Jenni’s Hard Labour Pt.1 and 2

Part 1 

Jenni woke in a darkened room. Her head hurt, and she could not remember getting home from the hospital; everything ached, her arms and legs felt like lead. She drifted between sleep and waking, vague dreams disturbing her until she felt she just had to get up.

That was when the realization began. She felt a cool, hard surface beneath and something thick and hard, like straps round her wrists and ankles. Panic set in and she began to struggle. This isn’t home! Had she had an accident? Why couldn’t she move? Where the hell was she?

A distant sound of laughter broke through her racing thoughts. Thank God, someone was coming! She called for help, twisting and pulling against the restraints that held her down, frantically turning her head to see who was coming.  Soft footsteps and muffled whispers told her someone was standing just out of sight.

Someone, a man, was standing over her. He clicked his fingers, and stark, intense light snapped on, making Jenni wince. She opened her mouth to ask the man to turn the lights off, but something hard and round was pushed into her mouth before she could get a word out. The man secured the rubber ball with duck tape and spoke softly.

“You should save your pretty voice for when you will need it”.

Eyes wide with horror, Jenni began to whimper. As the man moved into her field of vision, she saw that he had a pair of scissors in his hand, the kind paramedics use for cutting clothes off accident victims.  Her desperate screams for help were almost completely muffled by the ball gag, as she tried to lift herself off the table. 

The man leaned over her thrashing body, completely impassive as he cut her clothes off, first slashing her dress up the front from hem to collar, then slicing through the sleeves. He grinned and held the shears between his teeth, like pirates do in those old films, as he pulled the ribbons of cloth from her terrified body.  

Jenni was frozen with fear and shock, totally unable to comprehend what the hell was happening. Dazed by lack of oxygen she breathed in deeply through her nose as the man took up the shears, ran the cold steel up between her breasts and began to cut through her bra.  It seemed like slow motion as he split the lacy black cups apart, then snipped through the shoulder straps. With two final cuts her knickers were slashed open.  As the man pulled the useless scraps of fabric away, leaving her firm young body completely naked, Jenni closed her eyes and began to cry.   

Voices, loud and excited from behind her, out of sight, began to cheer and shout as the man pulled her ruined underclothes off.  Jenni screwed her eyes tight shut, shaking her head from side to side, trying to drown out the jeers and filthy comments of the unseen crowd.

A sharp pain brought her round with a start. The man was twisting her left nipple, almost pinching it off. He bent close and whispered “listen up slut, your attention is required.”

The man released her and picked up a clipboard from a hook on the wall.  He studied for a few seconds, waiting for the babble of voices to subside, before beginning to read.

“Folks, this is Jenni, she is 19 years old, 5 feet tall, a natural blonde and was until recently a petite 32-22-34 weighing just 96 pounds.  Most importantly for our purposes, and as we can all see, she is pregnant. In fact she is over eight months pregnant.”  

The crowd cheered. Jenni lay still, as though dead, as she listened in disbelief. The man continued.

“This is her first pregnancy; she has just been for her final scan today and is fit and healthy.  She is due to deliver twins in about two weeks time.”  A male voice shouted out “no wonder she’s so fucking big, look at the belly on her, and those tits, gorgeous”. The man ignored the interruption.

“Despite her petite size, Jenni’s doctor anticipates no problems with a natural delivery.” Jenni shuddered at the huge laugh this drew from the crowd. A female voice asked 

“Go on, tell us some more ”.

The man consulted his notes again.

“ She is first year student at university, and is sexually inexperienced. She has had two serious boyfriends, and the second is responsible for her present condition. He is in Africa, collecting fossils and intends to remain there.  Jenni has no immediate family, and as the University thinks she is dropping out of her course, she won’t be missed there. Jenni will provide us all with a great deal of pleasure, although she may not enjoy the experience so much herself.”  He turned to smile at this last, enjoying the look of horror in the young girl’s eyes.

Jenni felt completely numb; how could they know so much about her?  What the hell was happening to her?

Part 2

She did not have long to wait to find out.  Someone pulled the tape of her mouth, and removed the hard rubber ball that had gagged her.  As she gulped, a thick tube was pushed down past her tongue, and something hot and bitter was poured down her throat. Jenni coughed and spluttered, but the viscous liquid was already settling in her stomach.

At the same time, more people crowded round the table.  Two of them grabbed her legs, while the thick ankle straps were undone.  Before she had a chance to struggle, he legs were pushed back, and apart, so that her knees were pressed hard against her shoulders.

Two steel poles were slotted into the table level with her waist, and her ankles were quickly strapped against them, leaving her with her hips tilted and legs spread wide.  The pain was severe, and Jenni yelped and screamed, but no one seemed in the least bit bothered.  The crowd disappeared, leaving the man and a middle aged woman standing between Jenni’s legs.  The section of the table beneath her buttocks was folded down, leaving Jenni’s pussy and butt hole exposed and vulnerable.

This time it was the woman who spoke.

“Time you prepare you for our fun”.  Someone handed her a plastic bowl, full of a softly steaming liquid, which the woman began to slop thickly over Jenni’s soft blond bush. The wax was hotter than Jenni would use to do her legs, and she shrieked as it soaked into her pubic hair, slipping and sliding down between her stretched butt cheeks.

“You should be ashamed Jenni, a young girl like you should keep her pussy trim and neat, you’ve let yourself go.” The woman purred as she pressed cloth strips into the molten wax, covering every inch of hair from her swollen slopes of her pregnant belly, to the rim of her tiny ass hole.

“So we will have to trim it for you.  Now lets see what we can do while we let that cool.”  

“I think we’ll have time for this” smiled the man as he handed a length of clear plastic tubing to his female accomplice.

“Ah yes, Jenni, this will help you to become obedient. Do you know what it is?”  Jenni had a horrible feeling that she did, and nodded her head slowly.

“Clever girl, it is a catheter, and from now on, we shall use it to decide when you may pee.  Of course in your condition, you need to pee a lot, so it will rather hurt, but never mind.”  With that the man disappeared between her legs, and Jenni felt her cunt lips being held open by rough fingers.  She opened her mouth to beg them not to do it when she felt a sharp pain, burning up inside towards her bladder.  She screamed as the thick tube pushed her tiny urethra open.  But the pain of insertion was nothing compared to the burning, bursting sensation as her bladder tried to empty, and nothing happened.  Jenni screamed like a banshee for minutes, until the sharp pains subsided to a dull ache.

Just as Jenni thought she had reached the limit, the first waxing strip was torn from her swollen pussy.  The pain was indescribable, a burning white hot explosion through her groin, but the man repeated the operation over and over again, harvesting Jenni’s thick crop of golden curls until she was as bald as baby.  Sobbing with pain she hardly heard the chatter of excited voices from the people crowded round her tortured groin.

“Shit, look how thick her lips are! And the color!  Is that because of the waxing?”

“No, it’s the hormones, see, her pussy is swollen and dark like her nipples”

“Yeah, and wet, I bet she’s so fucking wet. Look at her she’s dripping.”

“That’s the hormones too, makes em real easy to fuck.  Last one we had was older than this one though, and slacker, she’d already had two kids”

The voices faded as the woman who had waxed her moved them back. 

A hard, clenched feeling started deep in the pit of Jenni’s stomach.  Oh God no, she was going into labour1 she began to scream for help.  The man pinched her nipple again to make her shut up. “It’s just the laxative, bitch, we want your ass empty and clean for later, and oh my, it seems to working!”

It certainly was, Jenni felt like she was being turned inside out as hr bowels emptied themselves violently.  Abject shame and humiliation piled on to the pain and shock of her ordeal. Jenni was beyond sobbing, and only animal noises escaped her clenched teeth. She was lost in a private hell of pain, shame and vulnerability.

Ice cold water from a powerful hose brought Jenni screaming back to reality.  The cold soothed her burning crutch, as the shit was washed from her trembling body.  Her nipples, huge and dark, stood up on her milk filled tits like chocolate covered strawberries.   

Shivering with cold, fatigue and fear, Jenni watched as two people from the crowd approached her.  Smiling and laughing they attached huge alligator clips to the distended flesh, slowly allowing them to bite into her sensitive flesh.  As blood and milk squirted from her, Jenni blacked out.

To be continued……

