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Part 1


	
I’m extremely proud of what I do. I am a cunt farmer. I raise teenaged girls to become the personal property of men -- men who then use the young cunts for their own sexual gratification. I perform a great public service. It’s an honorable profession. I’ve never wanted to do anything else.

My girls are of the highest quality. They are all white, and all beautiful. Most are blondes, because blondes are the most popular. Most have blue eyes for the same reason. I do raise redheads and brunettes too, but those are less popular than the blondes.

The girls range in age from 14 to 18. They are all highly trained in the sexual arts. However, their vaginal virginity is guaranteed. Every one of these young cunts has an intact hymen. The girls are trained using sex toys, and by watching pornographic videos. I also train them personally by making them suck my dick, swallow my cum, and take my dick up their assholes. I also make the adult women I own serve as teachers for the young cunts. These sex slaves do not have sex with the girls. They merely instruct the young bitches in the way of the sex slave. My women are highly competent at sex. I trained them all myself. I began their training when the bitches were just teenagers themselves. I’ve fucked them in every hole for their whole lives.

I only sell my girls to men who meet my standards for ownership. The men must be white. They must sign binding contracts promising to take good care of the young cunts I sell them. No torture or murder are permitted. But of course, some sexual abuse is expected, and appropriate discipline can be used whenever the man see fit. A girl needs a good spanking now and then. Not necessarily because she deserves it. But because the man feels like doing it. A young teen with a reddened bottom fresh from a vigorous spanking is a marvelous sight. It can inspire a man to sodomize her in an instant. That’s always a good thing.

I sell my teenaged girls only to men; I won’t sell to women. The arrangement is done in the form of an adoption. I provide a fake birth certificate and private adoption papers. The man hands over the cash. He then takes possession of the young teen. Legally, she is now his daughter. In practice, the young cunt is his slave. His sex slave.

Most of my customers are single men. Some are widowed, some divorced, some never married. They make excellent father-owners of these precious teenaged girls. Single men can qualify for owning my teenaged girls just so long as they promise to take good care of the young teen’s health and well-being. Single men are free to use their young sweethearts, or to abuse them non-destructively, fucking the young bitches in every hole, any time of day or night, and doing all kinds of dirty and degrading things to the young whores. As long as the man does not torture, gravely harm, or kill his young teen, he can do anything he wants with her. Sexual abuse is encouraged. The young bitches have been trained to expect it. They will even thank the man for abusing them. I personally guarantee that each owner will be happy with his purchase, or money back.

At my cunt farm, we train the girls in how to serve a man sexually and in other ways. As soon as a man takes possession of his new young teen, she’s ready to go right out of the box. She’s ready to be fucked, or to suck him off and swallow his cum, or to take his dick up her ass, or to do any other wild and wonderful sex acts that a man might want. All he has to do is tell her what he wants, and she’ll do it. And then she’ll thank him for the privilege. All of our girls are exquisitely polite. We teach them that their male owners can do no wrong. Whatever a man does with his young teen is automatically right, so she must be grateful for it. And say so. Our well-trained teenaged girls are continually thanking their owners. The girls thank their men for the privilege of having sex with them, and for using and abusing the girls in the most degrading ways.

In addition to my single men customers, I also have also quite a few married men customers. I won’t allow married men to adopt (really, to own) my teenaged girls unless their wives agree to it. However, if a wife is reluctant, the man may request an additional service from my farm: we will give the man’s wife a thorough attitude readjustment. We have techniques that rewire the brain. You could call it brainwashing. Even the most stern and bitchy woman will turn into a sweet and obedient sex slave after she’s undergone our treatment. The newly adjusted wives will encourage their husbands to adopt as many teenaged girls as the man likes. A wife will stand by and smile while watching her husband rape the young teen he has just bought. The wives will help their husbands by caring for the girls and serving their husbands, too. This ensures that each husband has free reign to sexually use and abuse the teenaged girls to his heart’s content. While his wife looks on with approval, the man may tell her to take pictures and videos, or even join him in bed while he fucks the young teen in every hole. The wife will always be as eager as the young teen to fulfill her husband’s every desire. His sexual fantasies, no matter how perverse, dirty, or extreme (short of outright torture and death) will be completely fulfilled by his wife and adopted sex slave daughter. We guarantee it.

Many men tell me that the attitude adjustment my farm gave their wives was just as important for their happiness as owning the teenaged girls they bought from me. Formerly troublesome, demanding women are rendered into docile and sweet wives. These women become eager to serve their husbands 24 hours per day, 7 days per week. The women literally cannot do enough for their husbands. They are constantly offering sex, or any other services the men might desire. Sometimes the men just want to be left alone with their teenaged girls while their wives cook, clean, and keep house. Other times the men let their wives join in the fun. Having a wife plus one or more adopted daughters from my cunt farm to serve a man is pretty much an ideal family relationship. A man who goes to bed every evening with an obedient, submissive wife and one, two, or three young adopted girls will never be at a loss when seeking sexual satisfaction during the night.

Cunt farming is a primary production business. I do not obtain girls from elsewhere to re-sell them. You can’t control quality that way. I produce the teenaged girls myself using my herd of gorgeous, white female sex slaves. My white women are all as beautiful as the girls they give birth to. Each woman receives an implanted female embryo formed from the union of selected sperm and eggs. Each female embryo has the correct genetics to produce the desired characteristics, such as fair skin, blonde hair, blue-eyes, pretty face, and so forth. Redheads with green eyes are also popular. Some men order brunettes, but they are not nearly as popular.

The birth mother women are my broodmares. Each one produces a new baby girl every 2 to 4 years. Whether they are pregnant or in-between births, my broodmare women maintain their good health through right diet and proper exercise. They do young work except light duty assignments otherwise. Their main job is to produce a fresh batch of young bitches for me on schedule, and then to help raise and train the young cunts until the bitches are old enough to sell. After a woman gives birth, she takes care of the infant girl with the help of the other women on my farm. But her main job is to recover from the stress of pregnancy and birth so she can go through it all again in a couple of years later. All of the women in my herd work together as a baby-producing collective. They raise the young bitches together and train them according to my very strict training schedule.

From birth, each baby girl is destined for one thing and one thing only: to serve the man who will eventually own her. I am the sole proprietor of my business. I run my farm as an absolute, patriarchal dictatorship. I own every woman in my breeding herd and they all know it. And I own every girl until I sell her to someone else. All my bitches, young and old, acknowledge me as their Master and Owner. That’s the way things are, and that’s the way my teenaged girls are taught that things should be. Every young bitch knows how to suck and swallow, how to take it up the ass (and suck it clean afterwards), how to cook, how to clean, how to massage the man who owns her, and how in general to act like a daughter, a wife, and a sex slave from the get-go. Young teen sex slave daughters are more precious than gold.

My girls are sold between the ages of 14 and 18. The majority of them are sold by age 16 or 17. I don’t like selling girls before they turn 14, because they haven’t matured enough physically or psychologically. If they don’t sell by age 18, I keep them in my broodmare herd and get them pregnant. But in most years, I sell every young cunt in stock. The demand for beautiful young white girls ages 14 to 18 is extremely high.

Remember that I forbid torture or murder. However, I encourage the men who buy my teenaged girls to use them in sexually gratifying ways that please them men, not necessarily the girls. I train my girls to endure all sorts of sexual abuse. They learn that the man’s pleasure is all that counts. My girls have been trained to expect and accept being used by their owner-daddy’s with a significant amount of healthy brutality. By age 14 my girls are just barely ready to endure what a full-grown man might do to them in a fit of sexual passion. But barely old enough is good enough, if that’s what a man wants.

Teen rape is a specialty. Sexually using very young girls is technically, legally, teen rape, even if the teen agrees to it. All of my girls have been trained to agree to it. It’s always fun to remember that it’s still rape, by law. In fact, my girls are guaranteed to beg their new daddy’s to rape them. To rape them often and to rape them hard. The girls have all been trained to beg their owners for whatever their owners want. Most of my customers are men with a desire to rape teenaged girls. So that’s what I sell them: teenaged girls who want to be raped by them.

Now some men prefer to have more sweetly romantic relationships with the young adopted daughter sex slaves I sell them. That’s fine. My girls have been prepared for that, too. They know how to sit naked on their daddy’s lap and kiss him and tell him how much they love him. They know how to seduce shy men. And they know how to make love to a man as well as any grown woman can, even if their young bodies are barely big enough to take a cock inside them. One of the joys of owning a young teen is watching her grow from year to year. With each year, the increasing size of her vagina, mouth, anus, and rectum permit more and more of daddy’s dick to force its way inside. And then finally, that blessed day dawns when the young teen is big enough to take every inch of daddy’s erection inside her mouth, down her throat, into her cunt, and deep into her asshole. What a joyful day that is!

For married men, each man’s newly attitude-adjusted wife can help her husband to achieve maximum enjoyment from his young sex slave daughter. The wives are always seeking ways to keep their husbands happy. Each wife becomes a slave to her husband’s happiness. She will do literally anything he wants, whenever he wants it. Such a wife makes an excellent bed companion when her husband is fucking his adopted daughter. She will offer her tits, mouth, cunt, or ass as wanted by her man. Or if the man wishes, he can make his wife tongue his anus and even thrust her tongue into his asshole while he ass-fucks his young slave daughter, or receives a blowjob from her, or whatever he wishes. If the husband wants to see his wife and daughter perform some lesbian sex for his enjoyment, both wife and daughter are ready to do that too. His wish is their only command.

I encourage my customers to home-school the teenaged girls I sell them. My farm provides a complete curriculum for all ages. The home-school coursework reinforces everything that my young bitches learned from me and my women, back on the farm. Outside of the homeschool environment, my farm has organized all sorts of activities for young girls to play and learn from one another inside a supervised environment. That happens through a religious organization called the Mary Magdalene Society. As you will recall from your Bible and Christian tradition, Mary Magdalene was a follower of Jesus who is believed by many Christians to have been a prostitute. Our teenaged girls are taught to be as faithful and sexual as Mary was. They learn to devoutly follow the man who owns them, and to behave towards him as a prostitute behaves towards the man who owns her. These teenaged girls offer sex to their owner-daddy’s at any time. They never refuse a sex act, no matter how degrading or painful it might be (short of anything that would cause grave bodily harm, of course.)

Teenaged girls eventually grow up. Ordinary girls, when they are old enough, would leave home to make a life on their own, getting married and having teenagers. Not my girls! They remain faithful to their father-owners for life. They continue to serve their owners sexually and in every other way for as long as they live. If a girl becomes pregnant, either from her father’s sperm or by getting an embryo implant from my farm, the girl will raise her daughter according to the ways her father wishes.

Back on the farm, my broodmare women will keep churning out new generations of young blondes, redheads and brunettes, for as long as the women’s wombs hold out. When a woman becomes too old to give birth, she helps out with the younger, still fertile women. There is always plenty of work to do on my cunt farm.

There certainly is plenty for me to do as well. My cunt farm is my also my life. I work in the female human animal husbandry industry. This is business of the highest type. I oversee all aspects of the operation, from the birth of the young bitches to their first oral and anal sex experiences, which I always provide. Before a young teen gets sold off my farm, she’s had my dick in her mouth and up her ass many, many times. She has slept in my bed. She has licked my asshole. And she has begged me to use and abuse her every time I’ve encountered her on my daily rounds of inspection and control.

I sell most of my female harvest, but I always keep some of the best bitches as seed corn for future embryo implantings. I get the pick of the litter from every batch of pregnant bitches in my operation. I keep these teenaged girls all to myself. I have a harem of teenaged girls and grown women that would be the envy of any ancient emperor or king. Most parts of my farm operation are mechanized and automated. Most of the rest is run by my women and teens under my direction. They acknowledge me as their Owner. They all call me Daddy and Master. It’s truly a family business.

Most days I wake up at dawn. I am never alone in bed. Typically I’ll have at least two lactating women to give me fresh milk from their breasts. And I’ll have three, or four, or more teenaged girls ages 14 to 18 to suck my dick and offer their asses in case I feel like sodomizing them.

I should mention that my operation is very hygienic. I have special, proprietary medical means for ensuring that no one gets sick from infections due to contact with bodily wastes. Urine and feces are sanitary for us. Therefore, it’s perfectly safe for me to butt-fuck a girl and then have her give me a dirty ass-to-mouth blowjob. The young bitches suck shit off my dick every day and swallow it. They’re fine with it. Even though the shit stinks and tastes terrible, it never makes the young bitches sick.

My young whores drink my urine, too. I don’t bother to get out of bed to take a piss in the morning. I just grab one of the teenaged girls I’m in bed with, put my dick in her mouth, and let fly with a steaming stream of urine. My young cunt-mouths eventually learn how to take my piss straight down their throats. They consider it quite an accomplishment and an honor to do so.

I enjoy morning sex with as many of my women and girls as I care to. If the bunch who spent the night with me are not enough, I call for more. There are always more available on my highly productive cunt farm.

Now you know the basic background and functioning of my operation. My herd of reproductive broodmare bitches is always working to give birth to and train the most beautiful young white girls you can imagine. If you like what you read here, you may want to place an order!

	
	
	

Part 2


	
[SCENE: Tall, rocky mountains with snow-capped peaks beneath a clear blue sky. The mountains form sheltering walls encircling a green valley. The camera looks down on the valley floor from on high, revealing farm fields, orchards, several streams and some forested areas. The camera pans across lush fields and grassy meadows. Close-ups appear, one after the other, of flying birds, small animals in the forests, and fish in the streams. More close-ups show fields of wheat being harvested by fully-automated machines, fruit orchards being picked by other machines, and cattle being herded into a barn by robots. The robots attach the cow udders to milking machines. Switching camera view again, the camera flies once more, looking down on several farm buildings and homes. The camera view descends towards a farm house. A white man of late middle age is sitting in a chair on the front porch. He speaks in a voice like that of actor Sam Elliott, who is perhaps best known as the narrator of the film “The Big Lebowski.” The man’s name is Steven.]

STEVEN: “Howdy, guys! This is your old friend farmer Steve. Some of you watching now already know me. I’m the cunt farmer you bought your little slave girls from. I told you about me in my other story “Cunt Farming: Raising Young Teenagers to Love and Serve Men.” Others of you are new guys. If you’re new, you might be seeing this video because one of my customers referred you. Or maybe you know about me because your tastes run towards having sex with young teenaged girls. Fucking young teenaged girls is alright! Nothing to be ashamed of. We all do it. At least, we all do it around here in Happy Valley.”

[SCENE: The camera moves through a series of short shots, each lasting only a few seconds. Each shot takes place in a different area of Happy Valley, some indoors and some outdoors. Each shot features young women and girls, sometimes singly and sometimes in groups. They’re all dressed in 19th century pioneer garb of long dresses with long sleeves and high collars. Outdoors, all the girls and women wear hats to protect them from the sun. The women are doing light chores. The girls are helping, or else running around playing and laughing. Every single one of the women and girls have some things in common: They are all white, and they are all perfectly beautiful. Most are blondes. Some are redheads. A few are brunettes. All of them have blue or green eyes. Close-ups of their faces show absolutely flawless skin. Not a blemish anywhere. Their skin is smooth and pale and white. Their skin tone ranges from pink, to peaches and cream, to alabaster snow-white.]

STEVEN: “I’m extremely proud of what I do as a cunt farmer. My girls are of the highest quality. They are all white, and all beautiful. Most are blondes, because blondes are the most popular. Most have blue eyes or green eyes for the same reason. I do raise redheads and brunettes too, but those are less popular than the blondes. My goal in life is to raise young teenagers to become the personal property of men. Men like you. Men who want to own young cunts. Own them and use them. Use the little bitches for your own sexual gratification. I consider what I do to be a public service. A great service, in fact. It’s an honorable profession, being a cunt farmer. I bring untold joy to many, many men. Men like you. I’ve never wanted to do anything else.”

[SCENE: A darkened room. Two figures of different heights stand in profile silhouetted before a lighted window. The taller figure is a man. Even in silhouette, it’s clear that the man is naked. His penis hangs down. The shorter figure is a girl with long hair, a small chest, and a shapely buttocks. She pulls a chair in front of the man and kneels on it. She takes the man’s penis into her mouth and begins sucking on it, bobbing her head up and down, while stroking his penis with one hand.]

STEVEN: “Having sex with young teenaged girls is a noble pursuit. Any society that says otherwise is sick. Young teenagers should be owned by adult men and used by men for their pleasure. Don’t you think? That’s the only reason for young teenagers to exist. Right? When a girl reaches puberty she has many uses. She always serves as a sex-slave for the man who owns her. But now you can knock her up—get the little bitch pregnant—and make her give you a new little cunt to use someday. Don’t you agree? That’s the way we see things around here, on my Happy Valley Cunt Farm.”

[SCENE: Quick, well-lighted shots of at least a dozen naked couples, pairing an adult white man with a white girl teen. The young teenagers range in age from 14 to 18. Each girl is being fucked by one man. Some men are fucking the girls in the mouth. Others are fucking their girls vaginally. Some men are fucking their girls up the ass. Each couple having sex is shown in quick shots from several different angles. Close-ups show every girl’s body most attractively. Penises go in and out of young teen mouths, vaginas, and assholes. The camera shows each hole being penetrated. Then it shows how her hole looks after the man’s penis has been temporarily withdrawn: coughing, drooling young teen mouths; juicy ravaged cunts; stretched and gaping young teen assholes. All the visuals are extremely detailed. Wider angle shots are enough to show how pretty each girl is, and how happy each man is. The entire set of quick shots lasts for several minutes.]

STEVEN: “My breeding stock of beautiful women give birth to new bitches all year round. We raise the young cunts to become obedient little sex slaves. Then we sell them to men like yourself to use and abuse for your pleasure. If you bought a girl from us before, you already know that. Maybe you purchased a discounted little cunt during our summer clearance sale a few months ago. Or maybe you’re a repeat customer and you’ve bought several of our little bitches over the years. If you are already a customer, please bear with me while I explain a few things to the new guys.

First of all, since you’re watching this video you are pretty much certain to be already qualified to own one of my young teenagers. I only sell my precious young cunts to men who meet my standards for ownership. The men must be white. They must sign binding contracts promising to take good care of the young cunts I sell them. No torture or murder are permitted. But of course, some sexual abuse is expected, and appropriate discipline can be used whenever the man see fit. A girl needs a good spanking now and then. Not necessarily because she deserves it. But because the man feels like doing it. A young teen with a reddened bottom fresh from a vigorous spanking is a marvelous sight. It can inspire a man to sodomize her in an instant. That’s always a good thing.

As soon as a man takes possession of his new young girl, she’s ready to go right out of the box. She’s ready to be cunt-fucked, or to suck him off and swallow his cum, or to take his dick up her ass, or to do any other wild and wonderful sex acts you might want. All a guy has to do is tell her what he wants, and she’ll do it. And then she’ll thank him for the privilege. All of our girls are exquisitely polite. We teach them that their male owners can do no wrong. Whatever a man does with his young girl is automatically right, so she must be grateful for it. And tell him so. Our well-trained teenagers are continually thanking their owners. Every girl thanks her man for the privilege of serving him. All our girls are grateful to their owners for having sex with them, and for using and abusing them in the most degrading ways. Whatever turns a man on, she’ll do it, and she’ll thank for him it.

In addition to my single men customers, I also have also quite a few married men customers. I won’t allow married men to buy my young teenagers unless their wives agree to it. However, if a wife is reluctant, the man may request an additional service from us: we’ll give the man’s wife a thorough attitude readjustment. We have techniques to rewire her brain. You could call it brainwashing. Even the most stern and bitchy woman will turn into a sweet and obedient sex slave after she’s undergone our treatment. The newly adjusted wives will encourage their husbands to adopt as many teenagers as the man likes. A wife will stand by and smile while watching her husband rape the young teen he has just bought. The newly adjusted wives will help their husbands by caring for the girls and serving their husbands, too. This ensures that each husband has free reign to sexually use and abuse the teenagers to his heart’s content while his wife looks on with approval. The man may even order his wife to take pictures and videos of him having sex with the young girl. Or he can even order her to join him in bed while he fucks his girl. His wife will always be as eager as his teen to fulfill her man’s every desire. His sexual fantasies, no matter how extreme, perverse, dirty, or degrading (short of outright torture and death) will be completely fulfilled by his wife and his little sex slave. We guarantee it.

Many men tell me that the attitude adjustment we gave their wives was just as important for their happiness as owning the young teenagers they bought from me. Formerly troublesome, demanding women are rendered into docile and sweet slave-wives. These women become eager to serve their husbands 24 hours per day, 7 days per week. The women literally cannot do enough for their husbands. They are constantly offering sex, or any other services the men might desire. Sometimes the men just want to be left alone with their young teenagers while their wives cook, clean, and keep house. Other times the men let their wives join in the fun. Having a wife plus one or more adopted daughters from my cunt farm to serve a man is pretty much an ideal family relationship. A man who goes to bed every evening with an obedient, submissive wife and one, two, or three adopted girls will never be at a loss when seeking sexual satisfaction during the night.”

[SCENE: Multiple scenes over several minutes of men having sex with young, from ages 14 through 18. In some scenes, one man has two or more teenagers. In other scenes, the man has a wife who joins in while he fucks a young girl. The wife offers her mouth, tits, cunt, or ass to pleasure him while he is enjoying a the girl’s body.]

STEVEN: “Now some men like to have love and romance with their young teen sex slaves. Others prefer something more extreme. Down and dirty and degrading. I pride myself on catering to all tastes, even extreme ones. The young cunts I sell can take a hell of a lot of rough sex without sustaining any permanent damage. But they do feel it. They feel the pain. If you’re like me, you enjoy seeing a young teen suffer some pain in order to please the man who owns her.”

[SCENE: More scenes of men having sex with young teenagers ages 14 to 18. Closeups of each girl’s face show how she’s feeling. Some girls are enjoying what the men are doing to them. Other girls look frightened. Some looked uncomfortable. A few are weeping and begging the men to stop. All of the men look very, very happy.]

STEVEN: “As I said, we cater to all tastes. We breed and raise each of our young cunts to appeal to what men want. Some men want romance. It’s all lovey-dovey all the time. Some men want to mix a little spice with that sugar. Treat the girls a little rough sometimes. Demean them and debase them and degrade them. Call them every dirty name you can think of. Spit on them. Use them for watersports and scat. That’s all fine. It’s all good. My teenagers are made for all of that. Some men enjoy having brutal sex with the teenagers we sell. They like to rape the little bitches and they want the bitches to suffer through it. That’s fine. It’s all fine. My teenagers are sturdy and well-trained. They can take a beating and keep on begging for more.

Of course, the little bitches do have some limits, because we have some limits. No torture or murder are allowed. We keep track of our little bitches in real-time. Each one of them is microchipped. If you do grave bodily harm, we will take the girl back and heal her. As for the man who did such a thing to one of my precious little bitches ... well, let me just say that after my boys are done with him for breaking his agreement, there probably won’t be enough left of him to heal. So be forewarned: I sell young teen sex slaves, not animals to be slaughtered. Fuck them hard, yes. Knock them around a little bit, sure. Put the fear of God in them because you are like God to them, absolutely. You’re free to use and abuse the young cunts within very broad limits. And that’s all good. But if you hurt them severely or worse, then by God you’ll pay for it and pay dearly. Understand? Good.

Now that that’s settled, let me show you around the place. I’m mighty proud of it. And I’m mighty proud of the young cunts I breed here. There are none better on earth.”

[SCENE: Camera tracks farmer Steve rising from his chair. He steps down from the porch, and walks across a lawn before entering the working area of the farm. Dozens of beautiful women and lovely young girls wearing long dresses and brimmed hats to shade them from the sun are carrying baskets of vegetables, fruit, eggs, bread, and other food products. Every single one of the females is beautiful. Many are stunning, like movie stars or models. Some are merely very pretty, like the prettiest girl in your high school. Others are just cute, like the girl next door. In the distance, and then drawing nearer, are a few young men. They all bear a family resemblance to farmer Steve.]

STEVEN: “If your eyes aren’t too distracted by all the pretty cunts around here, you may have noticed my boys. They’re the next generation of cunt farmers on my spread. They help me with all the chores, like keeping all our little bitches in line. And they keep me up to date on the latest technology. Selective breeding of fine female flesh is very scientific these days.

There’s a long family story of how I got into this business and how I sired my sons. Maybe I’ll tell it to you some time. For now, I’ll just say that my boys have been raised to respect women and girls. They respect women as sex-slaves and as broodmares, to fuck, and use, and make babies with. They respect teenagers as fuck slaves that cater to their every whim. Every one of my boys has his own personal harem of women and girls. My sons have never been starved for sex. From their earliest age, they were nursed at the milky breasts of the most beautiful women you can imagine. As soon as my sons reached puberty, they began impregnating women and girls here on the farm. I’ve got more grandkids now than I can count. We have plenty of family hands to run this farm for generations to come.”

[SCENE: Camera tracks farmer Steve as he walks to a one-room building bearing the sign School House. He walks in and the camera follows. Several dozen girls from ages 14 to 18 sit at desks. Two adult female teachers stand at the head of the class. They are pointing to a large poster that shows an artist’s rendering of what’s going on inside a girl’s mouth when a man’s penis is being sucked. The teachers are explaining how a girl must use her tongue, lips, mouth, and throat to please a man. The girls listen with rapt attention. After a minute or so, farmer Steve exits the classroom.]

STEVEN: “As you can see, here on the farm we make sure our girls are well educated for the world of work. Housework and cooking are important. But every girl’s most important job is the blowjob. A girl can never stop learning and working on her oral technique. There are as many different variations on the blowjob as there are men who like blowjobs. And who doesn’t? We pride ourselves around here on the oral skills of our young teenagers. Even the very youngest still knows how to to give a man a very good blowjob. And our girls always swallow. If that’s what you want. Some guys like to give girls facials or other variations on the blowjob. Whatever you want, our girls can do it for you. At every age. And at any moment of the day you may want to be sucked off. Or any moment of the night. When you go to bed with one of our little bitches, you can wake her up whenever you want and she’ll always be ready to suck. We train her that way. You own the little bitch, and she knows it. She only lives to serve you. If you want her to suck you off in the middle of the night, and then you want to go back to sleep afterward with your dick still inside the girl’s mouth, she’s fine with that. She expects it, even. I mean, I do it all the time. Why shouldn’t you?”

[SCENE: Camera tracks farmer Steve as he walks across the farm yard. He points to women and girls carrying baskets.]

STEVEN: “Our school is in session Monday through Friday, but only for a few hours each day. The girls attend school in shifts. Most of the time they are working on practical things. They learn by doing. The women show the girls how to cook, clean, and perform other household duties. The women also teach the girls how to be submissive, obedient sex slaves to men. Here, let me show you what I mean.”

[SCENE: Steve approaches a beautiful blonde woman in her twenties accompanied by a teen blonde girl carrying a basket. He holds up one hand in the Stop gesture. The woman and girl immediately stop walking. They put down their baskets and kneel on the ground. They gaze up at Steve with worshipful smiles on their faces. Steve turns to the camera and speaks to his audience.]

STEVEN: “As you can see, these bitches instantly respond to male authority by assuming a submissive pose. The young woman’s name is Belinda. The little bitch next to her is her daughter Margaret. Belinda is one of my wife-slaves. The cunt is 28-years-old. I’ve been fucking her since she was a teen. Margaret is her daughter. I’ve been using her sexually since she turned 14 this year. So as you can see, we start ‘em young around here. Believe me, guys: When you buy one of our little bitches, the teen is ready to please you in more ways than an expensive whore! Belinda, lots of men are watching you right now. Look into the camera and answer this question: Who owns your daughter Margaret?”

BELINDA: “Why, you do Master Steven, of course! You own her just like you own me. You have every right to do anything you please with us. Your slightest wish is our command.”

STEVEN: “And suppose I told you that I was going to sell your daughter to another man. What would you think of that?”

BELINDA: “I would be sad to see her go. But I am not her Owner — you are. If you wish to sell her or give her away, that is your right. I just hope you will make me pregnant again so I can make another baby girl for you to use and abuse. Making you happy is the only reason I exist and my daughters exist.”

STEVEN: “How many daughters do you have?”

BELINDA: “I have 16 daughters, Master. My most recent batch were born last year.”

STEVEN: “You said batch. Tell the men in our audience what you mean by that.”

BELINDA: “Yes, Master. You made sure that the girls beginning in my generation here on the farm would always have multiple births. I give birth to quadruplets every time now. I’ve done it four times. So I have 16 daughters.”

STEVEN: “And how old are you?”

BELINDA: “I’m 28.”

STEVEN: “When did you first get pregnant?”

BELINDA: “You impregnated me on my 14th birthday. I gave birth later that year. I’ve been getting pregnant every 3 or 4 years since then.”

STEVEN: “And what has become of the little bitches you give birth to?”

BELINDA: “You sell them as soon as they are fully-trained, Master. Joan, one of my 14-year-olds, was sold earlier this year to a single man in Chicago. He legally adopted her as his daughter. He uses her as a sex slave. He’s made some excellent videos of how he uses her sexually. I’m very proud that Joan finally stopped screaming when he sodomizes her. Now he doesn’t have to gag her any more. And I’m so happy to see that Jane takes more of his dick into her mouth. He’s raping her cunt. I’m so glad to hear that he’s happy with Joan. I hope he gets her pregnant when so she can give him a granddaughter. It would be wonderful to see videos of all 3 of them in bed with both girls serving their Owner at the same time.”

STEVEN: “And what the about the other girls 3 girls in that batch of 14-year-olds?”

BELINDA: “Delilah went to a single man in Nashville. He’s been fucking her silly almost every day. He takes nice photos and videos and sends them home for me to show around. I’m proud of how well my daughter is serving him. My daughter Ellen went to a married man in Florida. His wife got an attitude readjustment so she’d accept her husband owning a young teen and fucking her. The wife’s a good sex slave to him now too. My last daughter from that batch of 14-year-olds is Teresa. An old man in Idaho bought her. She keeps him warm at night during those cold winters. I think his favorite thing is using her anally. Orally too, but only after he’s sodomized her. At least, that’s what I see most often in the videos and photos he sends. He’s like a loving grandfather to Teresa. I think he’s abusing her very, very well. Teresa says she hopes he can get her pregnant soon. In the meantime, she’s hoping he buys another little bitch soon. Teresa thinks he’d enjoy tonguing another young girl’s anus while he fucks Teresa up the ass.”

STEVEN: “What future do you hope for, Belinda? For all your girls, I mean.”

BELINDA: “Why, I hope they will all serve men like you, Master! I hope they become good little whore sex slaves for their owners. There’s nothing else in life worth doing for cunts like us. We live to serve the men who own us!”

STEVEN: “Very good, Belinda. You and Margaret go back to what you were doing. I’ll give you both a special treat in my bed tonight.”

BELINDA and MARGARET: “Yay! Thank you, Master! Thank you!”

STEVEN: “See guys? I wasn’t kidding about the quality of the sex slaves I’m producing here.”

[SCENE: A large grassy field in Happy Valley. Standing in a long line are 100 girls between the ages 14 and 18. The girls are wearing their long-sleeved dresses and sun hats. All at once, they begin to undress. The teenagers remove their hats, allowing their long hair to hang down. The group consists of 70 blondes, 20 redheads, and 10 brunettes. They un-button their dresses, and let the garments slide down their gorgeous young bodies to the ground. The girls are already barefoot as they take off their bras before remove their last remaining garment, white panties. The young teenagers smile at the camera as they stand stark naked in the sunlight. The camera begins slowly panning down the line of pure white, teen teenagers. The skin complexion of these girls is perfect. It is free of any blemish. There are no birth marks, no skin eruptions of any kind. Each young teen has the skin of a goddess. The camera view lingers on each teen, showing her face in close-up, facing forward and then in profile, before scanning downward to her chest. The camera focuses on each breast, each nipple, and then moves slowly down the teen’s belly to her crotch. The camera lovingly dwells on each girl’s pubic area. The view pans slightly to the right and left, up and down, to examine the teen’s clitoris hood and pubic mounds. Then, as if on cue, the girl reaches down with her fingers and spreads her vagina open while thrusting her hips forward. The camera closes in to get a good, deep look at the virginal cunt of the young girl. It lingers there for some while. Then the teen lets her vagina close. The camera pulls back and tracks down the teen’s legs to her feet. At that point the teen’s legs begin to move. She turns sideways. The camera pulls back to show the young teen in profile. It focuses in on her breasts, then the curve of her buttocks, which is of moderate size on most 14-year-olds, but increases with the older teens. After spending a few moments focused on the girl’s profile, the teen turns once more. Now her back is to the camera. The teen bends down to touch her toes. In that process, her buttocks naturally spread slightly open. The camera focuses on the curves of the teen’s butt cheeks, each in its turn. The camera tracks up from the teen’s upper thighs to the curve of each cheek and up to her lower back, before tracking down to the space between her butt cheeks. Again, as if on cue, the young teen reaches back and spreads her butt cheeks wide, revealing her anus. The camera focuses in closely on the pink wrinkles of the teen’s anus. The girls all have light-colored anuses. None of them are brown. All of them are either pale, or light pink, or bright vibrant pink. And clean. Perfectly clean. The girls are taught to maintain very clean bottoms for their owner’s pleasure. After the camera has dwelt for some time on the teen’s anus, she stands up again, turns around, and smiles at the camera. Then the teen speaks her name before saying “Please buy me!” The camera does this over and over until each of the 100 girls has been fully inspected. While much of this is going on, Steven narrates. But he never speaks when the teen is speaking. And for some long stretches he says nothing at all. This allows the viewing audience to enjoy some of the finest solo pedo photography of all time.]

STEVEN: “Here they are, guys! These are the 100 cunts on offer for our special New Year’s Cunt Farm Overstock Sale! Every single cunt you see here is 100% guaranteed virgin. I’ve used their mouths and assholes myself. Just to check them out as a matter of quality control, you understand. (Go ahead and laugh!) But I leave their hymens untouched so you guys get to pop their cherries. I want you to have the pleasure of taking your young girl’s virginity. And more power to ya!

If you want one to buy of these little bitches, you don’t have to go busting down any doors before dawn. To purchase one of these lovely teen whore slut bitch cunts, all you have to do is follow the instructions on your screen to contact us. We accept all major credit cards now. Our operation has geared up substantially since our last big sale. We’ve been preparing for this moment for years. We’ve been working up to the quadruplet births and all. We’ve never before had so many cunts to sell all at once as we do now. And we can deliver much faster. We used need to take pre-orders and then deliver years later. Now we are using advanced biotechnology to speed up the entire process. My broodmare bitches are producing more young cunts that are of even higher quality than ever before. And we’re not done yet with our improvements. I’m planning on ramping up cunt production even higher. Stay tuned to the Happy Valley Cunt Farm messages and I’ll keep you posted.

But for right now, let me tell you what you can do. If you order one of these little bitches today, you can get the little whore delivered before the night of New Year’s Eve. Yes, you heard me right—rapid delivery of your teen sex slave! She comes with adoption papers. (Don’t look too closely; they’re phony.) Yes, my friend, we can put a female teen in your hands in time for the new year!

If you order in time, you can even have the little cunt delivered before the big party for New Year’s Eve. Don’t have a date for the year’s biggest party? No problem! We can put one of our gorgeous young teens in your hands, and you’ll be the envy of every other guy at the party. If you even decide to go. You could probably have a lot more fun staying home and letting your new sex slave show you her amazing, no-holes-barred sex skills. You’ll have a gorgeous little obedient virgin sex slave begging you to use her any way you please. How many times can you ejaculate in one day? Time to find out!

Or maybe you’ve been invited to a family dinner. Bring your little bitch along! We’ve prepped our girls with all sorts of cockamamy cover stories. Like the one about her being the daughter of a friend of a friend who needs you to take care of her because of blah-blah-blah. Whatever! We’ve got a long list of battle-tested fake background stories and we’ve trained every one of our little bitches how to play-act them. So bring the little cunt along to your family dinner. See how everyone reacts to the pretty young teen who gazes at you adoringly all evening. We guarantee that your girl will be perfectly polite and utterly charming. She’ll win the hearts of everyone in your family. And then when you take her home, she’ll turn into the most shameless little whore slut you could ever imagine. Our young teenagers have no limits when it comes to sex! Try the bitches out and see!

And one more thing. Always remember the motto for the girls we sell at Happy Valley Cunt Farm: They look like angels but they act like whores.”

	
	
	

Part 3


	
OPENING REMARKS FROM YOUR FRIENDS AT THE HAPPY VALLEY CUNT FARM

Recently, we held our first-ever online sale of vaginally-virgin teen sex slaves. We offered the best deals ever on lovely little white girls, ages of 14 through 18. We raised and trained the young bitches here on my Happy Valley Cunt Farm. For this, we emailed a link to our super-secure website to current customers and to carefully vetted potential customers. We offered 100 precious young teens for sale: 70 blondes, 20 redheads, and 10 brunettes. All of them were beautiful. All were highly trained in the sexual arts. Yet all were 100% guaranteed vaginal virgins. Their mouths and assholes had been well-trained, but their cunts were left virginal. The vaginal cherry hymens of the little bitches had been left intact for their future owners to fuck through. Yes, the white men who bought these precious little beauties would be the cunt-busters who got the once-in-a-lifetime opportunity take the teen’s vaginal virginity.

Our gorgeous young teens were born and bred to appeal to what men like. Some men want to enjoy romance with a young teen. Some men want to dominate and sexually abuse young teens (within limits), treating them like gutter sluts. That’s all fine. As long as our girls are not gravely harmed, tortured, or killed, the men who buy them are free to do anything they like with their underaged female property. Our young teens have been trained to give each man whatever he wants. Our cunts are completely obedient, submissive little sex-slaves. Our motto at the Happy Valley Cunt Farm about the girls we produce really tells you everything you need to know about our product: They look like angels but they act like whores!

We promised our potential customers that if they placed an order that day, we would deliver their precious little cunts the very next day. Think of it as our Prime Cunt service.

We promised, and we delivered! Our customers who ordered early woke up to the best day of their lives. They became the happiest men in the country – no, the happiest men in the world! – when we placed these girls into their hands. We gave these men the most beautiful, the most tender, some of the youngest, and definitely the most sexually skilled, little white girls on earth.

What was that experience like for these men? We asked our customers for feedback on that. Every single one of them was completely satisfied with the young teen he chose to become his private property sex slave. Some of our customers were willing to talk at length about their experience of suddenly becoming the adult male Master and Owner and sexual exploiter of a teen girl. Here are a few of their stories. (To preserve their privacy, we won’t use their names or reveal their location.)




YOUNG MAN IN HIS TWENTIES

I didn’t believe it at first when I got the email about the Overstock Sale. The email didn’t come straight from them, though. It came from an old friend of mine I hadn’t seen in years. And it didn’t look like his email account had been hacked because he wrote a bunch of stuff in the message that only he and I know about. What really made me take him seriously was the short video he attached to his email. It showed him with a young teen having sex. She was a beautiful teen of 16 and she clearly adored my friend. That really got my attention! He said that he’d bought this young teen from the Happy Valley Cunt Farm. He said the email link would take me to a website where I’d get the chance to buy a young teen too.

I hadn’t ever had much luck with girls. I don’t know if it’s me or if it’s the crazy shit feminists are pushing, but whatever it is, my sex life was practically non-existent. Girls my own age were nuts. They had an attitude that turned me off. Little girls seemed nicer. Sweeter. Innocent. The young teens in the Happy Valley Cunt Farm website video were gorgeous and they seemed to be sweet and almost innocent. Only almost innocent, because they talked like sluts but looked like angels. Innocent whores; that’s what they were. They were totally different from the women I knew and from the young girls as well, except they were more like the young teens. Anyway, I liked what I saw and I wanted one. I wanted to own a young teen and make her have sex with me any way I wanted.

The last part of the Happy Valley Cunt Farm video was what really got me. There’s this line-up of 100 naked girls 14 to 18-years-old. Mostly blondes, with some redheads and a few brunettes. They’re all stunningly beautiful. And they’re all for sale. The camera showed every inch of each girl’s body. The girls don’t say much. Except each one says, “Please buy me!” My mouth was watering! I wanted them all!

In the upper-right corner of the screen was a tiny grid with 100 green circles in it. One circle for each girl. When the camera was focused on a girl, her circle lit up. A little pop-up message said you could add a girl to your Wish List by clicking on her circle. Wish Lists were limited to 10 girls. I spent well over an hour watching those 100 girls over and over, adding some to my list, then deleting a couple and adding different ones. A timer pop-up showed a count-down to when the actual sale would start. When the timer reached zero, a message said SALE BEGINS NOW.

If you wanted to buy a girl from your Wish List, you had to click on her green circle. When a girl was sold, her green circle turned red. The circles began flicking from green to red. I missed out on the first 5 girls on my list. But I got number 6. She was a gorgeous 15-year-old girl blonde girl named Martha.

The website sent me to the sale transaction page. Up until then, the website never mentioned the prices for these girls. How much did they cost? Did they all cost the same amount? It said that I could pay by credit card. The sale page finally revealed some numbers. I had been afraid that the girls would cost $1 million or something. They turned out to be much more affordable. Each girl was priced the same. She cost as much as a used car. And you could finance your purchase through the Happy Valley Cunt Farm Credit Bureau. I signed up for easy monthly payments on a 5-year loan. Everything was approved in minutes. I was given a delivery time of the next morning at 10.

I could hardly sleep that night. After catching a few winks, I got up at 9, made some coffee, took a shower, and waited impatiently, glancing at the clock every 30 seconds. Precisely at 10, the doorbell rang.

I opened the door to see what looked like a well-dressed white family of mother, father, and daughter standing there with suitcases as if they were coming to stay. Except that the daughter was Martha, the 15-year-old girl I’d bought. She was even more beautiful in person than in the video. The man introduced himself and his lady and the teen. We shook hands and the little group entered my apartment. They put down the suitcases and explained that they belonged to Martha. She was coming “home” to stay.

The man and woman took turns explaining to me how everything worked in this new world I was now entering. They gave me some very authentic-looking but actually fake adoption papers that gave me legal authority over Martha. In reality, my authority over Martha was taking place right then and there as we sat together. The man whispered something in Martha’s ear and she began staring at me as if she were hypnotized or something. The woman explained to me that Martha was locking on to me as her one and true rightful Owner and Master. In a matter of moments, the teen would become organically and mentally slaved to me. She would love me and serve me and do anything for me for as long as she lived, or until I chose to dismiss her. Martha would be completely in my power for as long as I wanted her.

The man and woman explained a few more things to me, and then they said goodbye and left. Martha and I were alone for the first time. She snapped out of her trance and smiled up at me as if I was the greatest thing she’d ever seen. Her eyes were wide and adoring. A tiny tear ran from one eye. She spoke my name for the first time and said “I love you so much! I only want to make you happy. I’ll do anything for you. You are my Master and my Owner and the only man I could ever love. Please command me! Tell me what to do!”

I leaned forward, took the girl in my arms, and kissed her. Martha threw her arms around my neck and kissed me back with such passion! No girl had ever kissed me like that before. We embraced one another and ran our hands all over one another. From there, it was only a matter of minutes until we were undressed and in my bed.

Have you ever had sex with a 15-year-old girl? I mean, sex with a girl who hasn’t been spoiled by the world? If you have, then you have some idea of how amazing the experience is. But I’ll bet anything that you’ve never had a girl as beautiful as Martha. She was just like the video showed. Martha and all the other girls were absolutely flawless. Their skin had no blemishes, no birthmarks, no pimples or anything like that. Her blonde hair was so lustrous it practically glowed. Her blue eyes were the deepest, most spectacular color I had ever seen. I could go on and on about her beauty. But even more amazing than how perfect she looked was how perfect she was in bed.

The few times I’d had sex with girls in my life, the experience was never totally satisfactory. None of the girls were in the same league of beauty as Martha. And none of them had very good sexual technique. Martha knew exactly how to please a man, and she did it with eager enthusiasm. I don’t mean that she was like some giggly kid in her enthusiasm. I mean that she was grateful to ME for letting her suck my dick and everything else we did. I had never had really good oral sex before I met Martha. And I had never had anal sex at all. She did both as if she was some sort of super-whore. I couldn’t believe how good she was! I hadn’t even popped her cherry yet, but I had already fucked her up the ass and cum in her mouth. The teen swallowed my cum and then kept on gently nursing my cock until I chose to pull it out of her mouth. As I soon found out, Martha would keep sucking me as long as I wanted to be sucked. I was in charge of how long the blowjob would last. I was in Heaven!

We had sex many times that morning and afternoon. We fell asleep in late afternoon and woke after sunset. Then I remembered that I was supposed to be at a party over at a house being shared by some guys I know. Martha and I ate a light dinner, showered, dressed, and then went over there. Martha had already been trained in how to lie about where she came from. She said that we met at her cousin’s wedding. She had a whole elaborate story about her background, none of which was true. Only Martha and I knew that she was a product of the slave-breeding operation at the Happy Valley Cunt Farm.

Martha has only been with me for a few days, and she’s become the center of my life. She settled into her new life as if she was born to it. She sleeps naked in my bed. We have sex all the time. She tells me how happy she is to be with me. And even without my asking, she cleans my apartment every day and prepares all my meals. She does my laundry and makes the bed. Martha is like some perfect 1950s housewife, except that she has sex like a complete, no-boundaries whore, and she talks to me like she’s my confidant and best friend. I’ve never been so happy in my life. I can’t imagine ever living without her.

Thank you Happy Valley Cunt Farm! You sold me the young teen who saved my life!




UNHAPPILY MARRIED MAN

I was a conventional, middle-aged, unhappily married man leading a life of quiet desperation. My wife and I slept in the same bed but led separate lives. I had my job and my friends and my interests, and she had hers. Our sex life had been dwindling down, down, down for years until it practically stopped. The less I had sex with her, the more interested I became in online porn. Especially teen porn, which I discovered a few years ago. My interest grew and grew in watching adult men fucking young teens every which way. I had never fucked a young teen myself. But I wanted to, if I could get away with it. That’s probably how someone at the Happy Valley Cunt Farm found out about me.

I was dazzled by the 100 young white cunts they were offering to sell. But I also had to deal with my wife. I saw on the website that Happy Valley Cunt Farm offered to perform an “attitude readjustment” on wives and girlfriends so they would be OK with their men obtaining ownership of little white slave girls. Farmer Steve said “if a wife is reluctant, the man may request an additional service from us: we’ll give the man’s wife a thorough attitude readjustment. We have techniques to rewire her brain. You could call it brainwashing. Even the most stern and bitchy woman will turn into a sweet and obedient sex slave after she’s undergone our treatment. The newly adjusted wives will encourage their husbands to adopt as many young teens as the man likes. A wife will stand by and smile while watching her husband rape the young teen he has just bought. The newly adjusted wives will help their husbands by caring for the girls and serving their husbands, too. This ensures that each husband has free reign to sexually use and abuse the young teens to his heart’s content while his wife looks on with approval.” That’s exactly what I needed for my wife. I wanted her to help out with raising any young teen I bought. My wife has a fabulous pair of tits – big and beautiful – and I wanted to be able to play with and abuse her knockers while I fucked or got sucked off by my new little slave girl.

I made my Wish List of my favorite 10 girls from the 100 on offer. It took me quite a while to finalize my list, since I liked and lusted after more than 10 of the young naked cunts that I watched over and over on the website video. I was fortunate to get girl #3 from my Wish List: Celeste, a hot 14-year-old blonde. Although I also liked plenty of the older ones, I had something special in mind for my young slave: I wanted to get her pregnant young. I wanted to fuck the little bitch and knock her up. I wanted her to have a baby girl. Then my attitude-readjusted wife and I could help our “adopted” daughter to raise the baby bitch in an incestuous family. I thought that fucking my wife, my sex slave daughter, and eventually my sex slave granddaughter would be crazy hot!

Celeste was delivered to my door by a well-dressed man and his female companion. My wife was surprised to see these visitors. The man and woman already knew what I wanted, and they proceeded to use a tranquilizer dart and some sort of electronic helmet on my wife. Once they had initiated her brainwashing attitude adjustment, the machine did everything while the man and woman told me what I needed to know about Celeste. The girl was even more beautiful in person than she had been on screen. Her long golden hair and deep blue eyes showed off her flawless white skin and bright smile. The couple instructed Celeste to focus on me, and pretty soon the teen was in some sort of trance. The man explained that Celeste was being mentally and emotionally programmed to love and obey me and me alone. The woman said that Celeste would do anything I told her, and that over time the girl would learn my needs and desires so well that she would often fulfill them without me even having to say a word.

Celeste’s programming and my wife’s attitude readjustment both concluded within a few minutes of one another. After the man and woman had performed some quality checks, they announced that my wife and my new sex-slave daughter were both ready to serve me in any and every way, every day, day and night, for the rest of their lives. Then they said their goodbyes and left.

As soon as I was alone with Celeste and my wife, I gave them my own test. I ordered both to undress. They removed their clothing without hesitation. Then I proceeded to inspect every inch of 14-year-old Celeste’s flawless young body while my wife was on her knees sucking my dick. Over the course of the next couple of hours, I deflowered the girl, sodomized her, and made her give me an ass-to-mouth blowjob while my wife lay close-by. Sometimes I had my wife positioned so that her massive tits were always available to my mouth and hands. At other times I had her licking my anus while I fucked the young girl. I did even more with my new little sex-slave and my newly submissive wife sex-slave over the rest of that day and into the next several days. I kept testing them, to see if either one had any limits, any sex acts that they would refuse to perform. No matter what I told them to do, no matter how dirty, degrading, or extreme, they always did it. And then they thanked me for letting them do it!

My life has been changed forever. I am now served 24/7 by a 14-year-old golden princess sex slave and my massively-titted middle-aged wife sex slave. What’s more, my wife said that she hopes I’ll get Celeste pregnant soon. So I am going to fuck the little bitch’s cunt until I get her pregnant. Oh, and by the way, the couple from Happy Valley Cunt Farm showed me how I can control the sex of the baby and its other characteristics by working through their website. Before Celeste gets much older, I hope to be the proud father and adoptive grandfather of a bouncing new baby bitch that has the same blonde coloration as her 14-year-old mother. Then my dream will come true of owning 3 generations of female sex slaves!

Thanks a million, Happy Valley Cunt Farm! You have made me happier than I ever imagined I could be.




MIDDLE-AGED BACHELOR

I had dated some girls but never married by the time I reached middle-age. I was into Male dominant / female submissive sex. Mostly porn, except where I was able to find a willing woman (rarely) or a willing prostitute (costly). I also had a yen for young teen girls, but never did anything about it except for collecting teen porn and talking to other guys with similar desires. The few Maledom porn videos with young teen girls I’d found were like rare gems. My combined interests in young teens and Maledom sex was how I got the email from the Happy Valley Cunt Farm. One of my online pedophile friends had recommended me.

The Happy Valley Cunt Farm operation was totally amazing! The naked girl lineup portion of the video alone was better than any of the teen solo porn I had ever seen. I wasn’t sure that I’d be able to afford to buy any of the 100 little white girls on their website. But I loved watching the video! I even downloaded it just in case I never got the girl. At least I’d have the video to jerk off to.

But I did get the girl! Girl number 10 on my Wish List. She was a 15-year-old redhead with green eyes named Brenda. She got delivered to me on Cunt Farm Overstock Sale Day, in the morning. The Happy Valley Cunt Farm delivery team dropped her off after doing what they do to customize her to follow me and only me.

As soon as the door closed behind them, I began checking Brenda out. First thing I wanted to know was how she would respond to my commands. I ordered her to make me a sandwich. She smiled and obeyed and even thanked me! I stood next to her in the kitchen, watching closely as she worked. I sat down to eat my sandwich while she sat across the table from me and watched, smiling. I asked her to tell me about herself. She told me about growing up at the Happy Valley Cunt Farm. She told me about being trained as a sex slave. She had learned how to serve a man sexually and in every other way.

I asked Brenda if she was hungry. She said she was. So I told her to kneel at my feet and beg for a bite of my sandwich. This was a test. Her reaction?

Brenda gave me the sweetest smile. She seemed completely untroubled by my request. I studied the look on her face. I’d seen enough Maledom porn to read a lot about a girl’s attitude from her face. Most of those bitches were basically really fucked-up. I didn’t see that fucked-uppedness in Brenda. She got down on her knees at my feet and said, “May I please have a bite of your sandwich, Master?”

Instead of giving her a bite, I spat in her face. Brenda seemed surprised, but untroubled. She smiled sweetly as she wiped up my spit with two fingers. Then she put it into her mouth. And swallowed. Brenda said, “Thank you for giving me your spit, Master. It’s infinitely better than any old sandwich!”

I grabbed the teen and pulled her to her feet. I literally tore her clothes off. Brenda said nothing except to utter sighs and moans. I turned her to face the table, then bent her naked form over it so she was face down. I opened my pants, grabbed some butter, and wiped some on it my penis and some more on the teen’s virgin cunt. I said to her, “This butter is all the lube you’re going to get, bitch. What I’m about to do is probably going to hurt you. But it’s going to feel really, really good to me.”

The little redhead looked over her shoulder, her eyes wide with fear. “Do whatever you want with me, Master. You own me body and soul!”

I fingered her cunt as I rubbed my dick up and down in her butt crack. Her vagina’s natural lubrication was flowing. The little bitch was so wet that she didn’t need any lube. I redirected my cock to the teen’s virgin cunt, sliding in the first half inch easily. I really wanted to rape a young teen, and this was my chance to do it with her full cooperation. So maybe it’s only legally rape or something, but not really rape because she wants it. I don’t care. It felt like rape to me!

I fucked the little bitch’s cunt from behind. It only took a couple of minutes to get my dick deep enough into her cunt to feel her virgin’s hymen. I raped her even harder then. I felt the tissue tear. Brenda winced and groaned when that happened. I looked down to see her blood stains on my dick. That only drove my passion to fuck her harder.

I worked a finger against the teen’s anus and into her asshole. Butter was the only lube I used for that too. I fingered her anally enough to loosen her up. Then I pulled out of her cunt and shoved my dick rather abruptly into the teen’s asshole. Brenda cried out in pain. But she didn’t tell me to stop. With tears running down her face, the teen said, “Thank you for the pain, Master! Thank you for fucking me up the ass!”

That did it! My balls were boiling with semen and my dick soon shot a load of cum into the little redhead’s asshole the likes of which I never imagined. I lay down on top of her, bent over the table. She was a head shorter than me. I looked down at her head. She raised her face to me. Her green eyes were teary but happy. She smiled at me through her tears. “Thank you so much for fucking my cunt and my asshole, Master. This is the greatest day of my life!”

From that moment, I knew that Brenda and I were going to get along just fine. I’d been living alone in my condo for over a decade at that point. I had been concerned that suddenly having a female living with me – and a very young one at that – might create some difficulties. It didn’t. Or at least, it didn’t create any of the difficulties I imagined. From the time I fucked the teen in the kitchen to now, my only problem has been finding enough energy to fuck her as often as I would like. Brenda is absolutely the best thing that’s ever happened to me. This teen has satisfied my every deviant desire, and thanked me in the process. She’s pure gold!




HIGH SCHOOL TEACHER

When I became a teacher, I told myself I was doing it because I wanted to educate new generations of boys and girls. But I was fooling myself. I was in denial about my real reasons for wanting to teach. My real reason was to be physically close to young girls. I had dreams and fantasies of fucking young teens. I wanted to fuck all the pretty young teens. I kept photos from the school yearbooks of every girl I ever lusted after. I fantasized about being surrounded by all of them, naked. I kissed and fondled the bare bodies of the young beauties and they took turns sucking my dick, or taking it into their virgin cunts, or up their sweet young assholes. I masturbated to these fantasies frequently.

I began collecting teen porn. Although I never touched a teen in a sexual way, I felt like I was getting dangerously close to doing so. I imagined giving into my lusts, getting caught, being fired from my job, and then going to prison. That would be like going to Hell for years for the crime of enjoying a few hours in pedo Heaven. Horrible to contemplate.

Then I saw the End of the Year Cunt Farm Overstock Sale video on their website. I quickly began making my list of my top 10 young teens from the 100 they had on offer. I managed to get young teen #10 from my list. She was a 15-year-old blonde beauty named Astrid. Happy Valley Cunt Farm promised to deliver her the next day.

Since I was unmarried and had only dated sporadically, I never had to figure out how to deal with a wife or live-in girlfriend. The man and woman who delivered Astrid to me were very nice and helpful. The woman took Astrid’s suitcases to my bedroom and unpacked them into my closets and drawers where space was available. The man did some sort of mental programming on Astrid so that she became emotionally and mentally attached to me as her sole authority figure and love-object. The couple then answered some practical questions from me before leaving Astrid and me alone together.

For the first time in my life I could live out my pedophile desires free of any concern about being reported and arrested. I didn’t have to worry about the young teen objecting or changing her mind, either. From the moment that Astrid’s programming was over, the teen treated me like a combination of every conceivable male authority figure a girl could have. I was her daddy, her teacher, her hero, her lover, her Master, her Owner.

On my end of things, I was still a bit nervous. I told Astrid to sit next to me on the couch so we could talk. She did as I asked. But she also did a lot more. Those folks at Happy Valley Cunt Farm had really done an incredible job of teaching and training the young teen. I was sitting about two feet away from Astrid, and she sidled right up next to me. She giggled like a typical 15-year-old. Then she reached out and rested her hand on mine. I was sweating with nervousness. She took my hand in her two soft hands and lifted it to her lips. She kissed the palm of my hand. Then she licked it from palm to fingers. Astrid gazed at me with love and desire. Her crystal blue eyes melted my heart. The teen put my middle finger into her mouth and began sucking on it. Her tongue and lips treated my finger like a miniature penis. The 15-year-old was showing me that she had oral skills to beat the band.

This emboldened me. I asked her to get undressed. Then for the first time in my life, a female said to me “Yes, Master.” That made my head swim. I watched the teen remove her clothing, piece by piece, to expose her utterly flawless pale white skin and perfect young pussy. She turned around for me and exposed her bottom and her anus just like on the website video. I guess she noticed that I was still unsure of myself around naked young teens. So she asked in her sing-song teen voice, “Can I give you a blowjob, Daddy? Please? Please? I promise to be a good girl if you’ll just let me suck you. I’d really love it if you would cum in my mouth. Please? Please? I promise to do anything you want if you’ll just let me suck you off and swallow your cum. I’ll do anything to thank you for that.”

Well, that did it! My reluctance and hesitation burst apart. I began removing my clothing. Astrid helped. In short order the young teen had my penis in her mouth and was sucking it with unimaginable skill. I couldn’t hold off for long. Pretty quick I was cumming in the mouth of the golden-haired 15-year-old beauty.

We went on from there to spend the next several hours naked in bed, or bathing together, or playing silly little games. I explored every square inch of her perfect young body. Astrid was happy to let me do that. She even suggested some little games and sex acts that I would not have dared to mention to such a small sweet teen.

I could go on and on. Astrid was the little gift that kept on giving. The next few days were like a pedophile honeymoon. I fucked the teen in her pussy, mouth, and ass repeatedly. She encouraged me to do all sorts of extreme things that I didn’t think a 15-year-old would even know about, much less be able to withstand. Her perfect young body was a lot more robust than I thought possible!

Just when I thought that things couldn’t get any better, Astrid told me something that I hadn’t known. At least, I never saw mention of it on the Happy Valley Cunt Farm website. Astrid said that the attitude readjustment offered for wives and girlfriends could also be used on youngsters. She said that she had been instructed to tell me about this rarely used special option. Astrid said that if I want to, I could request Happy Valley Cunt Farm perform attitude readjustments on any of the students in my school. They could become my temporary or permanent young sex slaves.

I was amazed! I quickly gathered up all the photos I had kept from the school yearbooks of every young teen I had ever lusted after. Some of the girls had aged-out of my preferred range when they graduated to middle school. But many of the little lovelies were still in my school. I asked Astrid how many of them I could have.

“All of them” the young teen said. “You can have as many girls as you want. I’ll teach them how to serve you. They won’t be as good as me right away. I’ve been trained my whole life how to serve men. But I could help you rape their mouths and assholes and cunts. I can show you how to use them any way you please.”

I had fantasized about being surrounded by all these gorgeous teens, naked, while I kissed and fondled them and they took turns sucking my dick or taking it into their young virgin cunts or sweet little assholes. I had masturbated to these fantasies frequently. Now Astrid told me my fantasies could all come true.

Thank you Happy Valley Cunt Farm! You have exceeded all my expectations and my wildest dreams!




THE PASTOR

I am a sinner. I preach the Word of God in my Grace Love Baptist Church, but I am a fallen man. I have tried to remain faithful to my wife. But over the years I have molested many, many young girls. Mostly girls from ages 14 to 17. Somehow, by the Grace of God, no one ever found out. None of the girls reported me. I live in mortal fear that one day, one of them will.

As a pastor and powerful preacher, I had enormous sway over the people who came to my church. It had been all too easy to find opportunities to be alone with young teens here and there. Once in a while, I had the chance to see them undress ... or to undress them. I even had a secret stash of drugs I used to relax the girls when I had more time. Once they were under the effects of the drugs, I did anything I wanted with them. Afterward, I felt so ashamed. I prayed for God’s forgiveness. But all too soon, I was preying on teen girls again.

Yet my fear of being found out hasn’t stopped my lust. I’ve tried to sate my desires by turning to internet pedophile pornography and masturbation. But masturbation and videos of other men having sex with young teens are no substitute for actually putting my penis into a young girl’s mouth, or into her vagina, or pushing it as deep as I can into her tender young rectum.

So when the email arrived with the link to the Happy Valley Cunt Farm website, I was already primed and ready to buy. The girls were stunningly beautiful. Far more beautiful than even the cutest young teen at my church had ever been. The gorgeous Cunt Farm girls looked sweet and innocent. Until they opened their mouths. Then they spoke like sluts even though they looked like angels.

I viewed the 100-girl lineup over and over again while trying to pick just 10 for my Wish List. My list still changing until the final bell. Then I had to go with what I had when the selling software began matching up lucky men with the young teens they wanted. My list had 6 blondes, 2 redheads, and 2 brunettes. I felt fortunate to get one of the brunettes, a gorgeous 16-year-old girl with dazzling blue eyes and porcelain-white skin named Virginia.

Since I was a married man, I would also need to obtain an attitude readjustment for my wife. That turned out to be easily done. It also turned out to be very easy to pass off Virginia as an adopted teen. Since my own two girls were grown adults, people in my congregation thought it admirable that my wife and I would adopt a teenager to raise as our own.

What they didn’t know, of course, was that I would not be raising Virginia but rather using her as my underaged sex slave. And Virginia would not belong to my wife in any sense whatsoever. Instead, my wife would belong to me in a new depth and degree of utter submission after her attitude had been adjusted. My wife was a Godly woman but a dull and unsexy one. I had married her because I needed a helpmate in my ministry. And I needed her womb to bear my girls. But as soon as her attitude adjustment was complete, I began sexually abusing my wife just as much as I did Virginia. The gorgeous teen who had fallen into my hands became the primary focus of all my lust.

One of the great temptations of a man of God is to let his head swell with pride until he feels himself to be like unto God. In some sense, however, it is perfectly appropriate for a man to be like God with respect to his womenfolk. I certainly had a deep desire to be worshipped and sexually served by women and teens in the most extreme sex acts possible.

Even when I had been molesting young teens in my congregation, I never had as much time to have sex with them as I would have liked. And the sex acts I committed with them or upon them never reached the full extent of my perverse desires. My desire to engage in extreme sex acts with pretty young teens had been continually frustrated. There had never been any real possibility of acting them out. It was difficult enough to get my penis into a teen’s mouth for a few furtive minutes and ejaculate there. Getting the teen to swallow my cum was a hit or miss proposition. Getting my dick into a teen’s pussy or up her ass was even more difficult. All of these little sexual fumblings were a far cry from the open, relaxed, and unlimited pedophile sex described and shown in the Happy Valley Cunt Farm video and website.

Virginia changed all that. From the first moment I was alone with the teen on the Cunt Farm Overstock Sale Day she was given into my hands, Virginia made it clear that I could do absolutely anything I wanted with her or to her. She took off all her clothes so I could inspect her young body. She went down on her knees and gave me a blowjob that was absolutely beyond anything I had ever experienced before. The 16-year-old brunette had an oral technique that was beyond amazing. She kept her bright blue eyes focused on me all the time ... except when she took my erection all the way to the back of her mouth and down her throat. She did this several times during that first, most incredible blowjob. The fourth time she did it, I held her head in both my hands and cried out in ecstasy as I ejaculated down the teen’s throat.

My wife walked into the room just then. I panicked ... until I remembered that she had undergone the attitude readjustment. My wife took one look at me with my penis still lodged in Virginia’s throat. My wife then removed her own clothing, crawled across the floor, and begged me to command her. During the next several hours, I enjoyed my first mini-orgy of sex with a grown woman and an underaged girl. I commanded the two females to perform sex acts on one another. Then I commanded them both to serve me.

We went on and on and on, until none of us had any energy left. I fell asleep that night with naked 16-year-old Virginia on my left, and my naked wife on my right. I slept better than I had in years. The next morning, I awoke to a young teen sucking on my penis. What could be better than that?

Thank you, Happy Valley Cunt Farm! I am one VERY satisfied customer!




THE SCIENTIST

I thought it had to be a scam. Or a practical joke. When my old friend and scientist colleague sent me the email, I was sure it had to be one or the other. I only began to suspect I might be wrong about that when my friend sent me a separate email. It explained some more things about the Happy Valley Cunt Farm email. And it included a short video file that showed my friend having sex with an incredibly cute 15-year-old blonde girl. That really got my attention.

I must explain that the emails I am referring to did not include the most recent one about the Cunt Farm Overstock Sale. The emails I am talking about arrived many months earlier. At that time, my friend had already procured Sally, his 15-year-old sex slave, from the Happy Valley Cunt Farm. Shortly thereafter, I also purchased a 15-year-old blonde girl named Eva. My friend – let’s call him Phil – and I had been secret pedophiles for a long time. We were mostly just collectors of teen porn. But a couple of times we had traveled to Eastern Europe and Russia to enjoy some real young teens in the flesh. The Happy Valley Cunt Farm girls were far, far superior to any of the girls we had ever paid to have sex with. And the Cunt Farm girls were ours to keep!

The more recent Cunt Farm Overstock Sale video mentioned both new and returning customers. Phil and I were returning customers. I am happy to give a testimonial for the excellent quality of the Happy Valley Cunt Farm girls. Yet as a scientist, I also wanted to say more about how extraordinary this whole cunt farming and slave-selling business really is. I wasn’t sure if farmer Steve and his sons would allow me to talk about that. We discussed it. After some brief negotiations, Steve allowed me to write almost everything I had intended to say about his whole operation. Only a few things I had wanted to say were censored. Steve explained that those things had to be left out in order to protect the integrity of his operation, and the privacy of his customers. I agreed to his terms. What follows is an informal report of the scientific Investigation into the Happy Valley Cunt Farm girls conducted by my colleague Phil and myself. It explains the most important facts we have come to know about these amazing little creatures.

Phil’s first sex slave was 15-year-old Sally. My first was 15-year-old Eva. Both girls are blondes. We obtained them several months ago. More recently, Phil and I each bought our second underage sex slaves during the Cunt Farm Overstock Sale. Phil’s new slave is a 14-year-old redhead named Rhonda. Mine is a 17-year-old blonde named Melissa. During the several months that Phil and I each possessed only one young teen, we subjected our little slaves to all sorts of psychological, neurological, and physiological testing. I’ll explain why in a moment. But first I want to make something clear upfront. I want everyone reading this to rest assured that the Happy Valley Cunt Farm girls are all completely healthy and, in the best sense of the word, normal. They are normal in the sense that they are free of any sickness of mind or body. Indeed, it can also be said that, in another sense, these girls are better than normal. As the tests Phil and I administered revealed, these young teens are more physically healthy, more emotionally happy, and more psychologically well-adjusted than the vast majority of girls and adults. So, my fellow buyers of these young sex slave girls, don’t worry about the possibility that you may have purchased a defective product. Far from it. The girl you bought is almost certainly healthier than you are!

I’ll tell you now about the sort of tests that Phil and I conducted on our first young sex slaves, Sally and Eva. We haven’t had time to perform most of these test on our new slaves, Rhonda and Melissa, but we see no reason to think that the results would be any different. The tests we conducted can be thought of as falling into two broad categories: tests of body and tests of mind. The tests of body were aimed at helping Phil and me to understand how these young teens could withstand the hard, intrusive, and age-inappropriate sexual acts that we required of them on a daily basis. Truly, the way we used these girls sexually could rightly be characterized as sexual abuse. Yet, to Phil’s and my surprise and delight, our little sex slaves were none the worse for it. The wear and tear on their young bodies healed quickly. The pain they experienced from having an adult male penis penetrate them orally, vaginally, and anally did not seem to cause any long-term difficulties at all, neither physical nor psychological. Quite the contrary, in fact. As soon as the young teen understood what we liked sexually, she would begin asking for it. So much so, that she would quickly begin literally begging for it. Is there a man alive who does not want his female to beg him to do to her exactly what he himself wants to do?

The tests of mind showed us how these girls could be so psychologically happy and well-adjusted despite being treated very often like gutter whores. We used some very advanced brain scanning equipment to measure activity in the brain centers associated with pleasures and pains of various types. The types of pain including vicarious emotional pain from witnessing videos or hearing about the suffering of others, emotional pain from being spoken to harshly, and physical pain from receiving mild electric shocks and pin pricks. The types of pleasure included emotional pleasure of the sort you would experience if someone said something nice and agreeable to you. Then there is the pleasure you would feel if someone touched your skin in a non-sexual but pleasant way, such as you would feel when getting a massage. Finally, we measured sexual pleasure regions of the brain, which are normally only active during sexual activities.

The result of these tests were astounding. We showed the girls dramatic videos of car crashes with injuries, made them listen to emotion-charged stories of people suffering, had them sit in massage chairs to relax their muscles, and provided other sorts of stimulation that should have activated each of the related regions of their brains. The girls’ responses were muted. Nothing seemed to bother them very much, positive or negative, beyond a small degree. However, the young teens responded quite differently when Phil or I were involved in videos, or stories, or touched the girls to massage them. The girls’ responses were intense. When they saw one of us in a car crash video (which had been edited to make it seem we were involved), the girls were distressed. When stories were read about how Phil or I suffered emotionally (and these stories were based on real events in our lives), the girls wept in sympathy. When Phil touched Sally to massage her, or when I did the same to Eva, their response was almost orgasmic. In short, these girls were not simply in love with us. Their entire emotional lives were wrapped up entirely with the one man who owned each of them.

I left out mention of one aspect of that last set of tests. I had said earlier that the girls had a muted response to hearing someone other than their Master saying something nice and agreeable about them. Of course, the girls responded strongly to hearing their man say something positive about them. But they also responded very positively when Phil or I said something specifically negative about them, if and only if we were saying it in the context of the Master / slave relationship we had with our girl. So, for example, when I “talked dirty” to Eva, including calling her dirty, debased, degrading names like bitch, cunt, and whore, the young teen’s brain pleasure centers lit up like a Christmas tree. Why did that happen? Further tests revealed that my Eva liked being called dirty names only by me, and only because I enjoyed doing it. If I called her by some nasty names that I did not find particularly enjoyable, she didn’t enjoy hearing them either. Truly, each young teen’s happiness was directly connected to whatever made her Master happy. This was an ideal Master / slave dynamic.

Another aspect of our testing was more narrowly focused. We had not even considered doing it until we had completed those tests I just described. We wanted to learn more about how our girls responded to men other than the one man who owned them. Normally, any female would find any handsome, physically-fit man to be attractive. That was not true of our little slaves. We tested them using the same procedures as sex researchers. We attached one measuring device to their clitoris and inserted another into their vagina. Then we showed them photos and videos of various men. We were confident that the girls would show some sort of response that varied according to how handsome and virile each man looked. But that’s not what we found. These girls had zero response to sexy men. We also tried images of cute boys. Same result. We even tried using images of girls and women. Nothing. But when we showed Phil’s girl photos and videos of him, her response was strong and immediate. The measured response signal was practically off the scale. The same thing happened when we showed my girl photos of me. So we had conclusive proof that our sex slaves were each keyed to respond sexually and emotionally to one man and one man only: the man who owned her. He was their Master and they were his slave right down to their bodily and psychological depths. You could say that Phil and I possessed our girls entirely, body and soul.

We conducted additional physiological tests on the girls’ bodies. Phil suggested these tests right from the start. He had noticed early on with his Sally that her 15-year-old body adapted to sexual penetration much quicker than he had expected, based on his own previous experience with a 15-year-old Russian girl. When Phil penetrated Sally orally, and then vaginally, and then anally, she was very tight at first, just as anyone would have expected. The teen even showed visible pain. But all of that passed very quickly. Too quickly, Phil thought. So he began doing some measurements. To his surprise and delight, Phil discovered that Sally’s young vagina could actually stretch far beyond what any ordinary 15-year-old girl could manage. The same was true of her anus and rectum. What’s more, Sally was able to completely suppress her gag-reflex. Phil was able to push his erect penis so far down the teen’s throat that every inch of his organ was inside the teen. He also did the same with her vagina, and with her rectum. With the teen’s rectum, in fact, Phil was able to go beyond that organ and enter the teen’s colon. Once again, he had buried every inch of his sex organ inside the teen’s body. To say that this was his ultimate desire is to say what most any man would say!

The last physiological tests were concerned with the girls’ immune system and body tissues. As I mentioned previously, these young teens were able to endure and heal from intense sexual activity. By that I mean the usual types of penetrative sex (oral, vaginal, anal), but also rough handling, spankings, and even bondage and discipline. I was not into the latter, but Phil was. He was amazed at how quickly his young Sally could heal from rope burns and the welts left by whips. Love bites and other teeth marks on the girls’ young flesh also healed swiftly. In addition, Phil discovered that he needed to use less and less artificial lubrication when having anal sex with 15-year-old Sally. The human body actually produces a very thin film of natural lubricant inside the anal passage which serves to ease the passage of solid waste during bowel movements. During the early days of Sally being with Phil, her body recognized that her anus and rectum were being penetrated frequently—often several times per day, Phil said. So Sally’s body adapted to Phil’s needs by producing much more of the natural anal lubricant than it normally would. Phil said that by his second week of owning Sally, he could sodomize her at will without bothering to apply any extra lubrication. This made his sex life even more pleasant!

The girls’ immune systems were excellent. Their bruises and torn tissues healed quickly, and they never suffered any infections. Even more wonderful, the girls’ were immune to any ill effects of ingesting bodily wastes, either their own or those of their Master. There was no need to be concerned when the man’s penis moved from the girl’s rectum directly to her mouth. For the sake of appearances, there were some dramatic displays of fake disgust, but the girls did nothing to stop the act from proceeding and there was no harm done. Even more surprising, this particular immunity somehow got transmitted to Phil and me. We didn’t need to worry about such contamination either.

My final remarks concern the things I wanted to say that were censored by Steve and his sons at the Happy Valley Cunt Farm. I understand why Steve did not want me saying those things. I am glad to say, however, that Steve is permitting me to say something in general about what was censored. It is this: as a scientist who is very aware of the state of modern science and technology, I have no idea how Steve was able to achieve what he has obviously achieved in creating his little slave girls. I don’t know where he got the knowledge or the technology from. And frankly, at this point, I am still curious but I don’t really care. I don’t care because owning my two little blonde sex slaves, Eva and Melissa, has been the greatest joy of my life. The pleasure those girls give me with their tender young bodies is beyond anything I ever imagined possible.

Thank you Happy Valley Cunt Farm — I am one VERY happy customer!
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INTRODUCTION BY STEVEN: “Howdy, guys! This is your old friend Farmer Steve. I own the Happy Valley Cunt Farm. I run the whole sex-slave breeding and training operation with the help of my sons and a whole mess of robots, computers, and other automation. Last year, we held our end of the year Cunt Farm Overstock Sale. We sold 100 girls between the ages of 14 and 18. There were 140 blondes, 20 redheads, and 10 brunettes. All of my girls are of the highest quality. Their faces are gorgeous, ranging from extremely pretty girl next door, to world-class movie star / fashion model beautiful. Every single one of my girls has absolutely flawless skin. Not a blemish anywhere. There are no birth marks, and no skin eruptions of any kind. The complexion of my girls is smooth and pale and white. They have skin tones ranging from pink, to peaches and cream, to alabaster snow-white. After that sale, I told you about some Customer Testimonials from a half-dozen of our 100 very happy customers. Today I’d like to share with you another Customer Testimonial. This one comes from a man we’ll call Kent (not his real name). Kent’s Testimonial is longer than any single one of the others I shared with you. But I found Kent’s story so charming and moving and ... HOT! ... that I thought you fellows would like to see it, too.”




My name is Kent. I’m a healthy white man in my mid-fifties. After many decades of marriage, my wife and I divorced several years ago. There were lots of reasons for that. Anyway, our children were already grown and we decided to call it quits. I sold my business and moved down to Florida. I’ve got more money than I know what to do with, and no particular hobbies. I had a few relationships with women, but none of those satisfied me. The women gave me plenty of sex—and some of it was really good; better than any I’d had in my marriage. But I wasn’t interested in getting married again, and they were. Besides, each of these women had some drawbacks that ultimately turned me off. So I’d been alone for a while down here in sunny Florida except for hanging out with a few men who were in the same boat as me: the good ship Old Divorced Bachelor with No Need to Work. (That’s a helluva long name to paint on the stern of your boat. I don’t recommend trying it.)

So there I was, financially well-off, in good physical health, with tons of time on my hands and not much interest in doing anything. I was lost. And I didn’t even know it. Or at least, I wouldn’t admit it to myself. I needed something. Or someone.

Then I discovered the Happy Valley Cunt Farm. Or should I say, it discovered me. I had always had an interest in porn, even during my marriage. After my divorce, my interest drifted into pedo porn. I collected tons of photos and videos of naked little white girls. The best of them showed these girls having sex with white men. I guess word gets around, because one of my pedo porn collecting friends emailed me the link to the Happy Valley Cunt Farm End of the Year Overstock Sale. I was amazed and entranced! Despite my fear that this might be some sort of police sting operation, I participated in the sale.

You already know the process for purchasing these little girls. So I won’t repeat any of that. I’ll get straight to the core of the matter, the heart of the matter, the main event that changed my life forever: Buying my beautiful, 14-year-old, platinum blonde, slave girl Corinthia.

From the first second I saw Corinthia in the Overstock Sale video, I recognized her as my ideal female. I don’t just mean that she was a very young girl. I mean that her looks were my ideal. She had natural platinum blonde hair, crystal blue eyes, flawless pale white skin, a lovely face, and the sort of pink-colored nipples, pussy, and anus that drive me wild. When I watched Corinthia undress for the camera and display every inch of her precious little body, I already knew she was the teen for me. My opinion was only reinforced when she looked into the camera, spoke her name, and then said, “Please buy me!”

I know it probably sounds crazy for me to say this, but I could swear she was speaking directly to me. Corinthia couldn’t see me, of course. I was just one of an invisible mass of men slavering over her precious body while she couldn’t see a single one of us. But there was something about the way Corinthia gazed into the camera. There was a certain expression on her face. Many expressions, in fact, each one flitting by for a fraction of a second. Expressions of vulnerability, tenderness, sadness, desire, love, devotion, and an openness to sexual experience that sent chills down my spine and up my cock.

Corinthia (or Connie, as she likes to be called) was the #1 pick on my Wish List of 10 slave girls. I was afraid I might not be the man to get her. By sheer luck, I got her! Corinthia was delivered the next day, on the morning of New Year’s Day. A well-dressed man and woman brought her to my door. The man wore a dark, well-tailored suit and red tie. The woman wore an expensive-looking dress and stylish shoes. The girl wore a prim white blouse. Her blue-and-white patterned skirt was hemmed well above mid-thigh. The short skirt served to show off her bare, slim, young girl legs. On her feet were red shoes and white socks. Corinthia was even more beautiful in person than she had been on screen. Her long platinum blonde hair and deep blue eyes served to accent her flawless white skin and bright, coy smile. The man and woman gave me a few instructions about the care and feeding of my new female property. They deposited Corinthia’s luggage in my spare bedroom. Then the man used some special code words to trigger a lock-on trance in the teen. He explained that Corinthia was being mentally and emotionally programmed to love and obey me and me alone. The woman said that little Connie would do anything I told her. The woman said that over time the teen would learn my needs and desires extremely well. So well, in fact, that the young girl would often fulfill them without me having to issue a single command, or even to say a single word.

Corinthia stared at me for several minutes in a nearly expressionless trance. Except it was not completely expressionless. I noticed the same fleeting expressions of vulnerability, tenderness, sadness, desire, love, devotion, and an openness to sexual experience on the girl’s face. This is what had given me thrill-chills when I saw it in her face online the previous night. But then she was simply staring into a camera lens. Now she was staring at me! I felt sure that Corinthia was reading my expressions IN REACTION to her expressions, and learning deep things about me. That’s how I felt at the time. Over the following hours and days, that feeling would be fully confirmed.

After the man and woman had finished their final check on Connie, they shook my hand and departed. I was alone with my new teen property for the first time. I was as nervous as a teenager on his first date. Corinthia sensed my nervousness and sought to calm me with a distracting task. Connie asked me to help unpack her luggage.

As we walked to her bedroom, I was newly aware of just how small a 14-year-old girl really is. According to what her handlers had told me, Corinthia stood 5 feet 2 inches tall, and weighed a mere 105 pounds. I stood more than half a foot taller than Connie and was 65% heavier. As we opened her suitcases and began storing the contents in the closet and dresser, Connie made small talk to put me at ease.

“I’m so happy you bought me, Mr. Kent” she said, using my first name like a last name. “When I bonded with you a few minutes ago when I was looking at you, I could tell you’re a nice man.”

I coughed nervously. “Well, that depends on what you mean by ‘nice’” I said.

Connie covered her mouth and giggled. “I don’t mean the sex stuff. That’s got to be dirty. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

My jaw dropped. “Uhh ... I-I” was all I could get out, and then “Yes, yes. Like Farmer Steve said. What’s the motto of his Happy Valley Cunt Farm? I think he said his little girls look like angels but they act like whores. You are a sexy little girl, aren’t you Corinthia? Do you act like a ... whore?”

The pretty teen turned her head part-way to the side. She gave me a coquettish wink. “Yes, sir!” she said. Slowly Corinthia walked up to me. I looked down at her short bodily frame, all beautiful platinum blonde hair and delicious-looking cream-colored skin packaged into a white blouse and blue-white skirt. Connie gazed up at me, her blue eyes wide, pupils dilated. She took my right hand in both of hers. “I’ll do anything you want, Mr. Kent. I’m your girl now. Your slave. You own me. I’m your personal property. I spent my whole life learning how to serve a man like you. When I was looking at you, I felt all kinds of things about you. What sort of man you are. What you probably like. And why ... I love you.”

I was sweating. My knees felt weak. “I’d love ... I mean, I’d like ... err. Well, some of the things I want to do with you are ... umm. Well, shoot. Look, Corinthia, I’m not a bad man” I said. “But some of the things I want to do to you, might ... hurt. And some things might seem very, very dirty. Disgusting, even.”

Connie gave me a reassuring smile. She squeezed my hand as she said “That’s OK. I won’t object to anything you do, Mr. Kent. No matter how dirty it is. Even the dirtiest parts of the human body are OK with me. I’ll lick and drink and swallow anything you want me to. Don’t worry about treating me rough, either. I won’t break. Farmer Steve made me special. I’m a new kind of girl. New on the Cunt Farm in Happy Valley. My body is extra tough. It can take a lot of abuse. Even though I’m only 14, my cunt and ass can take full penetration. My mouth and throat, too. Farmer Steve is giving all the new girls special jaw hinges. We have an extra little bone. Like a snake has. I can open my mouth real, REAL wide. Almost like my jaw unhinges. I can even take an entire penis in my mouth. A grown man’s penis, like yours. All the way into my mouth. And down my throat, too. Farmer Steve made me and the new girls so we can deep-throat a man, even though we’re still kind of young. He gave us really stretchy muscles in our cunts and assholes, too. I can take your cock all the way into my cunt. At least I think I can. Farmer Steve kept my cunt virgin, so I can give my virginity cherry to you. I already know my ass can take the entire length of a man’s cock up it. Farmer Steve tested me himself!”

I had to sit down on the bed before I fell down. Connie sat next to me. She kept holding my hand. She kind of rubbed and massaged it. That felt really good. This teen was far more skilled in human relations than most women I know.

“I can do anything you want, Mr. Kent. Whenever you want. Now or later. We’ve got, like, all the time in the world. Farmer Steve and my Mommy and all the other ladies in Happy Valley trained me to be a really good little whore. And I am. At least, they told me I am. Farmer Steve gave me top marks. He told me someday I would make some man very happy. He meant you; the man who bought me. Which you did. I’ll do my best to learn from you, Mr. Kent. I’ll watch you and listen to you and obey you. I’ll see what you like and what you don’t. Then I’ll only do what you like. I’ll try to always make you happy. And I’ll never, ever try to do anything that makes you unhappy. You can punish me if I’m bad. Or if I make a mistake. Or you can punish me even if I don’t do anything wrong. Punish me if it makes you feel good to punish me. Spank me, or whip me. Or make me do humiliating, dirty, degrading, and disgusting things, if that’s what you like; if that’s what turns you on. You can hurt me, give me pain, if that makes you happy. I can take it. I may cry, or scream, but I’ll never tell you to stop. Unless you want me to. If you want me to pretend that I don’t want you to use me, I can pretend that. It’d be fun if you raped me, you know? You could fuck my mouth, and my cunt, and my ass, and I could scream bloody murder if you want me to. But not too loud so the neighbors would hear. You could gag me. Or we could go somewhere far away from people and I could scream and cry and you could rape me all day, if you like. All day and all night. Rape me to your heart’s content. If that makes you happy. That’s what I live for — to make you happy. My only purpose in life is to make you happy.” Connie squeezed my big hand with her little ones. Then she raised my hand to her lips and kissed it. “I only exist to serve you and to make you happy, Mr. Kent.”??? My body was shaking with desire for this teen. I grabbed her little shoulders. I leaned down and kissed her on the mouth. Connie opened her mouth to give my tongue access. I inserted my tongue into the mouth of a 14-year-old girl for the first time in my life. She tasted so fresh and clean and, somehow, sweet. Her breath was like the fragrance of a delicate flower. Connie wrapped her young arms around my neck. We tumbled backward onto the bed together. I peppered her face with kisses, from her forehead at the hairline of her perfect platinum blonde hair, to her pale and soft cheeks, to her shell-like ears, to her nose, and then back to her mouth, where my tongue parted her little lips and was welcomed by her teen mouth. I did this over and over, as if my lips and tongue were playing a romantic symphony and the girl’s flawless young flesh was my instrument.

I ran my hands across Connie’s chest. I squeezed her budding breasts and felt her nipples through the fabric of her white blouse. Moving lower, I pulled up her blue and white patterned skirt. I looked down at her white panties, which formed a small V-shape between her pure white, teen legs. My hand pressed the flesh of the girl’s soft thighs, running up and down from knee to crotch, one thigh after the other, before my hand came to rest against her panties over her pubic area. I rubbed my palm against the teen’s crotch. Hooking one finger over the elastic edge of the girl’s panties, I hastily tugged at them. One finger was hardly enough to remove the girl’s undergarment. Corinthia used her two hands to pull her panties down for me. She soon had her panties down to her knees when I stopped her.

“Keep your panties right there for now” I said. “I want to get a good look at this.” Somehow, seeing the 14-year-old’s panties only half-way down, with her virgin cunt exposed, her downy platinum blonde pubic hair glistening, gave me an unspeakable thrill, as if I had caught her mid-way between being dressed and undressed. Memories of every young girl I ever wanted to fuck went flashing through my brain like a pedo porn anthology video on fast-forward. I licked my lips. Then I wondered what my little sex slave was thinking. I took a quick glance at Connie’s face. Her blue eyes were half-lidded and the tip of her tongue peeked out of her mouth. Her breathing was rapid. The teen was showing signs of sexual arousal! This was very good news indeed.

I yanked Connie’s panties all the way off and tossed them aside. I pressed my face down between the girl’s thighs. My head forced her legs further apart. She was so warm down here. Her thighs warmed my cheeks. I sniffed her teen cunt. There was an ever-so-slightly musky odor. But it was nothing at all as strong as a grown woman’s cunt. I rubbed my nose between the outer mounds of the girl’s cunt, then slightly deeper to the inner mounds. My tongue moved up and pushed aside the fleshy shield that protected the girl’s clitoris. I licked around the little nub of the girl’s clit, then sucked on that little appendage. From there, I moved downwards. I was sniffing for her deeper odors. The 14-year-old’s urethra smelled slightly; no doubt a drop or two of urine had dried there. I gave it a lick. Moving below that little opening, I pressed the tip of my tongue into the little girl’s vagina. To my surprise and delight, Corinthia’s vagina was moist with natural lubrication. The young girl cunt was practically begging to be fucked!

I stood up in haste. “Connie” I said “I want to you take off all your clothes. Now! And I’ll take off mine. I can’t wait any longer! You’re my property and I’m going to use you for my pleasure. You are my slave, and I’m going to fuck you!”

Her crystal blues eyes were joyful as the platinum blonde teen gave me a wide smile. “I thought you’d never ask ... Master!”

In a matter of seconds, I was naked in bed with my 14-year-old sex slave. We lay on our sides, facing one another. We embraced and kissed. Connie’s body was so small next to mine. Our lips met in passionate kissing, but there was no possibility of me getting my penis into the girl’s vagina from this position. But this gave me an idea.

“Connie, I’m going to roll over onto my back. You climb on top of me with your pussy in my face. Then you suck my dick” I said. “Understand?”

“Of course, Master” the eager teen said. “I know all about the 69 position. You don’t have to explain it to me. Just tell me ‘69, bitch’ and I’ll assume the position immediately.”

I laughed. “You ARE well trained, Miss Corinthia!”

My 14-year-old, platinum blonde angel gave me the sweetest little kiss. Then as she pulled away to speak, I simply stared in awe at the flawless beauty of the young girl’s face, which was completely free of wrinkles, lines, or any sign of aging that even a 20-year-old’s face would display. “I was trained in all the basic and advanced sexual arts, Master. I just need to learn which ones you like, and how you like them. I was trained to adapt myself to your personality. I can be anyone you want you to be.”

“Anyone?” I asked.

“Yes, Master. Anyone” the teen replied.

“OK, Connie” I said. “You are now my young girl. My daughter. And my bitch. Suck Daddy’s dick in the 69 position, bitch” I said with an edge of power and dominance in my voice.

“Yes, Daddy-Master” Corinthia said. “Thank you for calling me your bitch. I love it when you dominate me, Daddy. Please treat me like your little whore fuck bitch.”

It’s a good thing Connie didn’t already have my dick in her mouth when she said that, or I probably would have shot my load right then. The teen climbed onto my chest and belly. Her pure white skin contrasted with my Florida tan. She turned her platinum blonde head to look over her shoulder. She was gauging the distance between her bottom and my face. As she inched her way back towards me, her downy-haired cunt and her shapely little creamy-white buttocks suddenly filled my field of view. The skin of the girl’s buttocks was as pure white and free of blemishes as was her face and the rest of her body. The crack between her butt cheeks revealed her tight anal star. It was a delightful pink color, just as it had appeared in the video last night. I put an extra pillow behind my head so I could get even closer to Connie’s cunt and ass. Since I’d already smelled and tasted her cunt, I wanted to sample her little back door now. First my nose and then my tongue explored her tender young anus. I pressed my tongue against the 14-year-old’s asshole. There was no objectionable smell or taste. Instead, the girl’s anus had a subtle, exotic flavor. I liked it. If anything, the girl’s anus was even more intriguing than her cunt. I licked and lapped at the girl’s precious pink anus. Then I probed into it with my tongue, pushing my way inside. The little bitch tasted good all over, inside and out!

While I was busying myself with her bottom, my little slave was busying her mouth with my dick. I felt her tongue licking up and down my shaft. Then I felt the teen take my cock into her mouth. Frankly, I didn’t expect to get a very good blowjob in this position. The 69 posture doesn’t allow the cocksucker to use her tongue to good effect once a man’s penis is inside her mouth. Corinthia had the added disadvantage of being so small. Despite what she said about being able to open her little mouth wide enough to take my whole cock into it, I didn’t really believe her. So I was surprised and delighted when I felt my penis going deeper into the girl’s mouth than I thought possible. I heard as well as felt her gurgling and gagging and choking — but never stopping — as my 14-year-old sex slave proceeded to take my dick as far down her throat as it was possible to go. I felt her nostrils exhaling on my balls as the gag-reflex of the girl’s throat massaged my dick. This was the most amazing, most stimulating, most incredibly sexy sensation I’d ever felt!

Despite my best intention of holding off my orgasm until much later, my body just couldn’t do it. My hips began bucking, causing my erect penis to fuck the girl’s throat with a relentless pounding. I grabbed Connie’s long, platinum blonde hair as I fucked her throat brutally. My tongue moved between the young girl’s juicy cunt and her sexy pink asshole. In between my frenzied breathing, I strained for all I was worth to maximize my use of the girl’s tender little body in this, the most wild sexual encounter I’d ever had in my life!

I felt my semen boiling up inside my balls, almost ready to explode into the girl’s throat. “Connie!” I yelled. “I’m going to cum down your throat, bitch! Daddy’s fucking your mouth, little whore! Daddy’s using your little throat like a cunt, you mangy slut! Eat Daddy’s cum, you fucking little whore! Worship your Owner with your mouth, you cocksucking bitch! Bitch! Whore! Cunt! Slut!” I paused for breath. “Eat my cum you mangy whore slut piece-of-shit cunt-mouth!”

My orgasm exploded and my semen irrupted in the most intense sexual experience of my life. I held Connie’s head in both hands as my penis thrust into the girl’s mouth and shot its load of cum down the girl’s throat. It felt like the biggest, hottest load of cum I’d ever ejaculated in my life. Without a doubt, my orgasm and the total experience in all its aspects was the most wonderful, enjoyable, intense, rewarding, and special sex I had ever had. Fucking the mouth and cumming down the throat of this precious little 14-year-old platinum blonde beauty was by far the best sex I’d ever had in my life! My mind was blown to orgasmic smithereens as my body floated on clouds of bliss!

My penis gradually softened and relaxed while still resting comfortably inside the girl’s warm and welcoming mouth. I felt the teen continuing to gurgle and swallow in a brave attempt to make sure that not a single one of her Daddy’s precious sperm escaped her. The 14-year-old was doing a more diligent job of swallowing my cum than any adult woman had ever done.

I half expected the Connie to pull her head away from my organ after she had swallowed everything my penis gave her. To my surprise and delight, she kept my dick in her mouth. Then it dawned on me that the young girl must have been taught to allow the man to decide when his penis should withdraw from her little mouth. It was not a slave’s place to decide where her Master’s penis should rest. I smiled at this revelation. I lay back and enjoyed the feeling of her warm little mouth. I relished the gentle, tender licking by her young tongue as it caressed my flaccid penis resting inside her mouth. I wondered idly how long the teen could possibly keep my penis inside her mouth. I vowed to myself that someday I would test her on that. However, there was no need to test her on that right now. We would have much time over the days, weeks, months, and years to come for me to test my little slave. I intend to test the little bitch in all the ways should could possibly please me. I planned to explore all the ways I could possibly exploit her for my pleasure.

At long last, I decided the give the girl a break. I gently slid my penis from her mouth. I told Connie to lay down on her side facing me. My darling girl did as I instructed her. When she was next to me face to face, I saw for the first time some effects of the ordeal I had just put her through. Her long, platinum blonde hair was a mess. Her deep blue eyes were still watering. Drool dripped from the corners of her mouth in a long, viscous strands. And yet the teen seemed serene; joyful, even. The first words out of her mouth were “Did I give you a good blowjob, Daddy? Master? Mr. Kent?”

As Corinthia spoke, I smelled on her breath the distinct odor of my penis and my semen. This truly delighted me. “Yes, Connie, you gave me a very good blowjob. Was I too rough on you though? I kind of got carried away when you took me down your throat. I never really expected you to do that. You’re so young! How could you fit my entire penis into your mouth and down that little throat of yours?”

The teen gave me a quizzical look. “Don’t you remember, Master? I told you that Farmer Steven made me special. Me and all his newest little girls. The new girls have special jaw hinges. We have an extra little bone, just like a snake does. It lets me open my mouth real wide. He made my throat stretchy, too. I can take the entire length of an erect penis into my mouth and down my throat.”

“But you were gagging and choking” I said. “I heard you. I felt you gagging and choking on my cock. Wasn’t that difficult? Upsetting?”

Corinthia shrugged her little shoulders. “It doesn’t matter how I felt. Did it feel good to you? I hope so. That’s all that matters. Farmer Steve made sure I could gag and choke without throwing up when I suck cock. He said men like to fuck little girls’ throats and make them gag. Did you like it, Mr ... I mean, Daddy?”

I kissed the sweet teen on her lovely little lips. “Did I ever!” I said as I gave her a hug. “That was the most amazing blowjob I ever had! It was out of this world!”

Connie beamed with pride as she wiped a tear from her still watery eyes. “Thank you, Master! I only live to serve and please you.”

I suddenly had another concerning thought. “Did you mind that I called you all those dirty names?”

Now it was the girl’s turn to press her face to mine and give me a sweet little kiss. “I loved it, Daddy. I love when you call your little girl all sorts of dirty names. The more, the better. Please don’t hold anything back. Call me the dirtiest names you can think of. I’ll be ever so grateful if you do!”

I hugged and kissed my precious little slut sex slave whore daughter, whispering dirty names into her ear as she giggled and thanked me for saying each and every one them.




Corinthia and I took a little nap. Then we showered and dressed before having a light lunch in the kitchen. Since it was New Year’s Day, I had already made dinner reservations at a restaurant, long before I had acquired my 14-year-old sex slave. I was to meet several friends for dinner there at 6 pm. I told Connie that I could cancel my reservation if she didn’t feel up to going and meeting my friends. She insisted that it was not necessary to cancel on her account. Then she rehearsed with me her cover story: she was the adopted niece of my cousin’s daughter. Corinthia’s mother had taken her daughter and joined a weird fundamentalist Christian cult. Then the mother had a mental breakdown. She was now in a mental institution. My cousin could not deal with Corinthia, so he asked me to take her. This sounded like a fine cover story to me.

During the few hours we still had left before dinner, Connie and I sat on the couch and cuddled. We talked about all sorts of things. I asked her to tell me about her life growing up in the Happy Valley Cunt Farm. She asked me to tell her the entire story of my life, from the beginning. I was surprised at how interested she was in every detail of my life. The more I told her, the more she wanted to know. She was particularly interested in knowing the best, and the worst, moments of my life. Gradually, it dawned on me that Connie was compiling a list of my likes and dislikes. When I told her something I liked, such as having my hand on a girl’s ass and fingering her asshole, Connie asked me to do it to her right then and there. So I did. Then we resumed talking. We talked about so many interesting things, that after almost an hour I noticed that I still had my finger inside the girl’s asshole. Connie had apparently enjoyed every second of the anal penetration. So I asked her if anal was one of her “things.” She answered, “Daddy-Master, my things are whatever you like. If you want to keep your finger up my ass all day and all night, it’s all right!” I kissed her passionately for saying that.

	When it was time to get ready for dinner, we washed again. I always like to feel clean and fresh when I go out to eat. Especially since I had just had my finger up 14-year-old girl’s asshole for over two hours. Much as I had enjoyed every second of lodging my finger up the Connie’s sweet young ass, I didn’t want her anal smell on my finger while I ate!

For our restaurant New Year’s dinner, Corinthia wore a long, dark-blue dress. It had long sleeves trimmed with lace at the wrists, and a high, white lace collar. The dress looked very prim and proper and conservative. Around her neck she wore a silver chain with a Christian cross made from an iron nail. I found that jewelry a bit odd but said nothing. I drove us to the restaurant where a valet parked my car. This was a very expensive place where I dined often. The staff all knew me and treated me very well. My friends were already waiting for us there. Bob and Bonnie were an older, retired couple from up north. Donald and Kaitlyn were a younger couple I had met through my business dealings. I had always had the hots for Kaitlyn. She was a cute brunette in her early thirties with a hell of an ass. I had wanted to buttfuck her from the first moment I saw her. Kaitlyn and Donald had a 14-year-old redheaded daughter named Rebecca. The teen was cute, and I certainly would have sodomized her too if I had the chance. But neither Kaitlyn nor Rebecca were in the same league of beauty as Corinthia. My young, platinum blonde, blue-eyed girl turned heads everywhere she went.

I introduced Corinthia to everyone, telling them both her full name and the nickname she went by. I only had to sketch the merest outline of Connie’s previous life in the Christian cult for everyone to nod with sad expressions. Corinthia explained in a very serious and somber little voice that the iron nail cross she wore was to remind her that Jesus died for our sins, and that anyone who failed to believe on him and live according to his ways would be cast into a lake of hell fire for all eternity. This caused everyone to drop the topic of Connie’s background like a hot potato.

The rest of our time at the restaurant went very well. Dinner was delicious, as always. And the conversation flowed as easily as the wine. At one point, the two 14-year-olds, Connie and Rebecca, went off to the ladies room together. They came back soon afterward, and I thought nothing of it. Only later, when Connie and I were driving home, did she tell me that something special went on when the two girls were alone in the bathroom.

“I gave her a pill” Connie said. “I told her it was candy. Like a hard candy you suck on. Or crunch up and swallow. She ate it fine. Now she’ll be ready if you ever want her.”

I looked at Connie out of the corner of my eye. “What do you mean, if I ‘ever want her’?”

Connie rested her hand on my thigh. “If you ever want her for sex, I mean. You don’t have to, though. You don’t have to take her. I thought you might want her someday. If you like, I can slip her mother a pill too. Then you could have them both.”

I pulled the car over into the nearest parking lot and turned off the engine. “What did you do? What was in that pill?” I asked with rising alarm.

Corinthia was suddenly upset because I was upset. “I’m sorry, Daddy. Master! I was just trying to be helpful.”

I took the girl’s small and beautiful face in my hands. My two, big, suntanned hands seemed like massive leather mitts beside her young, pure white and golden-haired countenance. The girl’s lower lip quivered. She was almost in tears.

I suddenly felt sorry for the poor young teen. “Now, now, Connie. There’s no need to cry. Just tell me all about what you did. Tell me about the pill and what it means.”

Connie explained that Farmer Steve had given a bottle of special pills. They contained some special substances and microscopic robots that would harmlessly enter a female’s body and change her in invisible ways. Connie did not understand the science or technology at all. What she did understand was that any female who took one of those pills would become subject to the same Master / slave dynamic that Connie and I enjoyed. In other words, even without my knowing about it, the female would be locked-on to me as her Master. Little Rebecca was now primed to be my sex slave. All I had to do was command her, and the teen would do whatever I wanted. The pill could not transform the 14-year-old’s body in the same manner that Connie’s had been transformed. So Rebecca would not grow a new bone in her jaw hinge that would allow me to shove my dick down her little throat. She would not have any of the special physical modifications to her body that Connie did, like extremely stretchy anal and throat tissues. Nevertheless, little Rebecca would be perfectly willing to let me try to shove my dick down her throat anyway!

Finding out that I could have more little sex slaves than just Connie at no extra charge was just mind-blowing. My head was swimming with a whole world of new possibilities that I never imagined accompanying my purchase of Corinthia from the Happy Valley Cunt Farm.

“How many more of these pills do you have?” I asked the teen.

“Almost 500 hundred” she answered. “499 to be exact.”

“Hmm” I said. “It might be interesting if you could slip one to Rebecca’s mother Kaitlyn. I’ve wanted that bitch from the first moment I saw her. She really needs to feel my dick up her ass. In her mouth, too.”

Connie grinned and put her little hand on my thigh again. “I could slip Kaitlyn a pill easy, Master. Just give me a chance. I’m sure I can get her for you. And 498 other women and little girls too, if you want.”

I started the engine and drove out of the parking lot. I told Corinthia in no uncertain terms that she was never again to give one of those pills to a woman or girl without my permission. But at the earliest possible time, she was to slip one to Kaitlyn. And then Connie and Kaitlyn and Rebecca and I would get together and have ... the time of our lives.




When we got home, Connie told me about a different pill she had. And she only had one of these. It was a pill for me. The teen said “Farmer Steve told me to give you this pill a few hours after the first time you had sex with me. He said you’d only need to take one of these pills. He said that if you enjoyed having sex with me, this pill would make our enjoyment last longer.”

I smiled and thanked Connie. I assumed the pill was something like Viagra. I popped it into my mouth and washed it down with cold water.

I told Connie that I was going to watch some television. I told her that I had several tv sets, and if she didn’t like what I was watching, she could watch something else on another set. The wonderful teen told me that there wasn’t any show on any tv that she liked more than she liked sucking my cock. The beautiful teen asked if she could lay on the couch with me and suck my penis while I watched television. I happily granted her request.

I gathered some blankets and pillows, then told Connie to undress. When I get a blowjob I like the girl and me to both be naked. But I didn’t want us to feel cold. So the beautiful teen and I arranged ourselves on my most comfortable couch. We each had pillows and blankets for ourselves. I lay on my side facing the tv. Corinthia lay with her head at my crotch and sucked my dick. For hours. It was like the teen was worshipping my penis with her mouth. Sometimes she sucked gently and tenderly. Sometimes she sucked energetically and passionately. Since I had already cum in the girl’s mouth once this day, I figured I might be able to do it one more time. Maybe two. But to my great surprise, I ejaculated into Connie’s little mouth or throat 4 more times! Whatever was in that pill from Farmer Steven that she had given me had turned me into a superman!

And that wasn’t the end of it. I still hadn’t taken the 14-year-old’s vaginal virginity. Her hymen was still intact, insofar as I knew and had been told. When we went to bed that evening, I was determined to bust through the girl’s maidenhead. I was determined to make my little slave a virgin no more.

I began our sexual occasion by sending my tongue on a brief visit to Connie’s cunt. Since I had explored the girl’s twat so thoroughly earlier, I didn’t spend too long there this time around. And since Connie had been sucking my dick for hours, I felt no need to have her rev up my engine with preliminary oral sex. My aim and goal for tonight was to fuck the girl’s cunt and bust her hymen. I felt like I had a divine purpose to accomplish. I was on a mission from God.

The girl’s cunt was naturally well-lubricated and eager to give my penis free entry to her depths. Although I wanted to lay atop the teen and fuck her like an animal, I worried about her small size and my much greater mass causing her injuries. Although the teen never discouraged me from piling my girth on top of her and crushing her with my weight, I refused to do it. I worried that, despite her willingness to be sexually exploited and abused without limits by her Master, I might inadvertently cause her physical harm. So I prepared myself to sit in an armless chair I had placed near the bed. Before I could sit down, Connie placed a special covering on the seat of the chair. “It’s to absorb my hymen blood” she said. “I don’t want to ruin your furniture, Master.”

Connie had certainly been well-trained in sexual etiquette, I thought. And Farmer Steve had been very thoughtful and considerate of his customers to leave each one of his little girl’s cunts virginal so that his customers could take each girl’s virginity. So even though Corinthia and the other girls from the Cunt Farm had been thoroughly trained in oral (and anal) sex, they had never had their cunts penetrated at all. Some licking, yes, but that’s about all. So this occasion of vaginal intercourse was totally new territory for Connie.

I sat in the chair next to the bed. Connie climbed on the bed and knelt on the bed next to me in my chair. She leaned over and took my penis into her mouth. She sucked my dick to raise a strong erection from me. When I was ready, the teen stood up in bed, and carefully stepped one foot onto the far edge of chair. Her young frame stood before me, with one foot on the edge of my chair and the other still on the bed. I kissed the girl’s pure white belly, and then briefly sucked on each of her pale pink nipples. Corinthia stroked my hair. Then she put her hands on my shoulders. Slowly, the 14-year-old beauty squatted down so that her virgin twat just touched my erection. I placed both my hands under her thighs to support her. Using one hand to guide my dick to her cunt, Connie gradually settled into my lap, driving my penis part-way into her vagina. Her legs were bent and her hands were on my shoulder, so she could pump up and down.

When my dick was a couple of inches inside the girl’s cunt, I felt the barrier of her hymen. I took my hands away from their job of helping support the girl’s weight. Connie’s hands still rested on my shoulders. I pulled her hands away from my shoulders. Using one hand, I held both her arms behind her back. Then I put one arm on the girl’s shoulder and forced her down onto my dick. The 14-year-old platinum blonde beauty winced. She cried out suddenly, then grimaced, her blue eyes filling with tears, as I felt my rock-hard penis tearing through the delicate flesh of her maidenhead. As I continued fucking the girl’s cunt, I felt warm liquid running from her formerly virgin hole. I let go of her arms. I wiped one finger down where my penis penetrated her vagina. When I brought my finger up for her to see, it was covered with blood.

Connie’s platinum blonde head was at the level of my chest. She looked up at me. Her blue eyes were watery but happy. “Thank you, Master” the teen said. Then she kissed my finger, took it into her mouth, and sucked it.

That sent me over the edge. I grasped the teen tightly as my orgasm came crashing through. To my surprise and delight, my orgasm seemed to evoke her own, as Connie cried out in ecstasy. She called my name and my titles. over and over. She was full of love, praise and gratitude towards me. “Thank you, Daddy!” she teen cried out. “Thank you, Master! I love you, Daddy! Thank you for fucking my cunt, Master! I worship you, Master! Thank you for fucking your little girl, Daddy! Thank you for owning me, Master!”

The teen went on and on, and so did her orgasms. I could feel my cum beginning to drip from the girl’s cunt while she continued to praise me to the skies. Eventually, when she ran out of steam, we both climbed into bed together where we hugged and kissed, whispered pillow talk, and spoke words of love until we both fell asleep.




I woke slowly but happily early the next day. Lying next to me with her back towards me was the sleeping form of my little 14-year-old sex slave goddess. Corinthia’s platinum blonde hair was like a pirates’ treasure caught in the dawning rays of the morning sun. The pure white skin of her neck and shoulders fairly glowed with health and extreme youth. I marveled at her small size but enormous sexual appetite. Then I wondered if the teen really had any sexual appetite at all. Maybe she was merely willing to have as much sex as I wanted because her only goal in life was to please me.

I took my penis in one hand and began stroking it lazily. The virility pill from Farmer Steve which Connie had given me last night still seemed to be working. My hunger for sex and my capacity for fucking and ejaculating seemed practically limitless.

Then I had a thought. And the thought instantly became a plan. I rose from bed and walked to the bathroom. I began drawing a bath. I arranged the bath towels where I needed them. When all that was done, I returned to the bedroom. Corinthia was still asleep. I gently kissed her white, soft neck. The teen purred like a kitten. She rolled over to face me. I was newly astonished by the beauty of her young face. She opened her sleepy eyes and looked up at me. The beautiful girl smiled from ear to ear. “Good morning, Daddy” she said. “Would you like a blowjob?”

I tossed off a great belly laugh. “That’s excellent, my sweet little cunt! I want you to always say that to me, first thing in the morning.”

“Yes, Master” my precious little sex slave replied. Then without a word, she slid further down the bed and took my penis into her mouth.

I inhaled deeply. This was the best possible way to begin the day. Any day. I had my penis in the mouth of an absolutely gorgeous young girl who gave the best blowjobs I’ve ever had. I ran my fingers through her long, platinum blonde hair as Corinthia worshipped my dick with her young mouth. My hips began thrusting my penis deeper into the girl’s mouth. Without realizing it, I was working against my plan. I had to stop myself!

“Connie, sweetheart, I love the way you blow me” I said. “But I’m not ready to cum in your mouth just yet. I started a bath for us. Let’s go clean up.”

Corinthia paused in her sucking and gazed up at me. I looked down at the blue-eyed teen. She was never more beautiful than when she had my penis in her mouth. Without even removing my organ from her mouth, the teen mumbled something that sounded like ‘Yes, Master.’

We got out of bed and walked naked to the bathroom. Connie was about to use the toilet when I stopped her. “No, no” I said. “Step into the shower with me.”

We walked into the large, marble shower stall. I slid the glass door closed. Then I sat on towel I had previously placed on the floor of the shower. I put my legs out straight in front of me. I told Connie to sit on my lap just as she had last night when we had sex, except this time I would not be putting my penis inside the teen. Connie sat in my lap. But unlike last night, I told her to wrap one of her smooth white legs around my hip as far as it would reach. Then I had her bend the other leg into a kneeling position. After a bit of squirming, she accomplished this. At the same time, I gripped Connie’s left buttock with one hand and her right thigh with my other hand.

As soon as we were both as stable as would could be in this rather awkward position, I issued the command I’d been waiting to give my little slave. “Piss on my penis, little bitch” I said. Then I waited for her reaction. I expected some surprise and, perhaps, consternation or disgust. But the surprise was on me, not her.

Connie smiled brightly. “Thank you, Master. It is my great honor to piss on your heavenly penis. Would you please piss on me, too? Do you want to piss on my cunt? Or my face? Or in my mouth? I’ll drink your piss if you want me to.”

Now the teen had me! I laughed. “That’s so kind of you to offer, little bitch. Maybe someday I’ll do all those things. All I want right now is for you to piss on my penis. Then my penis will piss on your little cunt.”

Corinthia leaned close, lifted her face to me, and offered her sweet young lips for a kiss. I craned my neck to kiss her without destabilizing our precarious bodily arrangement. As our lips met and then our tongues, I felt and heard Connie begin to piss on my penis. It felt wonderful. My penis then responded in kind, pissing onto the teen. I wasn’t able to piss very accurately. But I still gave the cunt of my little bitch a bit of her Master’s urine.

After we finished, we untangled our bodies and stood up. I turned on the shower and we did a quick rinse. Then we left the shower and went to the bath tub. Connie stepped gingerly into the warm water. The teen sighed with pleasure as she relaxed in the welcoming warmth. I climbed into the large tub next. We rearranged our bodies so that Corinthia rested the small expanse of her back against my much larger front. I fondled her delightful pink nipples as she giggled and told me how much she liked it when I touched her there ... or anywhere. Using soap and wash cloths, we took turns cleaning one another from head to toe. I made sure to pay particular attention to Connie’s little anus. Yesterday I had probed that lovely pink wrinkly star with my tongue and with my finger. Today I planned to fuck it. Connie’s asshole was her last hole that my cock had yet to visit.

Once the girl’s bottom was nice and clean, I told her to stand up in the tub. I made her face away from me, bend over, and spread her shapely young butt cheeks. The girl’s pure white skin glistened with droplets of water. Her long, platinum blonde hair hung down in gleaming tangles. I kissed each of the girl’s butt cheeks, feeling their warm, silky softness. Then I pressed my lips against her little pink anus. I kissed and licked Connie’s lovely asshole. Then I pushed my tongue into her precious pink anal passage. The teen cooed with delight as my tongue probed her most intimate back door hole.

I withdrew my tongue from Connie’s asshole. “It’s time you got buttfucked by your Owner, don’t you think, bitch?” I said in the Male-dominant language I so enjoyed using.

Still bent over, Connie swiveled her head to look at me. She brushed the long platinum blonde hair away from her pretty face. Her crystal blue eyes were merry. “I’ve been looking forward to this, Master. Do you want to use lube? Or do you want to buttfuck me dry?”

I was startled that the teen would even suggest anal intercourse without lubricant. Surely that would damage her, and perhaps me as well, I told her. Connie explained that the human body actually produces a very thin film of natural lubricant inside the anal passage. It serves to ease the passage of solid waste during bowel movements. Farmer Steve has genetically engineered his little girls so they produced much more of this natural lubricant. Connie herself had been made so that should could produce extra amounts of this natural lube whenever needed.

I was intrigued. Although I had placed a container of lubricant nearby, I let it sit there unused for the moment. “OK little bitch” I said. “Daddy wants to buttfuck his daughter’s lovely little asshole without any additional lube. But one thing I do want. I want you to suck my dick before I buttfuck you.”

“Yes, Daddy!” Connie said happily. “I love sucking your heavenly dick!”

I lifted myself out of the water and sat on a towel that I’d lain on the edge of the bath tub. My 14-year-old sex slave knelt in the water before me. She opened her little mouth and engulfed my penis. I held her hair in one hand while the teen licked and sucked and pumped her little head up and down on my dick. I was still amazed that she could take it all into her mouth and then down her throat. But as she had told me, Farmer Steve put that extra bone in the joint of her jaw, allowing her mouth to open far wider than any normal girl her age ever could have done.

I enjoyed the girl’s sucking for several minutes. Then I told her to stop. I told the teen to prepare to be butt-fucked. Once again, I made Connie present her little bottom to my face, so I could lick her precious pink anus. I wanted to tongue her lovely back door before I fucked it for the first time. As I had done before, I pushed my tongue through the girl’s anal sphincters (the outer and the inner ring muscles) and into her anal passage. To my surprise, this time I felt some tasteless fluid that had not been there before. Suddenly I realized that this was the natural anal lubricant Connie had been speaking of.

When my tonguing of the girl’s asshole was done, I sat up straight and guided the little girl’s ass towards my ready and eager cock. The first moment that the tip of my adult penis met the 14-year-old girl’s pretty pink anus was like the meeting of two lovers. Connie flexed her anal ring outer muscle. It felt like her pink anus was kissing my penis. I grabbed my cock in one hand and guided it home into the gorgeous little girl’s waiting asshole. Connie’s anal muscles gripped my organ tight. I moaned from a combination of pleasure and discomfort. I had buttfucked women before, but never 14-year-old girl. Slowly, inch by inch, I worked my dick deeper and deeper into the girl’s rectum. Soon my penis had completely occupied the girl’s rectum. Beyond that, Connie’s anal passage tilted upward into the teen’s colon. My secret desire had always been to completely occupy a girl’s rectum, and then press on deeper into her colon, giving me complete anal dominance over the helpless young girl.

As my penis ploughed deeper and deeper into the girl’s asshole, Connie winced and moaned and made all sorts of noises. But not once did she ask me to slow down or stop. My precious 14-year-old sex slave was completely willing to surrender her asshole to my invading dick. The girl’s complete submissiveness fired my sexual desire even more. I began buttfucking her harder and harder, no longer caring if I was causing her any pain. Connie’s moans changed to words of submission and gratitude. “Thank you, Master” the teen said. “Thank you for buttfucking me.” Then she grew louder. “Thank for you sodomizing me, Master!” She began to cry and laugh and make wild, animalistic sounds. “Thank you, Master!” she said loudly. “THANK YOU FOR RAPING MY LITTLE ASSHOLE, MASTER!” the teen screamed at the top of her lungs.

That’s when I felt the head of my penis round the bend of the girl’s rectum and turn upward into her colon. I was buttfucking her madly now. The roiling sensation in my balls told me my orgasm was approaching. I held Connie by her hips as I pounded the living daylights out of the girl’s asshole.

“THANK YOUUU!” she cried out one last time, as my penis shot gobs of sperm deep into the teen’s asshole. Once again, my orgasm had triggered hers. I held the 14-year-old beauty tight as my hips made their final thrusts and my penis gave its final spurts of semen into the helpless girl’s tender asshole. I had succeeded in raping her rectum and conquering her colon. My anal conquest of the young girl was complete.

We both slid back down into the warm, soapy water. I went in first before her. As Corinthia slid past me, I kissed her neck. She turned her face towards me, offering her cheek and then her sweet young mouth to my lips. When she had slid all the way down to sit between my legs, Connie’s bare back pressed against my front. She reached out and grasped my right hand. She raised it to her lips and kissed my hand, back and front. Then she began sucking on my fingers. “Thank you so much for buttfucking me, Master” Corinthia said in between finger sucking. “I am so grateful that you came in my ass.” She resumed sucking my fingers. “If you wanted to, you could have cum in my mouth.” More finger sucking. “Or even made me just suck you clean after you came in my ass.” Suck, suck. “Don’t worry. It won’t make me sick.” Suck, suck. “It’s perfectly safe.” Suck, suck. “Farmer Steve built me that way.” Suck, suck. “Shit and piss are perfectly safe for me.” Suck, suck. “If you ever want to use my mouth as your toilet, I’m ready.” Suck, suck. “I’ll even beg for it, if you want me to.”

I was nonplussed. Is there anything this teen can’t do?

Connie paused in her sucking of my fingers. “Master” she said, “I was thinking about Kaitlyn and Rebecca. Whenever you’re ready to fuck the 14-year-old and her momma, we could invite the young girl over here. When her momma brings her, I can slip a pill into her drink. She’ll be yours in minutes. Then you can have the asses of two little girls and one hot woman’s ass at the same time. You told me you wanted to buttfuck her. Why wait? You can have all of us whenever you want.”

I sighed deeply and then kissed the teen on the top of her platinum blonde head. This New Year I have more to be thankful for than I ever imagined possible. This little girl, this 14-year-old platinum blonde goddess, Corinthia, has saved my life. She saved me from being an old, aimless, grouch. She saved me from being a man without erotic love and deep passion. She saved me from being alone and lonely. Corinthia, my Corinthia, you are the light of my life and the fire of my loins! I love you. And I thank you.

And I also thank the good people of the Happy Valley Cunt Farm. You all are the greatest!

	
	
