JHL 4

Jenni’s Hard Labor  - part 4

Mr. Johnson was extremely pleased with the progress of his entertainment.  He watched contentedly as his wife gathered the new born from between Jenni’s tethered thighs.  The guests had withdrawn at his signal, to allow him to check Jenni over. 

His experienced eye recognized the bodies defence mechanisms against pain.  Giving birth had pushed Jenni beyond the limits of endurance, and she would feel nothing for several minutes, possibly half an hour, until her body was ready to push the second twin into the world.

Her distended, denuded labia still stretched around the gaping chasm of her cunt.  The muscles had not had time yet to recover their elasticity.  Her asshole was also still grossly dilated from the extremely vigorous fucking she had endured during the final stages of labor.  Mr. Johnson smiled to himself at the memory of her screams as she lost her anal virginity.

Thick rivers of cum dripped obscenely from the once tight hole, to form an enormous puddle under her buttocks.  Mr. Johnson  estimated there must be nearly a half pint of glutinous sperm lying there, although some of that would have been pushed out of her cunt by the baby’s passage, he reminded himself.

Sweat glistened on the young girls nude body.  Her stomach had reduced a little, but she still looked markedly pregnant, and of course she had another baby to deliver yet.  Her tits heaved a s she struggled to get her breath back.

Mr. Johnson particularly liked the tits on this one,  the contrast between the dark rubbery nipples and milky white flesh was very pleasing to behold.  He checked her pulse and felt the muscles of her swollen abdomen to confirm his diagnosis.  Soon she would start her contractions again and he had affairs to arrange ready for that moment.  A quick glance at the forest of erections on his guests confirmed that they were ready.

Mr. Johnson glanced at his watch and mused on the changes he had wrought on this innocent young girl in a little over 24 hours.  She had been a happy first time mom to be this time yesterday, a little anxious perhaps, but obviously looking forward to motherhood.  Collecting her had been child’s play;  he had arranged for hr car not to start, offered a lift and the rest… well the rest was history.

He wondered if anyone else would recognise the carefree, pretty young student in her flowery maternity dress as the degraded creature tied to his special table. Her naked body covered in sweat, cum and birth fluids, her legs spread-eagled to reveal the gaping hole of her ravaged cunt,  her ass raped and open wide.  A thing, used for pleasure, with no shred of dignity or control of her destiny.

Mrs. Johnson nodded to let him know the child was OK and being cared for.  Mr. Johnson charged highly for his entertainment, but his biggest bucks came from the specialist videos of the spectacle. He got a healthy bonus when pregnant victims were involved , from the rich childless couples who paid handsomely for a newborn son or daughter, no questions asked.  He did not want to jeopardize the double dividend from this extra special night.

Jenni’s moans betrayed the return of her contractions.  Mr. Johnson rallied his guests around him.

“Time to begin again folks.  Now this time round, I have to warn you, vaginal penetration is unlikely to be very satisfying for you. Not even the most generously endowed among you can hope to compare with a baby’s head, and she has already been very well stretched.”

He waited for the laughter to subside, and continued,

“No, I recommend you to enjoy that sweet little anus this time,  the sensation as the contraction takes hold is quite exquisite, I assure you, and there is plenty of time for you all to experience it.   For those of you that cant leave that lovely little pussy alone, well doctors are always pushing their hands up them aren’t they?  Though I doubt little Jenni will appreciate it.”

Jenni was fully alert now, grimacing with pain as her body prepared to expel her younger twin into the world.  Mr. Johnson ushered the first guest into place.

Jenni looked up, her eyes pleading for mercy as the man eased his rigid cock into her twitching butt hole.  There was plenty of lubricating sperm in place, but the shock of penetration must have been quite excruciating, judging by the  impressive arching of her back and the piercing screams as he forced his way inside her.

A thick mixture of semen and lochial fluid spurted from Jenni’s cunt as the man slammed his cock in as far as he could go.  A few short, brutal strokes were enough to bring him to the boil, and with a satisfied grunt he emptied his balls into the defenseless girl.

“Incredible, absolutely fucking unbelievable” he muttered, as he withdrew “ I thought she was going to bite it off.”  His companions jostled to see the action as his replacement took his place between Jenni’s legs.  A huge man, well over 6 feet tall with arms like tree trunks and big, callused hands, he leered down as Jenni sobbed for pity.

“Don’t worry baby, the Doctor is here.”   He slipped his fingertips into her pussy, laughing as she screamed in agony, and kept on pushing until his knuckles were framed by the slimy, bloated lips of her cunt.  Mr. Johnson had to admit it was a powerful image, and he checked his monitors to ensure the close up had been captured. 

Later he would edit the moment of maximum dilation with images of Jenni’s face as she screamed wordlessly in shock and pain.

The man played Jenni like an instrument, gently withdrawing his fingers, or pushing his whole hand brutally inside her to make her scream, until  Mr. Johnson indicated that it was time for the next guest take his turn. 

The pain had accelerated Jenni’s labor, and he had barely penetrated before her contracting muscles squeezed his cock dry.  Clamoring to take the young girls body, to feel those powerful muscles clamping down on their straining cocks, the remaining guests quickly and brutally raped Jenni’s butt.  Each scream of pain, each incoherent plea for mercy was greeted with harder and faster violation of her tortured body.

The last, and youngest guest,  yelped in pain himself as he pushed his cock quickly into Jenni’s sperm filled hole.  Mr. Johnson laughed as grasped what had happened. The  baby’s head had crowned through Jenni’s vagina as he entered her, and the pressure had trapped his swollen member deep inside her.  He pulled himself out with an audible “pop” and watched ruefully as Mrs. Johnson delivered the infant.

Jenni lay, groaning fitfully and twitching, as her muscles relaxed after her grueling ordeal.  Mr. Johnson shepherded his guests away as his wife tended to the baby.

As Mr. Johnson entertained his guests with drinks and highlights of his video coverage, Mrs. Johnson worked silently on Jenni’s unconscious body.  She douched Jenni’s pussy with a powerful cleansing and spermicide, then manhandled the senseless girl off the table and into a small dark side room.  She snapped a heavy steel collar round her neck , and attached a  thick chain  from a ring in the floor to the back of the collar.   Making a final check on her breathing, Mrs. Johnson left the girl alone in the dark and joined hr husband in the entertainment room.

The guests stayed long into the night, and Mr. And Mrs. Johnson slept late the next day to recover.  After breakfast, Mr. Johnson checked on Jenni.  She lay, unconscious in a puddle of her own urine.  Mr. Johnson placed  a dog bowl of water on the floor and left her alone.

The following day, he returned.  Jenni was awake and the water in the bowl was gone.  She screwed hr eyes up against the light , and whimpered as he checked her pulse and felt the heavy flesh of her tits.

“Your milk has come in Jenni, can you feel the pressure?”

Jenni nodded dumbly.

“Good, now listen carefully, every day I’ll come to see you.  You must fill the bowl with milk for me. If you do, I’ll give you water. If you don’t,  you go thirsty. Do you understand?”

Jenni nodded again.  Mr. Johnson knew she would, he was after all an expert on mental and physical breaking of his subjects will.  No matter how disgusting she may have found his request, Jenni could no longer resist his commands.

“Very good, lets begin now.”  He sat himself comfortably and watched as Jenni picked up the bowl with one hand and began to squeeze her left nipple with the other.  A thin jet of milk splashed into the bowl.  Jenni winced at the pain.  

“No milk, no water Jenni, now carry on or shall I go?”

Jenni sniveled as she began her milking session again.  Gradually, the bowl filled and her left breast looked deflated.  It took her a long time to empty both breasts, but Mr. Johnson was a patient man.  He took the brimming bowl from Jenni’s hands, and placed it outside the door. Then he rewarded her as promised with fresh water, and left her in the dark again.

The next day, the performance was repeated.  Mr. Johnson was pleased to see that Jenni produced more milk this time, and that she expressed it much more quickly.   By the end of the first week,  she was producing more than a pint of thick mothers milk from each teat.

Mr. Johnson knew, because the room had infra red cameras, that Jenni was trying to relieve her hunger by drinking hr own milk.  At first she squirted it onto hr palm and lapped at the sweet liquid with a look of disgust,  but by the end of the week her tits had swollen to the point where she could suckle comfortably from her self.  

After three weeks, Jenni’s body was back to its pre conception state.  The constant stimulation to produce milk, fuelled only by her bodies own reserves had  eliminated every ounce of fat from her frame.  Mr. Johnson contemplated her on the 22nd morning of her imprisonment and decided she was ripe for the final stage of his process.

Physically, she was close now to complete submission; her arms and legs were skinny, her belly was concave, he could count every single rib.  Only hr tits looked plump and fleshy, 38D or even DD he estimated.

Mentally, she was completely subdued.  The pain of  childbirth and the gross invasion of her body had faded, but the memories of hr complete vulnerability had done their work. Weeks of isolation, of hunger and complete degradation, lying in the dark in her piss, suckling her own breasts and milking herself like an animal at his command had reinforced her absolute dependence.

When  Mr. Johnson undid the chain and beckoned to her to follow him, she obeyed without question.  She lay quietly on the examination couch, the scene of her depraved loss of innocence without a word of complaint, and lay still as Mr. Johnson stepped out of his clothes and stood naked between her legs.

Normally, of course, such intensive lactation as Jenni had undergone, coupled with starvation, would act as a powerful natural  contraceptive.  Mr. Johnson had taken care of this, by the simple measure of lacing her water with potent fertility hormones for the last three weeks.  Jenni was extremely fertile that morning, and Mr. Johnson intended to take his own reward for all the hard work he had put into collecting and training her by ensuring that her next nine months would be spent carrying his child.

Leaning over her docile body, he latched on to her enormous dark nipple and began to suck.  Hot sweet milk spurted into his mouth, much faster than he could swallow, pouring out over the engorged flesh of her tits.  He took his fill, then ran his tongue down over her belly, gradually working his way to the hot slit of Jenni’s cunt.

Fuzzy pubic hair was just beginning to reclaim the sweet triangle between her legs.  He nuzzled the downy hair for a while then let his tongue push the thick folds of her labia apart.  Jenni was completely responsive to his touch; the first tender sensations she had felt in weeks.  Juices bubbled from her cunt, and she ground her hips against his face, trying to tempt his tongue inside the burning tunnel.

Mr. Johnson was not interested in Jenni’s wants or needs.  He stood upright and rubbed his cock  up and down the flooded slit.   Jenni moaned in ecstasy as he pushed inside her.  Her cunt had regained some of its pre birth muscle tone, and he found it hard to penetrate her, wet as she was.

Long, deep thrusts of his solid shaft, deep inside Jenni’s hot cunt soon brought him to climax.  He pushed deep as he spurted his plentiful seed into her.  Reaching down with his thumb, he rubbed and caressed her clit until powerful orgasm rocked through Jenni’s body.  He could feel the baby juice being sucked up through her greedy cervix and into her fertile womb.

Leading her back into her cell, he knew that the next time she would beg him to fuck her, until at last she could be sure she was carrying his child.

And so it was, for the next three days Mr. Johnson fucked his willing young lover until his balls ached.  His reward was the knowledge that his own child was growing within the girl, and as the weeks passed, and her body began to change, he took great pleasure in his achievement.

