have kids?”

***

This … was probably a bad idea, Paige thought and tested her bonds. The rude guard had strapped her to the gynecologist’s chair with thick, wide leather bands. She was naked, exposed, and vulnerable, and even if she had wanted to, she could not escape. Paige enjoyed a spot of bondage and sadomasochism, but there was something off about this whole enterprise. Tracy had told her of Mr. James’ odd contracts with financially challenged women and asked her to go undercover to ensure that they were just being used as surrogate mothers and treated well, but even though she had just arrived, Paige’s well-trained instincts were blaring like sirens in her head.

The part of the contract that allowed the guards to impregnate the signee if Mr. James did not succeed.

The handcuffing immediately after she had signed.

The stables that had greeted her upon arrival.

It was all wrong. But she needed more evidence.

“This contract is insane,” she had told Tracy, but Tracy had insisted that the contract itself was not illegal. The women signed in good faith. But it did not stipulate how impregnation took place, nor what living conditions the women had to endure.

Well … this is not a good start, Paige thought with a sigh and pulled at the leather straps. She was a strong woman, trained in multiple forms of martial arts, but these restraints would not budge. Her heart started racing when she heard the door open, but she was surprised to see a smiling woman enter. She was in her mid-40s, with long, black hair with gray streaks and a voluptuous body. The low-cut, short dress and expensive heels looked out of place with the white doctor’s coat.

“Paige, welcome to Mr. James’ estate,” the woman said and gently placed her hand on Paige’s. “I’m Vivian, the doctor administering the hormone treatment and generally ensuring the health of Mr. James’ assistants.”

Assistants? That’s rich. Paige had to remind herself that she was supposed to be a timid, indebted woman who had no choice but to sign up to be bred by Mr. James. She suppressed the temptation to start interrogating the woman. “I … I don’t like being restrained like this,” she said with a trembling voice, a performance worthy of an Academy Award.

Vivian patted Paige’s hand. “I understand, but Mr. James wants to ensure that his investment is protected, so to speak.” She walked over to her desk and picked up a syringe. “Besides, many don’t like needles.”

Paige gritted her teeth and took a deep breath. She knew that hormones were part of it all, but she had hoped to get the info she needed and get out before it came to this. At least my boobs will get bigger, she thought and stared as the needle penetrated her skin.

“The hormones will take effect over the coming weeks. When you start lactating, Mr. James will likely start the insemination attempts shortly after.” Vivian put the syringe aside and let her soft fingers run across Paige’s breasts. “You have a lovely body and such amazing breasts.”

It all felt surreal. “Thank you.” Paige did not know how to react. Everything told her that this was wrong, but the woman in front of her was gentler than Paige’s regular gynecologist and seemed intelligent and kind. Could a woman like this truly work for a monster?

Maybe the restraints make a certain amount of sense, Paige thought, but her critical mind, the mind of the undercover agent, soon quelled the thoughts. Focus. Tracy sent you here for a reason.

It was not until half an hour later when Paige found herself wearing a metal collar, chained to the wall in a dirty stall, that she fully realized the error in the plan that she and Tracy had made.

How the fuck am I going to get out of here? Paige pulled at the chain, but it was thick and the lock solid. She had no tools to pick it with. She could feel a sense of panic sneaking in as she understood her predicament, but she was deep undercover, after all. An opportunity will present itself, she thought and leaned her head against the cold wall. Tracy will send help if I don’t report in. Paige had to chuckle at the absurdity of her inner monologue; Tracy was used to Paige being off the grid for weeks, even months on end. She was not going to send help for a long time.

And Tracy was the only one who even knew where Paige was. What if she had an accident? The thought was irrational, but it lingered in the back of Paige’s mind as she went to sleep that night, her hand constantly tugging at the collar that was a little too tight for comfort.

What have you gotten yourself into, Paige?

***

She had to get out. She had to escape. Paige had already seen too much. The whipping of a disobedient hucow. Three men fucking one of the girls while Paige was walking by, being escorted to the shower rooms for her weekly hose-down. Every day, she could feel her breasts getting bigger. Her skin was strained over the top of the massive udders, and she knew what it meant. Soon, she would be next in line; she no longer had any illusions about what was meant by ‘insemination’, and she had no intention of experiencing it herself.

Paige tried to calm herself as she lay on the floor of her stall, staring at the thick chain that connected her collar to the wall. No chances of escape had presented themselves until now. Whenever she was not in the stall, she was heavily restrained and guarded.

It’s just sex with a kinky billionaire, she tried to tell herself in an attempt to come to terms with her predicament. You’ve had worse.

The door to her stall opened. Paige had expected the grumpy, slightly dimwitted guard that usually emptied her bucket and brought her food, but instead, she was greeted by the ivory smile of Vivian, who always seemed a bit too cheerful considering the absurd circumstances. 

“Hello, Paige,” she said and knelt next to Paige, who made a point of staying on the ground. “I’m just here for a routine check. How are you feeling?”

Paige groaned. “Like my breasts are about to explode.” She did not have the energy to act out of character. She looked up at the gorgeous woman who made Paige feel dirty and miserable just by her mere presence. Her make-up was on point, the black hair tied up in an elegant bun; hairpins ensured that no stray hair could ruin the good looks. “Do you have a date, doctor?”

Vivian smiled as she inspected Paige’s breasts. “I do, yes.”

“Must be nice.”

The doctor raised an eyebrow. “You chose this yourself.”

“The contract didn’t exactly stipulate that I’d be chained up all the time.”

Vivian did not answer. She pulled Paige to her feet and inserted a soft finger into the reluctant slave’s pussy.

That feels pretty nice. Paige looked at the focused doctor with a smile. She could snap her neck if she wanted; her hands were free, and though she doubted the doctor had the keys to her collar, it was tempting. They’re so used to submissive slaves here that she doesn’t even think about the risk.

“Oh, sorry,” Paige said as her hand grazed Vivian’s hair.

“No problem.” Vivian took a step back and nodded. “It seems everything is in order. You’re ready to begin your sessions with Mr. James. Based on your charts, you should begin ovulating in a week.”

Paige watched the doctor leave, locking the door to the tiny stall behind her. She stood still for a few minutes; she heard no footsteps, no sound of guards nearby. Paige opened her hand and looked at the hairpin she had managed to remove from Vivian’s hair. Finally.

She waited until the lights had been turned off. It was not easy picking the padlock connecting her collar chain to the anchor point on the wall, but when she finally heard the click, a rush of adrenaline soared through her. The lock on the door was even trickier, and Paige felt beads of sweat roll down her back as she fiddled with it. If they had used solid steel doors instead of barred ones for the stalls, if they had left her in handcuffs as had been the case before, she would not have been able to put her hands through the bars to pick it, but it was her lucky day.

Paige winced as she opened the squeaking door. Her heart pounded in her chest as she slowly moved through the large building. She could hear the rattling of chains as her fellow hucows moved in their sleep, hear the muted sound of a television from the guard station near the door.

There was no plan. She had to take it one step at a time. She held the chain to her collar in her hand, being very careful not to let it make any noise. In her mind, she tried to convince herself that it was no different than any other time she had had to sneak in or out of a place as part of an investigation, but as she opened the door to the outside after sneaking past the guard station, she was chillingly reminded of her nudity when the brisk wind hit her.

“Now what, Paige?” she whispered to herself as she stood in the yard between Mr. James’ giant mansion and the barn where the hucows lived. She had noticed the security gates when she arrived; she was not in the clear yet. A smile spread on her lips as her eyes fell on the sports car parked nearby. “When in doubt, use speed.” The security gates were likely not built to resist a speeding car coming from inside the compound. As long as she could reach the city, she would be safe.

But first, she had to get inside.

She stood and stared at the car, pondering her options. If she could just find something to put against the window so she could break it she could …

Something grabbed the chain to her collar and yanked her back with force. Paige let out a surprised scream as she tumbled to the ground. Her fall was followed by a hard kick to her stomach.

“An escape artist, huh?” The guard called Rick towered above her. His face was grim. “Noone ever managed to get out of their stall before. Impressive.”

Paige coughed and tried to find a way out, but none came to mind. Her neck burned from the collar pressing on it. Before she could recover and get her bearings, another kick to the stomach made her curl up in a ball.

“Fuck!” she yelled.

“You’ll regret this, cunt,” Rick said and locked her hands behind her back with a pair of handcuffs. She had dropped the hairpin during her fall, and a cloud of hopelessness fell on her as the guard pulled her to her feet and pushed her inside. He dragged her to the far end of the barn, a place she had not been before, where there were no stalls or cells. A few machines used to maintain the estate were parked there, but Paige doubted that Rick was going to take her on a joyride in a tractor.

“What happened?” Another guard came running toward them.

Rick pushed Paige to the ground. “She got out of her cell. Picked the lock.”

“A resourceful hucow. Isn’t she scheduled for a session with Mr. James soon?”

Rick nodded. “We’ll see if he still wants her. Until he decides, she’s still off limits for us, but we can have a little fun with her punishment.”

Paige screamed as another swift kick landed on her stomach. “Fuck you!”

“I like when they have a little fight in them,” the other guard said and dragged a metal device toward Paige. She had never seen anything like it, and she had been undercover in some nasty BDSM clubs in her time. The two men forced her onto her back and started assembling the device around her; it was a sort of steel frame that reminded Paige of a gibbet, the tight, body-shaped cages that were used as punishment hundreds of years ago. She was locked to it with steel bands across her stomach and on either side of her breasts, as well as around her legs and arms. She could not move at all. The steel frame went past her head, and a chain was attached to it, then to a winch in the ceiling.

As the winch whirred to life, Paige was lifted off the ground. Her feet rested on the bottom part of the frame, but there was still pressure on her stomach, chest, and neck as her body settled in the device.

This isn’t so bad, she thought. It was uncomfortable, but not painful.

“Get the steel cock,” Rick said.

Fuck.

Paige had wondered why the device had been constructed so the lower part of the steel frame was flexible – she could move her legs at the hip joint, but it made sense when a massive, thick steel cock was pushed inside her pussy and attached to the part of the metal frame that encased her legs.

That’s diabolical! Paige was reluctantly impressed; when she tried to close her legs, the dildo crawled deeper inside her, but even when she spread her legs as far as she could, it did not come out.

“We’ll leave her here for now, then see what Mr. James wants to do with her in the morning.”

The two guards hoisted Paige higher, until she was ten feet off the ground, swaying slightly from side to side. Every movement of her legs made the steel cock move inside her; she tried to resist it, but even the slightest movement turned her on. She tested her restraints, but there was no give. Thick steel shackles kept her hands firmly locked to the sides of the device, and the steel bands pressing on either side of her breasts made milk drip from her udders.

She knew she was in trouble.

She knew that her hope of escape had dwindled to almost nothing.

But Paige did not take the undercover assignments that involved danger, pain, and sex because no one else would. She was a masochist at heart, and the cruel device she was now locked on managed to overrule her survival instincts and the fear that threatened to paralyze her. Paige started moving her legs to cause the cock inside her to move. It was cold and rough, but her pussy was soon wet enough to lubricate it, and the initial discomfort turned to pure pleasure.

You’re messed up, Paige, she thought as her moans echoed in the large room. This was her type of punishment. Cruel, cold steel trapped her and left her helpless, yet she was in control of her own pleasure.

The device creaked as she fucked herself. It was not elegant or sensual. It was raw lust, a distraction from her predicament and the horrors that awaited her. The steel dug into her skin, the milk trickled down her body, and the muscles in her legs started to tense up as she got closer and closer.

Just … a little … bit longer.

A whimpering, resigned sigh escaped her as the orgasm tore through her. Her body convulsed and spasmed, fighting the steel that encased her, and tears started flowing down her cheeks. It felt amazing, intense, but it was followed by a crushing sense of dread. The cock inside her suddenly became an oppressive presence, and her body was unable to find rest in the horrible device.

It's going to be a long night.

She had barely slept. Three orgasms had ravaged her body during the night, but they had become increasingly raw and painful. When the lights were turned on the next morning, she heard footsteps and voices. She was lowered from the ceiling until she was hanging a few inches off the ground.

“So this is the slave that tried to escape?” a handsome man asked. He wore a white suit and looked at Paige with a mix of curiosity and contempt. She did not doubt that she was looking at Mr. James, her target. Her owner.

Rick nodded. “She picked the lock to her chain and stall. I caught her in the yard.”

Mr. James walked up to Paige and cocked his head. “Hmm … interesting.” His strong hand wiped a drop of milk from Paige’s breast and licked it. “Tastes sweet. And such a beautiful girl.” He pinched her nipple, causing her to cry out in pain. “Why’d you do it? You knew what you signed up for, didn’t you.”

Paige clenched her jaw. “I … I don’t know. I got scared.” Being fucked by Mr. James was likely an inevitability at this point; she was not sure she would like the alternative. “It’s been … harder than I thought. I’m sorry!” She started sobbing; crying on command was one of her superpowers. “Please, forgive me, Master James.”

He took a step back. “Is that how you feel, girl? You had the balls to try and escape, you know how to pick a lock, and now you want me to believe that you’re sorry, that it was an accident?” He laughed. “I don’t buy it.”

He’s smarter than I thought. Paige chose not to answer.

Mr. James looked at her for what felt like an eternity. He stared into her soul, and Paige defiantly met his inquisitive gaze.

“I like this one,” he said with a smile. “There’s something about her.” He turned to Rick. “Give her a thorough whipping, keep her in the gibbet for another day, then belt her and put her in isolation. Keep her heavily restrained at all times, this one is a fighter.”

Paige was conflicted. Her chance of escape was growing ever more unlikely, but she was intrigued by the charismatic, strong billionaire. If I’m stuck here, I might as well try to enjoy myself, she thought. An opening would come eventually, she was certain of it.

Her newfound optimism was shattered a moment later

The thick bullwhip started licking Paige’s back mere seconds after Mr. James had left the building. She had been whipped countless times before, both on assignments or when she had sought it out in her spare time, but there was nothing erotic about this punishment. Paige tried to wring just a little pleasure from the pain, aided by the massive steel cock still inside her, but it did not work. The pain was too intense, and her screams of terror and helplessness rang through the barn.

The lashes tore at her back, and when Rick finally stopped, Paige was a sobbing mess. He raised her once again, higher this time, and left her to try and handle the violent discomfort from her tortured back and the breasts that were in desperate need of milking. She used her legs and the steel cock to bring herself to an unsatisfying, dirty orgasm, but she was no longer having fun.

The next day, she was finally let out of the gibbet. She could barely walk, she was sleep-deprived, and there was no energy left to reply to the guards’ taunting, demeaning comments. They took her to a room filled with restraints and torturous devices, but Paige did not care what they did to her, as long as she would be allowed to sleep.

“I know you’ve been enjoying that steel cock,” Rick said with a grin.

Paige did not answer. Her pussy was raw and felt like it had expanded after nearly two days impaled on the thick steel rod. She stood in the middle of the room with her hands cuffed above her head to a chain hanging from the ceiling, and wide, heavy steel shackles weighed on her ankles; they were not going to risk her escaping again.

“Your pussy belongs to Mr. James now,” Rick said and grabbed a steel chastity belt from a shelf. “So we’ll lock it up.”

Paige let out a gasp as the cold steel belt was locked around her waist. It was a tight fit. Another gasp followed as the gigantic rubber dildo mounted to the inside of the belt was inserted into her pussy before the part of the belt that went between her legs was locked to the waist part. The dildo filled her, but it was an improvement on the crudeness of the steel cock. Paige moved a bit to get a feel for her new accessory, and though it elicited a gentle trickle of arousal, she knew that she could not come from its presence alone.

This is going to be very frustrating. Paige was a sexual being, and being barred from touching herself was a far worse punishment than any whipping could ever be.

“Mr. James said to keep you heavily restrained.” Rick let a finger slide up Paige’s inner thigh, causing her to shiver. He moved on to her asscheeks, letting a finger peek through the hole in the chastity belt that allowed access to Paige’s asshole. He prodded at it with a smile. “Let’s see how heavy we can go.”

Paige enjoyed heavy bondage. But this was on another level. Rick found sadistic pleasure in adding pounds upon pounds of metal to her slender body. The collar was replaced with one that was thicker and taller, enveloping her neck in unforgiving steel. Equally brutal devices were added to her wrists and elbows. The wrist shackles were connected by a short steel rod, making them far more restrictive, and the elbow restraints were chained together so tightly, that Paige’s elbows almost touched. She could not move her arms and having her elbows pulled back caused her already huge breasts to be pushed forward. Thick chains connected her ankle restraints to her wrist restraints and collar, just to add weight, and when she thought it could not get any crazier, Rick rammed a huge silicone ball into her mouth, attached to a panel gag. He tightened the countless straps around her head.

“That should do it,” he said, visibly proud of his work of art.

Paige was stunned. She had never felt this restrained or helpless before. In her exhausted state, the added weight was a huge burden, but try as she might, she could not deny that she found the experience madly arousing. As Rick dragged her out of the room and toward the cells, every step was painful, draining the last drop of energy she had left. The steel dug into her ankles, and the combination of the tall collar and huge gag made every breath a chore. She could feel the veins in her head pushing against her skin.

“I’ll leave you in here for a while,” Rick said and opened a heavy steel door. “You should try to get some sleep while you can.”

Sleep? Is he kidding?

The cell was tiny, with only a thin mat to sleep on and a disgusting toilet bucket in the corner. There was no light source, and it reeked of sweat, stale milk, and despair.

Reminds me of my first apartment, Paige thought. Life had not been easy for her. The steel door slammed shut behind her, locking with a heavy thunk that underlined the anxiety building within her. She refused to give up hope, but it was hard to cling to as she leaned against the cold concrete wall and slowly lowered herself to the ground; the edges of the chastity belt scraped against her thighs, the dildo moved inside her, and her ankles cried as the shackles pressed on them. She wanted to lie down, but she was not sure she could get up again if she did, and Paige already had trouble breathing; lying down was likely to make it worse. Her breasts ached, but after a few attempts to reach them with her hands, she had to give up. There was no way to relieve the pressure. Drops of milk flowed down her breasts, onto her stomach, joining the constant stream of drool from the mouth-filling gag. It was humiliating and exhausting, and Paige could not figure out if she hated or loved the fact that it was such a huge turn-on. She desperately wanted to touch herself, but there was no way to do it, and even though she knew it would only add to her frustration, she could not help but wriggle her ass against the mat to feel the massive dildo move inside her.

Despite it all, despite the metal digging into her elbows, ankles, wrists, and neck, despite the labored breathing, Paige managed to fall into a restless sleep.

How long had she been there? Paige had no idea. The darkness and silence played with her senses; no sounds entered from outside, and only the constant scraping of metal against concrete and the rattling of chains could be heard. She was getting hungry; Paige knew rationally that they were not looking to starve her, she had to be ready for insemination soon, but in her weaker moments, the thought that they had left her to rot kept lingering in the back of her mind.

When Rick finally opened the door, Paige was willing to do anything for something to eat and drink. She looked up at him with pleading eyes, eliciting nothing but a burst of spiteful laughter.

“Looks like the escape artist is ready to be more cooperative,” he said and unbuckled the straps holding the ballgag in place. He yanked it out of her mouth, sending a waterfall of drool down her body. “Are you hungry?”

She nodded. “Yes.”

“Are you going to behave?”

Paige pondered the question. It was in her nature to be defiant, but she reckoned it was wiser to cooperate. “I am. My breasts really hurt, I … I learned my lesson.”

“The lesson isn’t over.” He grabbed the chain to Paige’s collar and pulled her to her feet. Her legs shook beneath her as she hobbled slowly behind him. To complete her humiliation, she was allowed to eat and drink from a trough near the cells. The oatmeal was tasteless but nourishing, and the water soothed her, invigorated her, even if it was a mess to eat, chained as she was.

“Do you want to be milked, cow?”

Paige nodded. “I do.”

Rick dragged her into a nearby cell, not much bigger than the one she had spent the night in. A milking machine was placed in the middle of the room and chains hung from the ceiling. He locked a chain from the ceiling to Paige’s collar, forcing her to stand on her toes to prevent her from choking on the wide steel collar. He then proceeded to lock Paige’s wrist restraints to a steel frame in front of the milking machine, preventing her from moving away. The vacuum tubes were then attached to her strained udders, clamping on with a mechanic whooshing sound. It stung as the machine started milking her, draining her breasts.

Paige let out a relieved sigh as the pain lifted. The milking was crude and uncomfortable, but she preferred it to the massive discomfort her breasts had been causing her the preceding days.

She closed her eyes and tried to find a little enjoyment from the milking. In her wildest dreams, she had never imagined herself in a situation like this.

Then the door closed.

“Wait … HEY!” she shouted as she heard the door lock. “No … he didn’t …” Desperation started taking hold of Paige’s body as the last drops of milk were sucked from her breasts and into the cruel machine. As the machine droned on, the relief was replaced with stinging pain as the device turned from a milking machine into a torture device.

“Fuck …” She tried pulling away, but the chain holding her collar and the steel frame locked to her wrists prevented it. She screamed.

The door opened.

“Please!” she begged. “Turn it off!”

Rick smiled. He held up a remote. “No. But this will make it more enjoyable for you.” He pressed a button and closed the door again.

The dildo inside Paige’s pussy started vibrating.

“Oh …” Paige’s eyes widened as her body flushed with pleasure. “That … oh …” It was not a subtle vibration, it was intense and violent, but that was how she preferred. It reminded her of her favorite vibrating dildo, which had a place of honor in the top drawer of her bedside table. She had named it Gerard.

This will get unbearable fast, she thought, but the knowledge did not keep her from smiling. Her breasts screamed, but it did not bother her as much anymore, nor did the brutal restraints. Her hands opened and closed, her body writhed and spasmed as the dildo ravaged her pussy, driving her further and further away from any rational thought and toward a more primal state of being.

“Oh, God … oh … FUUUUUCK!” Her lungs emptied as she screamed, her neck strained against the insane collar; she pressed against it, seeking the sense of asphyxiation to enhance her violent orgasm. Her body exploded in a firework of pure, unfiltered pleasure, lust, and pain. She shook all over, holding on to the intoxicating feeling for as long as she could.

She knew what awaited on the other side.

She knew that what followed would test her sanity.

The dildo continued to vibrate. The machine continued to suck milk that was not there. Wild elation turned to crushing despair. Her collar and shackles dug into her flesh as she tore at her restraints, but there was nothing she could do.

She started laughing. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she laughed. It was not funny, but her body could not cope with the emotions rationally.

If Tracy could see me now. She’s going to feel guilty for years when she finds out what I’ve had to endure.

The laughter stopped.

If she ever finds out.

***

The following days had been full of similar tortures, slowly draining Paige of her energy and defiance. Though she was put into lighter restraints after a while, she was still chained at all times, and Rick found great enjoyment in leaving her vibrating dildo on a low setting for whole days, constantly keeping Paige on the edge without any semblance of relief.

It was effective. When they finally came to get her in her cramped cell to take her to Mr. James, she wanted nothing more than to be fucked by the billionaire. She was hosed down and told to put on makeup before they dragged her to Mr. James’ bedroom.

Could be worse, Paige, she thought as she watched Rick leave the bedroom. She was suspended from her wrists; the shackles dug into her flesh, and she had to cling to the chain to take some pressure off, but at least there was no milking machine, and the vibrator was turned off. Her legs were spread wide open, pulled to either side and slightly forward by chains attached to her steel ankle restraints. It was a sensual, arousing position, and she could not wait to be fucked.

He's not going to get you pregnant, she told herself. He must have tried with dozens of girls without luck, you won’t be any different.

“There she is,” a dark voice sounded.

Paige tried to look over her shoulder, but the strenuous position and her collar prevented it. Though her wrist and ankle restraints had been manageable the last few days, Rick had left the impossibly tall and thick steel collar on.

Mr. James walked in front of her. He was naked, displaying a massive, girthy cock that made Paige wet just by looking at it. It seemed she had a similar effect on the billionaire; she could see it grow as he looked at her quivering, suspended body.

“I’ve looked forward to this,” he said, gently stroking his cock.

“Honestly … so have I.”

He laughed. “I can imagine. Rick is good at molding my slaves into submissive husks ready for breeding.”

Not quite there yet, mister. Paige only smiled in response.

“I usually torture my breeding slaves for a bit before starting, but just looking at you makes me hard,” Mr. James said and walked closer. His cock pressed against the chastity belt, and the heat from his ripped body hit Paige like a burning sun. His strong hands traveled across her body, causing an involuntary moan to escape her. “You have endured much.” He closed his lips around her right nipple, flicking it with his tongue before creating a vacuum, sucking her tit inside his mouth.

Paige had not been milked that day, and she sighed as the milk flowed into Mr. James’ mouth. For a moment, she barely thought of the pain in her shoulders and hips. His mouth was still on her when she heard the wonderful sound of the padlock on her chastity belt opening.

“Wow …” Mr. James said as he stepped back and opened the belt, pulling the massive dildo out of her. “He used the biggest one. And it’s is drenched.”

Paige bit her lower lip as Mr. James slowly guided his cock inside her. When he was fully in, he stayed there for a bit. It was a glorious, gigantic cock, on par with the dildo she had grown accustomed to, but the warmth from it made the walls of her tormented pussy glow with desire.

He did not take it slow. He started thrusting into her with incredible force, ramming his cock up her pussy so hard that the chains creaked from the strain. Paige’s hands clung to the chains for dear life as she was fucked harder than ever before. Mr. James’ mouth explored her upper body; it licked her neck, her breasts, kissed her lips with lust and force. It was violent and intense; there was no softness, no romance in his brutal display. It was all for him.

And Paige loved it.

“Oh, God!” she cried. The muscles in her arms and neck were strained, pearls of sweat trickled down her face, but she did not want it to stop. For days, she had been edging, and she knew that she would come before him.

Her moans increased in volume.

Her thigh muscles tensed up.

She felt a surge through her body a second before the tidal wave.

“AAAAAAAH!” she cried. Her entire body became rigid for a second, suspended between the chains and impaled on Mr. James’ cock. She squirted wildly, drenching Mr. James’ lower body, but he merely smiled and continued to fuck Paige as her body spasmed. If this was what she had to look forward to, being undercover as a fertile hucow slave could turn out to be a delightful assignment. Even though the orgasm’s hold on her body lessened, Mr. James’ cock still felt good inside her. Her arms hurt, her legs cramped, but sparks of pleasure still managed to power through the discomfort.

The room echoed with the sound of Mr. James’ powerful roar as he delivered his huge load inside her. Wave after wave of warm cum shot into Paige’s pussy and spilled out onto the mat and Mr. James’ feet. She could feel it inside her; it felt significant, intimate.

“Fuck,” he said, panting and wheezing. “That … that is a nice pussy.” Mr. James pulled out of Paige and stared at her for a bit with a furrowed brow. “This … this feels different. Who the fuck are you?”

Paige met his gaze. “I’m Paige. Just Paige.”

He nodded to himself. With a contemplative frown, he used a nearby console to raise the chains holding Paige’s ankles, causing them to rise. “It increases the chance of impregnation,” he said, but his voice was distant.

Paige did not mind. It meant that more of her weight was transferred to her ankles and off her wrists.

“Rick will … he will get you in a bit.” Mr. James took one final look at Paige before he left the room.

What the fuck was that all about?

***

Paige already knew what the doctor would say. The week of twice-a-day sessions with Mr. James was nearly a month ago, and her period, which was usually as precise as a German train schedule, had not come.

“Amazing,” the doctor said, blinking in disbelief. “You did it. You’re …”

Don’t say it.

“… pregnant. With Mr. James’ child.” Vivian rubbed her forehead and sighed. “This will change everything.”

Fuck.

***

Paige’s surprising pregnancy did indeed change everything. Within hours, she had been moved to a cell in the mansion to be closer to Mr. James. The billionaire had been ecstatic, and though Paige was terrified of what it all meant for her, at least she now had better living conditions. The large steel collar was replaced with a more manageable, smaller one, the food got better, she was allowed to exercise every day, and the punishments stopped.

“She’s a flight risk,” Mr. James had said. Multiple times a day, every part of Paige was searched to look for anything that could help her pick locks. She was always chained, always restrained, and a guard was posted outside her cell at all times of the day. When she was allowed to walk in the garden, she was escorted by at least two men, and she still had to wear restraints on her ankles, which made the walk nearly unbearable.

She wondered what it all meant for the other girls. They had all signed four-year contracts. Was Mr. James just going to let them go?

The answer turned out to be more terrifying that anything Paige could have ever dreamed up.

Paige sat on the edge of the bed and rubbed her eyes. She had fallen asleep again; there was not much else to do most of the day, and she was constantly tired. She had endured six weeks of pregnancy, but at least the morning sickness was getting better. Paige stared at the now familiar concrete wall. It was not a luxurious cell, but there was a small window with steel bars, and the narrow bed was soft. Most of all, she appreciated the toilet. An actual toilet.

She stared at the thick shackles around her wrists. Paige barely remembered how it felt to not be restrained. She wore matching restraints on her ankles, and even though she was not chained to the wall, the impressive steel door made any escape impossible. Her eyes moved from the restraints to the security camera above the door. Its red light was always on, reminding her that someone was watching.

The sound of muted mumbling could be heard from outside the door. Paige got up from the bed as she heard it unlock. She had already had her exercise and a shower that day; the sun had set half an hour ago, leaving only a flickering lightbulb in the ceiling as illumination, and she was not expecting her dinner for another hour.

“There she is.” Lindsay James, Mr. James’ wife, appeared in the doorway. Her voice was dripping with disgust and spite. She wore a stylish cocktail dress that accentuated the glorious curves, and the cold eyes stared intently at Paige. “The fucking price hog, the one that could be bred.” She sighed. “Come with me. We’re going to a party.”

“Uh … what’s the occasion?”

Lindsay smiled in a way that made an unpleasant shiver run down Paige’s spine. “You’ll see. Put this on.” She handed Paige a red, strapless silk dress and watched as the perplexed slave girl pulled it up over her body. It fit her well, though her breasts threatened to pop out. She put on the black heels given to her next. “And she’s beautiful too. Just my luck.”

Lindsay locked a chain to Paige’s collar and started walking down the corridor with Paige in tow. Paige nearly tripped in an attempt to keep up, and she wondered what kind of party allowed a full set of steel restraints as part of the dress code.

They soon entered a huge dining hall in the center of the mansion. Paige was stunned to see at least a hundred people there, all of them wearing expensive designer dresses or custom-made suits. Diamonds and pearls glittered on the stylish women, and the men all wore the grim, determined facial expression of a person with ruthless ambition and an empathy deficiency.

Wait … I recognize some of these people. Paige felt a knot form in her stomach as she realized that she was witnessing a gathering of some of the richest people in the country – and a few dictators. The vice president was there, a few movie stars, two senators, as well as several drug lords that had a solid spot near the top of the most wanted list.

“My two favorite women are here,” Mr. James said with a smile as Lindsay and Paige approached him. Lindsay groaned and kissed him on the cheek, handing him Paige’s leash. “Has Lindsay told you what is happening here?”

Paige shook her head. “No, Master.” She had not seen much of Mr. James since her pregnancy started, but he was all smiles whenever they met. It freaked her out.

His smile took on a sinister vibe. He nodded toward a stage in the middle of the room. “Watch. This will give you an impression of what could happen if you displease me.”

Rick stepped onto the stage. His guard uniform was gone, replaced with a stylish dark gray suit and black tie. He looked handsome, and he smiled at the wealthy audience as he picked up a microphone. “Ladies and gentlemen!” he said with the voice of a confident showman. “On behalf of Mr. and Mrs. James, allow me to welcome you to this auction!”

Auction? No way …

“Lot number 1 is a beautiful 18-year-old blonde. She is as innocent as she looks, properly trained, and dying to serve! Give a round of applause for … Amber!”

The crowd cheered as a frightened blonde girl was dragged onto the stage by two guards. Tears streamed from her eyes as the crowd swallowed her naked, chained body. She wore the same heavy restraints as Paige, but Amber’s collar was heavier, as were her milk-filled breasts.

“Let us start the bidding at 100.000?” Rick controlled the crowd and the bidding with a suave charm as hands flew into the air. The girl sobbed and begged, but it only helped drive the bids higher.

“I … I don’t understand,” Paige said, stunned by what she was seeing.

Lindsay smiled. “We’ve paid a lot for these girls. None of them delivered. Time to get a little of that money back.”

A familiar face walked through the crowd and toward Mr. James. “Mr. James, I’m not comfortable with all this,” Dr. Vivian said and emptied her glass of champagne. The expressive eyes darted between Mr. James and the guests as she fiddled nervously with her large, expensive Rolex. “We cannot be sure that these people will adhere to the contract and release the girls when their four years are up. What about medical checks and …”

“Oh, shut up, Vivian,” Lindsay said and rolled her eyes. The air between the two women was cold as ice. “Who cares? Your job here is done. You should be pleased!”

Mr. James nodded. “Let it go, Viv.”

“Sold to the gentleman over there for 750.000!” Rick shouted, eliciting huge cheers from the crowd. Amber was dragged off the stage and handed to a man who Paige recognized as Carlos Ortega, the head of a Colombian drug cartel. She swallowed a lump and tried not to think of what kind of future awaited the young girl.

Vivian turned pale as she stared at the stage. “It’s not right.”

“Next up is Emily! This gorgeous woman is as submissive as they come! She loves being bound and used, loyal to a fault!” Rick had the crowd in the palm of his hand. “And she’s set to give birth within a month! Let’s start at 75.000?”

Paige shook her head in disbelief as another pretty girl was pushed onto the stage. Like Amber before her, she was scared and crying. Her huge belly rested under two giant breasts, but despite her pregnancy, they had still chained both her ankles and wrists. As the bidding war started, Emily saw Mr. James in the crowd.

“Please, Master! Don’t do this! Have I not done all that you asked? I beg you, don’t …”

Mr. James nodded at one of the guards who immediately pressed a large ballgag into Emily’s mouth. Her begging dampened the bidding somewhat, and she was soon handed over to one of the senators.

The night went on, with more and more terrified girls being sold to their new owners. The party soon took a dark turn, and Paige could only watch as the new owners drank from their acquisitions and laughed.

“Second-to-last lot is this cutie,” Rick said and pointed at a new girl. “This is Maya, an experienced teacher – and a great-tasting hucow. Do you want a slave to homeschool the kids? This is your chance!”

Vivian emptied another glass of champagne and shook her head. Paige found it hard to sympathize with the woman that had played such an integral part in the whole operation. All her sympathy was directed at the poor woman on stage, who was handed over to a sinister-looking businessman.

“I … I gotta go,” Vivian said and adjusted her low-cut, navy-blue silk dress.

Mr. James shook his head. “Not yet. You don’t want to miss the last auction.”

“What auction?” Vivian looked at Mr. James. “They’re all gone.”

Lindsay grinned. “This one was my idea.”

Rick cleared his throat. “The last lot of the night, people! And this one is special! Vivian is a doctor, specializing in fertility! You don’t want to miss the chance to keep this one for yourself! She’s still fertile and beautiful!” He gestured toward Vivian, who looked like a deer caught in a car’s headlights. Two guards grabbed her and cuffed her hands behind her back.

“Why?” she shouted at Mr. James as the tears streamed down her cheeks.

He shrugged. “You’ve done your part. And you know too much. Good luck, wherever you end up.”

The guards dragged the kicking and screaming doctor to the stage. The bidding was furious, and Rick had to raise his voice to try and drown out Vivian’s desperate cries for help.

“What a great evening,” Mr. James said as he watched Vivian being packed into a crate by a Middle-Eastern dictator’s aides. He waved at her with a smug smile before the crate’s lid was nailed in place. “What say we retreat to the bedroom, my dear?” He kissed a smiling Lindsay on the neck.

“A great idea, my love.” She looked at Paige. “What about her?”

“We’ll bring her.”

Lindsay frowned. “I don’t want her there.”

“You’ll have to get used to her, sweetie.”

Lindsay stared at Paige for a while before sighing. “I guess it’s alright. But only because you got me such a thoughtful present earlier today. I can’t wait to play with it.”

Paige felt disoriented and sick as the couple led her upstairs. She could still hear the cries of the hucows from the yard as they were pushed inside the cars of their new owners. The whole point of her undercover job had been to ensure that the girls were treated well, and she had failed miserably. Instead, she was now pregnant with Mr. James’ child, and even if she could get in touch with Tracy, many of the girls would be out of their reach by then.

Hang in there, Paige, she thought to herself. You can still get these two fuckers behind bars. You just have to wait.

Her mind was distracted as they entered the bedroom and Mr. James took off his clothes. She had not spent any time with his massive cock since her pregnancy started, and she had missed its company.

“I want to torture her, honey,” Lindsay said and glared at Paige.

Mr. James smiled. “She’s pregnant with our child, Lindsay.”

Despite the gray streaks in her raven-black hair, Lindsay looked like a bratty teenager as she pouted. “Fine! But after she’s given birth?”

“Then you can pull her nails out with pliers for all I care,” Mr. James said and winked at Paige to tell her that it was not going to happen. Paige did not feel reassured. Mr. James grabbed two crystal glasses from a table and handed one to Lindsay. “Let us toast to our future, my dear.”

Paige winced as the couple started milking her. She stood there, paralyzed, unable to comprehend what she had seen. At this moment, dozens of girls were driving toward an uncertain future, scared out of their minds, and she was standing in a luxurious bedroom, about to have a threesome with a rich couple. She wanted to protest, but even though the defiant voice in the back of her mind was strong, she knew it would not help her now. There was no way to help the girls if she pissed off the James couple.

“Mmm … it’s sweet,” Lindsay said as she emptied her glass. “I want more.” She placed her lips on Paige’s breast and started breastfeeding. Paige let out a surprised gasp as Lindsay bit down on her nipple with her teeth, but she clenched her jaw and stood still.

“Behave, my dear,” Mr. James said and laughed. He emptied the glass and ran his fingers through his thick hair. “Why don’t you get Mr. Woody, sweetie? I know how much you enjoy playing with him.”

Another person?

It was not a person. Lindsay removed her dress and walked to a nearby closet. The bedroom was tastefully furnished and seemed normal on the outside, unlike the device-filled room of terror that Paige had visited during her sessions with Mr. James. Lindsay found a huge strapon with a dildo on the inside; she inserted it into her pussy with a satisfied moan and tightened the buckles.

“Why don’t you go lie down on the bed, my love?” Lindsay said to Mr. James as she found a paddle in the closet. She walked over to Paige and pulled down Paige’s dress. “Suck his cock, slave.” Lindsay’s paddle hit Paige’s right breast with a loud thwack. “And do it well.”

Don’t mind if I do. Paige licked her lips and crawled onto the bed. Mr. James did not look at her; he looked past her at his wife. Paige felt like an object, a sex toy, and she was strangely okay with it.

Paige let her soft fingers run gently back and forth along the shaft. Each touch sent a shiver through Mr. James’ body, and he could not help but smile. She took her time, but it did not prevent his cock from hardening more each second.

“Enjoying yourself, my love?” Lindsay asked. Paige could feel the tip of the strapon rest on top of her buttocks.

“Very much so,” Mr. James answered. He looked down at Paige, watching as her hands danced hypnotically back and forth along the thickening shaft. She kissed the tip of his cock, barely touching it with her lips, and she could tell that he tried to resist the urge to press it inside her mouth.

“You’re teasing me,” he said. There was a hint of respect in his dark voice. “Brave.”

“Pleasure is not to be rushed,” Lindsay laughed behind Paige. She could hear a bottle being opened, and soon she felt the cold, slimy lube run down her asshole and pussy.

Fuck.

Lindsay started rubbing the tip of the dildo against Paige’s asshole. The rubber cock drew long lines from the asshole down between her labia, occasionally venturing as far as the clit before moving back up.

Paige let out a frustrated groan and tried to focus on the task at hand. Her fingers stroked his balls before moving past them, massaging the perineum. Her chains rattled and the shackles scraped against Mr. James’ inner thigh, but he did not seem to mind. A few times, she let her finger slide inside onto the edge of his asshole, but only for a brief moment.

When she finally opened her mouth and let him inside, he was hard as a rock and filled her mouth like nothing she had ever experienced. At the same time, the tip of Lindsay’s strapon entered Paige’s asshole like a hesitant explorer, only to move out immediately after. Lindsay repeated the move a dozen times, playing with Paige’s opening. Paige’s body moved and writhed in frustration as whimpering moans begged for more.

Lindsay gave her another half inch. Then she slid out.

Again.

Again.

Over and over, taking her time. Mr. James had not allowed her to torture Paige, but she had found a way. Her paddle soon started smacking Paige’s buttcheeks, sending waves of pleasure through Paige’s body. Slowly, Lindsay went in deeper and deeper with every movement, and it took several minutes before she finally buried the dildo in Paige’s asshole. At that point, Paige was ready to explode.

Meanwhile, Paige kept pleasuring Mr. James. Her mouth went back and forth as her hands aided her lips. She deepthroated him, massaging his cock with her tongue, receiving satisfied moans in return. He grabbed her hair and pulled her in closer, but she did not protest, even if his massive cock made it nearly impossible for her to breathe. He pulled the chain to her collar to make it even more difficult.

His cock was deep inside Paige’s mouth when he shot his load, and the resulting tidal wave of cum made her cough. Warm, sticky ejaculate dribbled from her mouth onto the sheets, and when she pulled back to catch her breath, the rest of it landed in her hair and on her face as it sprayed from his cock.

But Paige did not care. Her mind and body were occupied as Lindsay continued to fuck her ass. Mr. James leaned back with a smile as he watched, blowing a kiss to his wife.

“Fuuuuuuuuuck …” Paige’s voice was raspy and distant. Her asshole tightened around the base of the dildo like a cock ring as she embraced it.

Lindsay started picking up the pace. It was like a well-oiled machine increasing its speed as she fucked Paige harder. It was intense and violent, but Lindsay was not done torturing Paige.

Paige whimpered as Lindsay pulled out, just as Paige was nearing the edge.

“That was fun,” Lindsay said, her face flushed from the strapon’s inner dildo’s movements.

She walked over to Paige with a sadistic grin on her face. She proceeded to lock Paige’s shackles behind her back and connected them to the collar, forcing her hands up and her breasts forward. The position caused the collar to choke Paige, but the discomfort only served to turn her on. Her ass was from the intense fucking, but she wanted more. Lust had taken the wheel, and the fate of the other hucows drifted further and further from her mind.

“Do you want to fuck her?” Lindsay said and looked at Mr. James.

He nodded. “I do.”

Lindsay sighed. “Fine. But I don’t want to sit by and watch.” She found a double dildo gag with a girthy dildo on the inside and a massive one on the front. She pushed the inner dildo inside Paige’s mouth with a smile and tightened the buckles. The rubber cock pressed down on Paige’s tongue and triggered her gag reflex, but she had no way of removing it. Lindsay lay down on the bed and gestured for Paige to approach. “Let’s see if you can give as well as you receive.”

Mr. James got up from the bed and watched with a smile as Paige crawled onto the bed. She struggled to steady herself on the soft bed with her hands shackled behind her back, the collar constantly choking her, and her heavy ankle restraints.

Lindsay grabbed the dildo strapped to Paige’s face and pulled her closer, directing it into her pussy. “Mmm … that feels pretty good.”

Paige started fucking Lindsay, but it was difficult. Her restraints made the back-and-forth movement choke her even more, and she feared that she might pass out.

The fear was quelled a moment later as she felt Mr. James’ cock rub against her pussy. He entered her slowly, dominating her body, taking control of the situation with his massive erection. He touched every nerve ending inside her, and her body started squirming and writhing as she was flooded with lust.

Fuck, that cock is magic, she thought when he was fully inside her. It filled her, stretched her, drove her insane. She was momentarily distracted from her own task, but Lindsay was not a patient woman, and she soon grabbed Paige’s blonde hair and started directing her head.

“I love you,” Mr. James said as he fucked Paige. She knew it was not directed at her, and Paige felt awkward as the couple started blowing kisses at each other while his hips crashed into her ass and she fucked his wife.

It went on and on.

Both of them had incredible stamina, and it was hard for Paige to keep up.

“This girl can’t retain the pace,” Lindsay said after a while with a disappointed frown. “Let’s put her on her back.”

Paige whimpered as Mr. James pulled out of her. She struggled to breathe, and she welcomed the relief when Lindsay unlocked her shackles from her collar and placed her on the bed, chaining her hands above her head to the frame. Seconds later, Mr. James entered Paige again, lifting her lower body off the mattress with his impressive strength, spreading her legs to allow himself full access to her soaking wet pussy. Lindsay sat astride Paige’s head and started riding the dildo.

Moans and whimpers filled the room. All three of them were caught in a flood of ecstasy. Paige could not move, nor did she want to. Mr. James’ strong fingers dug into her skin.

She came.

Hard.

Harder than ever before.

She screamed. Her entire body spasmed and shook, and the added vibration sent Lindsay over the edge.

“FUUUUCK!” she screamed, squirting violently onto Paige’s face. It soaked her hair and the sheets, but she was too far gone herself to even care.

Mr. James delivered the final salute and pushed deep into Paige, shooting his load inside her, emptying himself. The two lovers leaned in over Paige and kissed passionately.

“Maybe it’s not such a bad thing that she’s going with us,” Lindsay said as she raised herself off of the soaked dildo.

Going with them? A sense of intense dread crept through Paige’s body, choking the last remnants of her orgasm. She stared at Lindsay as the woman removed her gag.

“Indeed.” Mr. James pulled out of Paige and wiped his cock with a towel. “She’ll be a nice pet.”

Paige cleared her throat. “Going … where?”

“It speaks!” Lindsay laughed, got off the bed, and put on a black silk robe. “The girls have been sold. You’re going to deliver us the child we always wanted. There’s no need to stay here.” Something about the confident smile made Paige cold to the bone. “Especially not with the authorities investigating us.”

Paige was speechless. Mr. James unlocked her hands from the bedframe and dragged her to her feet. He kept a firm grasp on her collar. “We know who you are, Paige. I did a little digging after your escape attempt.”

“I … I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Paige cried out as Lindsay slapped her cheek hard.

“Don’t try that anymore. It’s not like we’re going to hurt you, not really. You’re too important now.”

Paige shook off the burning sensation on her cheek and sighed. “They know where I am. They’ll …”

“Do they?” Mr. James dragged Paige to a door in the corner. He opened it and looked at Paige with a sadistic smile.

“T… Tracy? No …” Paige’s entire existence shattered as she looked at the naked figure, chained to a chair. The green eyes looked up at her, terrified. A giant ballgag filled Tracy’s mouth, and it looked like she had been tortured.

“She’s my new plaything,” Lindsay said, nearly jumping with joy. “My sweetie gave her to me this morning. She’s coming along too.”

Mr. James nodded. “She’ll be a good incentive for you, Paige. See, we can’t punish you without hurting the baby. Her, on the other hand …”

Paige had no words. She stared at Tracy and shook her head in disbelief.

“You see, we want a large family,” Paige said and caressed Paige’s breast with a smile. “Don’t look so grim. It’ll be fun!”

Paige looked at her, tears streaming down her face. “Fuck you.”

Mr. James patted her on the cheek. “You will. Don’t worry about that.” He looked at Lindsay. “Time to pack, my love. The plane is waiting.

THE END


Make sure to check out this series as well for more fertile hucow slaves!

[image: Et billede, der indeholder tekst, plakat, Ansigt, badetøj  Automatisk genereret beskrivelse]


[image: ]

The Hucow Slaves

Alicia signs up to become a hucow slave to get away from the heartbreak and responsibilities in her life. But she gets more than she bargained for. Much more.

The Hucow Inspector

A young woman is sentenced to serve as the personal slave of a hucow inspector and must go undercover in the harsh, corrupt network of hucow farms. Contains all seven stories in the series.

Tales of a Hucow Slave

Kate has to embrace her inner hucow slave to work her way up from the miserable hucow farms to the dictator’s palace in order to save her mother. Contains all five stories in the series.
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Thank you for reading. If you are interested in reading even more steamy BDSM stories, but without the hucow/breeding element, please do check out my other pen name, Jessica Ackles.

If you want your own custom erotic short story, you can find me on Fiverr.
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