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The rain had been pouring for days. The cascade of water trickled down the outside of my office’s tiny window like a river of tears. The constant drumming of the drops on the roof outside faded into the background along with the distant sound of voices from coworkers and the whimpering pleas of recaptured slaves. I could hear the rattling of their chains as they walked past my door, the chains tired rhythm sounding like bells of doom. They tried to run. They tried to break away from the fate that had been assigned to them. Now, they faced the cruel shackles of justice. If all they did was to try and escape their owner, they might be given back to him for cruel punishments and possibly a short, miserable existence before the master’s sadistic whims drained the last drops of life from their body, or, in the rare cases where the slave harmed or even killed their master before escaping, the sentence could be death or a one-way trip to the labor camps in the south.

It's only fair, I thought to myself as I heard the wailing pleas of a slave outside my door. I absentmindedly fiddled with my steel collar as I forced my attention back to the papers in front of me. The collar was worn and scratched, having never left my neck since my 18th birthday. I still remembered the tears, the fear that gripped my body when the cold steel first closed around my slim neck. For weeks, I tore at it, felt that it was choking me, but now I could not imagine my life without it.

All women wore one, after all.

I leaned back in the creaking chair and let out a sigh. At least I was better off than most other women. Being a slave to the state rather than a sadistic master meant that I had a lot of autonomy and could maintain a job, even though all my male coworkers had free use of my body. My job? Tracking down runaway slaves for the Slave Recovery Agency.

Could be worse, I thought to myself. The combination of my submissive, masochistic nature and a precinct full of horny, sadistic men who all carried handcuffs and truncheons was a match made in heaven. The precinct was a temple to lust and desire, and I was often the object, the tool, the whore to be used. Their slave.

My eyes perused the casefiles with bored reluctance. Picture after picture of empty-eyed stares. Young women in the prime of their life. All of them had been willing to risk it all for a slim chance at freedom. Naïve idiots, I thought with a smirk. My cases were usually simple; most slaves were found within a few days without investigation, some returned home on their own, and several were found dead. I stared at one such case with a furrowed brow. A beautiful young girl. Sudden disappearance. Found dead in a dark alley. An investigation is not needed, it said. No one cared about a dead slave, I just had to process it through the system.

There was a knock on the door. A slender face with a well-trimmed beard peaked through the half-open door before I had a chance to say come in.

“Tessa?”

I looked up from the papers and pulled my feet off the table. My stupidly tall heels hit the floor with a loud thwack. “Yes, Master Reeves?” I got onto my feet and placed my hands behind my back. Even though most of the men in the precinct treated me with a certain degree of respect, they were all my superiors. My masters.

“The boss wants to see you.” He looked at the pile of case files on the table and whistled. “Sorry to interrupt you while you’re having fun.” He laughed.

I rolled my eyes. “Yeah, I get all the fun cases. Is he in a good mood today?”

Reeves shrugged. “Could be worse. You might get out of there without bruises, but you’ll probably have to …”

“Yeah, I know.”

Reeves closed the door behind him. I walked over to the mirror on the wall. I was not there out of vanity, but rather as a necessary tool, an occasional savior. There were permanent scars on my back from one of the brutal whippings had I received when I had dared to walk into the boss's office on one of his bad days with a button undone on my uniform. There were no such punishments for the regular cops, but the slave detectives had strict rules to follow.

I brushed a loose strand of my red hair away from my rosy-cheeked face and blew a kiss at the gorgeous young woman staring back at me. The black uniform was too tight, by design, and the buttons struggled to contain my generous bosom. It’s a man’s world, I thought to myself as I adjusted the short pencil skirt and checked to see that the massive cleavage was as deep as the regulations specified. Though the outfit was a constant humiliation, a way to keep me in place, to underline my submission and my status, it did still represent my affiliation with the Agency.

“A slave to be feared,” I whispered to myself and stepped out from the relative peace of my office and into the fray of the precinct. The sound of my hard heels echoed in the depressingly gray hallways and joined the cries of helpless slaves and the chatter of policemen in a dissonant choir of misery and ruined lives. Empty eyes stared through me as I walked the hallways; rows of slave girls, some naked, some dressed in the manner of kinky, revealing outfits their master had likely made them wear right before their failed escape attempt, sat handcuffed behind their backs on the uncomfortable benches. Their collars were chained to the wall, keeping them in place while they waited for their fate to be decided, helpless to resist the cruel hand of justice.

I believed in the system. Believed that these girls were trying to upset the natural order of things. Don’t they see that the submissive life is easier? I scoffed at them, ignored their pleas for help when they saw my collar and uniform. I had put countless escaped slaves in this exact situation before, I was good at my job, and I was not going to let their miserable whimpers affect my record.

I walked past the room called “Departmental Disciplining” and paused for a moment. The red light was on, meaning that the room was occupied. The heavy steel door did much to quell the sounds from inside, but the faint screams of a woman being punished could be heard. Sounds like Jennifer. I guess she didn’t find that slave that escaped in the suburbs, I thought to myself with a frown. The slaves working at the Agency were subjected to harsh punishments if they failed to bring in a slave, which happened regularly, and though my back bore the marks of many such whippings, I did enjoy the pain. It turned me on. Reminded me of my purpose. Part of me longed to trade places with her, to feel the heavy shackles digging into my wrists as they carried my naked body, feeling my feet dangle a few inches above the floor while the whip licked my back. I could feel myself getting wet just from thinking about it, and I had to wrestle myself away from Jennifer’s cries and proceed toward the boss’s office in the back.

“About bloody time,” he sneered when I opened the door. The drapes were shut, leaving the large office looking like a dungeon, not least because of the pillory in the corner, the whips on the wall, and the rows of chains and shackles carelessly strewn across a table near the door. I barely noticed the unsettling décor anymore; after all, it fit the man behind the massive desk. Captain Welles was not a pleasant man, nor did he make any attempt to be. Every day, he signed papers dooming girls to the labor camps or other harsh punishments, and a man in his position was not hired for his compassion. The gray hair was short and so was the beard, but the steel-gray eyes had lost none of the focus and vigor of youth. He was a determined man. Determined and ruthless, like a hungry predator. He did not look up from his computer when I entered, he merely gestured at the table of restraints near the door.

I grabbed a pair of hinged cuffs and got on my knees before cuffing my hands behind my back. The Captain has made it mandatory for slaves that came to see him, though I had no idea if it was out of fear of being attacked or just because he preferred his slaves chained.

“You wanted to see me, Master Welles?” I always felt a surge of anxiety and trepidation when I knelt in front of the Captain, and today was no different. Had I failed to hand in my case files on time? Had I botched a case? I had only ever tried being sent to the disciplining room, but I had heard rumors that Agency slaves who underperformed tended to disappear. There were even rumors of deep, terrifying dungeons beneath the old buildings, beneath the thousands of holding cells that contained runaway slaves and imprisoned people that had tried to overthrow the system.

“I’ve got a case for you, Tessa.” He still did not look up from his computer.

I breathed a sigh of relief. “What is it, Master?”

“It’s a little … sensitive.”

The handcuffs suddenly felt tighter. “Sensitive?” ‘Sensitive’ meant hard. Hard meant a bigger risk of not closing the case. Not closing the case could be hazardous to my health.

“Runaway slave …”

So?

“… from the Fawlton family …”

Fuck.

He finally looked up. “I don’t need to tell you that this needs to be sorted. Fast.”

I nodded. A cold bead of sweat trickled down the back of my neck. Eric Fawlton was the most powerful man in the city. In the country. I did not know whether to be flattered that the Captain had chosen me for the job, or whether he just wanted to be able to throw me under the bus if the slightest thing went wrong.

“Go there as soon as we’re done here.” The Captain got up from his chair; the tall, broad body looked menacing in the dim light. “If you blow this, Fawlton will likely want his hands on you, and I won’t hesitate to hand you over.”

“I understand, Master.”

He walked around the desk and stood in front of me. He unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants. The meeting was now over, and it was time to handle the other part of my duties. Those handcuffs would not come off until my master was satisfied. I took the thick, flaccid cock in my mouth and let my tongue massage the underside with experienced efficiency. Ever since I was assigned to the Agency, I had given blowjobs every day to Agency officers or the boss, and over time, I had found what made each man tick.

The Captain liked teeth. I gently scraped them against his sensitive skin and felt him grow in my mouth. The training that all women received when they turned 18 had prepared me for this and conditioned me to enjoy it; with every thrust into my mouth, with every jab of his cock, I felt my own arousal increase.

Fuck, I do love being a slave.

The Captain seemed to enjoy my enthusiasm as well, and without a word, he grabbed hold of my long red hair and pulled me to my feet. A giant, black ballgag was pressed into my mouth, telling me that it was time for the final act and that any comments or sounds from me were unwelcome. He bent me over the desk and lifted my skirt, exposing my moist pussy.

Underwear was not allowed when on duty.

Nothing prevented his hard cock from entering me, and I squirmed as he filled me. I bit down on the gag; a drop of drool escaped me and landed on one of the countless case files on the desk, but the Captain did not seem to notice. Instead, he started violently thrusting into me, causing my hips to crash into the heavy desk.

It hurt wonderfully. Being fucked by the Captain was always a masochistic pleasure – his cock was huge, his thrusts brutal, and the pain and pleasure mixed into a potent cocktail. I was helpless to resist his power, and when he pushed deep inside me a few moments later to deliver his load, my hips were already bruised and battered. I felt horny as hell and made a mental note to finish myself off in the car toward my destination.

The Captain pulled out with a grunt and put his pants back on. “You’d better get going, slave,” he said in a cold, disinterested voice and sat down at the computer. “Dismissed.”

I awkwardly managed to open the door with my hands cuffed behind my back and left. It was not uncommon for our meetings to end this way, and now began my awkward, humiliating hunt for a sympathetic coworker willing to release me.

Both my colleagues and the arrested slaves stared at me as I left the office. I managed to pull my skirt down to cover my ass, but a few buttons had come undone on my shirt, causing one of my breasts to pop out, and an unflattering strand of drool hung from the gag as I sent pleading eyes to my grinning coworkers. If they wanted, they were well within their right to take advantage of my vulnerability. The horny part of me wished they would, but I had a job to do. And not a lot of time to do it.

“Over here, Tessa,” Officer Reeves said from across the room and ignored the smiling boos from a few of the men around him who wanted to see me suffer a little longer. He unlocked my handcuffs and tossed them on his desk. “You’ve got a little … you know … on your leg.”

I unbuckled the gag and massaged my jaw. “Yeah, I’m aware.” I grabbed a tissue from Reeves’ table and wiped the cum from my inner thigh. “Thanks, Master Reeves. I appreciate it.” I checked my watch and groaned. “Fuck, I gotta get going.”

“Can you get back in time for your curfew?” Reeves asked and leaned back against his desk.

“I think it’ll be fine, Master.” I sighed and buttoned my uniform. “Wish me luck. It’s at Eric Fawlton’s place.”

Reeves whistled and shook his head. “Damn … Well, good luck with that. If I don’t see you again, I’ll know why.”

The rain was still pouring when I pulled out of the Agency parking garage. The heavy drops created an unsettling rhythm as they pounded the roof, echoing the rapid heartbeat in my chest. It was the middle of the afternoon, but the dark cloud choked the sunlight, leaving the city looking like a depressed dystopia. The weather kept people off the streets, and the only sign of life I saw before leaving the inner city was a naked, cold, and shivering slave girl chained outside a store, likely waiting for her owner to return. It was not an uncommon sight.

Just another slave, I thought to myself. This was the fate of every woman the moment they turned 18. It was just the way of things and had been so for the last 35 years. I accelerated away from the miserable sight and onto the highway heading for the wealthy suburbs.

The mansion was located at the end of a long, impressive driveway. Eric Fawlton was not a modest man, judging by the massive, gilded statue in the middle of the front yard depicting him holding two kneeling slavegirls by their leashes.

“That’s tasteful,” I said to myself as I got out of the car. I pulled my trench coat in closer to me to shield me from the rain and hurried toward the door as fast as my heels would allow.

The doorbell rang with all the poise and occasion I had expected. I could not help but wonder how many months a worker in one of the factories would have to work to afford a doorbell like this; it was made from real gold, from what I could tell, and it had a nice heft to it. I could not help but press it again.

The door opened, and I was greeted by a pale young slavegirl in a revealing maid’s outfit. The tight outfit left nothing to the imagination, and the edge of a steel chastity belt could be glimpsed underneath the short skirt. “Yes?” She glanced at my collar, then the badge in my hand. “Oh … from the Agency, right?”

I nodded.

“Follow me. The Master is expecting you.”

It was not hard to keep up with the girl. Her heels were even taller than mine, and heavy shackles weighed down her ankles and wrists. I had spent my fair share of time in chains, but I appreciated the relative freedom given to me through my work.

“How is he? Your Master?”

The girl blushed and looked straight ahead as she walked. “He’s amazing. I’m truly blessed to have been bought by him.” The girl’s voice was monotone and robbed of emotion, but a nervous tick had appeared under her right eye.

“I see.” I knew that a slave like this would never dare speak ill of her master out of fear of reprisal, so I let the matter slide and instead gawked at the countless paintings of Eric Fawlton adorning the walls. He was a handsome man in his prime, with thick, black hair and a determined stare. In almost every painting, he was depicted with one or more slavegirls; in one, a slave acted as a footrest, and in another, a slave was being flogged while others watched.

Yes, he certainly seems amazing. I was not opposed to slavery or punishment, but though I accepted that a man had full reign over his slave’s body, I was not a fan of cruelty. And I could tell that I was not going to be a fan of Eric Fawlton.

The slavegirl led me deep into the mansion, past countless impressive dining rooms and living rooms, one more ostentatious than the other. She stopped in front of a heavy wooden door and knocked before opening it.

“Master?” The girl peeked inside, her voice trembling. “The … investigator from the Agency is here.”

“Send her in!” a cold voice sounded.

The girl nodded and gestured for me to enter. This was not a gaudy living room; it was a torture room. There were rules and regulations in place to ensure that slaves were not unnecessarily abused, but Eric Fawlton did not seem to care. A slavegirl hung from her wrists in the corner, seemingly unconscious, and the bloodied back of the girl currently locked in a pillory told me that Mr. Fawlton had not adhered to section 4c of “The Slave Welfare Act”, but I was not here to slap the cuffs on the most influential man in the country.

“They sent a slave?” Piercing blue eyes stared into my soul from the square-jawed, clean-shaven face. He snorted derisively and shook his head while he continued to fuck the woman in the pillory. His chiseled body glistened with sweat, and muted grunts escaped his thin lips. He looked like a god of vengeance, the peak of humanity.

I stood in front of the imposing man and placed my hand behind my back as was customary when addressing a man. “Yes, Master Fawlton. It is standard procedure in cases like this. I assure you that I am …”

“Who fucking cares?” He slowed down his fucking, ensuring that every thrust went in as deep as possible. The tormented girl seemed to appreciate the change of pace and let out a drawn-out moan. Though she was in pain, I recognized the sparkle of lust and desire in her eyes. “Just find the bitch so I can torture her to death.”

I felt a chill run down my spine. A slave forfeited the protections inherent in the law when she escaped, and though few masters would kill a slave since they were quite expensive, it was allowed. “That is your right.”

He looked at me. “Are you patronizing me?”

I shook my head and felt a lump form in my throat. “No, Master.”

I could tell that he considered placing me in one of the nefarious devices for a moment before seemingly letting the matter go. I breathed a sigh of relief when he returned his focus to the trapped slavegirl. “She shouldn’t be hard to find.”

“We have her picture on file, but what was she wearing when she escaped? It might help us find her faster.”

“The same type of maid uniform as the one worn by the slave that greeted you.” Fawlton started thrusting harder into the slave, causing the pillory to creak and complain under the strain. “She was … uuungh … tied in a reverse prayer position and gagged, I have no idea how she managed to get away from the estate like that.” He let out a loud groan as he came inside the slave.

“Maybe she had help?”

He pulled out of the girl and walked over to me. I could not help but get a little turned on at the sight of his massive cock. “If you find that any of my other slaves aided her escape, I want their names.” He put a finger through my collar’s O-ring and pulled me closer. “Feel free to interview the other slaves, but we’re done here. After you’ve licked my cock clean.”

“Master Fawlton, I belong to the Agency, I’m not …”

He bared his teeth in a wolf-like grin. “Do it. You don’t want to refuse a request from me.”

I sighed and got on my knees. Only members of the Agency or other government employees were allowed to use me, but this was not a discussion I was willing to have. Refusing this man would likely mean a trip to the dungeons or even the labor camps; he had a lot of connections. The cock glistened with the slavegirl’s juices as I took it in my mouth and sucked it clean. A few drops of cum landed on my tongue and sent a rush of arousal through my body. I was conditioned to react like that, and for a moment, I hoped that he would put me in the pillory and fuck me.

All in a day’s work.

I closed the door to the gruesome chamber behind me and wiped my chin. It was time to get to work. I had interviewed enough slaves to know that they only look at the floor when their master is nearby; when slaves are alone, they see everything.

Someone saw something, I thought to myself and looked at the printout from the slave database. The image of a busty, naked Asian woman called Sophia with frightened eyes gave me something to chase. I pulled out my trusty notebook and pencil and went hunting, like a predator trying to pick up a scent. And there was no shortage of sexy, shackled servants to choose from.

My first few interviews led me no closer to my target, and I could feel a growing frustration. The chance of finding an escaped slave lessened with every hour that passed, and as a slave, I was handicapped before I even got started.

The clock’s ticking. I stared nervously at my watch and looked at my useless notes. I needed a lead, and I needed it fast. As I stood there, in the middle of the gigantic lobby just inside the front door, hearing the crash of thunder and the sound of the massive torrents falling outside, I noticed a slavegirl cleaning in the corner. She kept half an eye on me, but the loud shackles on her wrists and ankles made her unable to escape my attention. My instincts told me that this girl knew something; it was visible in her posture and flickering eyes.

“Can I have a word with you?” I asked and walked across the marble floor.

The girl squirmed and seemed to shrink in front of me. “Y… Yes, Mistress.”

I stopped in front of her and tapped my nails on my collar. “I’m no mistress, as you can see. I work for the Agency, and I have a few questions about the escaped slave, Sophia.”

“I … I don’t know …”

“I think you do.” My eyes narrowed. “Give me the info I need, and I won’t tell your master that you did not come to him right away.” I leaned in over the girl and whispered: “I suspect he’d be pretty pissed if he heard that.”

The expressive green eyes shimmered with fear. “Please! Don’t! He’ll kill me!”

“Then speak.”

The girl looked around her to check if anyone was listening. “I … I heard a car leave. Like … really fast.” She pointed out the massive windows toward the other end of the yard, which was covered by a large, extended roof and hidden behind rows of bushes. “I was doing some garden work near there when I heard.”

The car could’ve been hidden behind the bushes. Any tracks might still be there …

The trenchcoat struggled to keep the rain out as I walked across the yard, but I had to inspect the spot the girl had pointed toward. The extended roof kept the rain away, and a set of wide tire marks were visible in the dirt. I squatted and let my fingers run across the tracks. Is that … moss? I smiled. The tracks told me that it was not a car, but a van I was looking for. A van that was recently parked in the woods outside the city.

I’ll have to wait to check it out, I thought and looked at my watch. Time to go home.

I got in the car and took a final look at the massive mansion. It stood against the thunder-filled clouds like a cathedral to capitalism, and I felt a certain sense of relief when I sped out of the driveway and onto the highway back into town.

I picked up my phone. “This is Tessa, slave agent 432-332. I need you to dig through some security footage …” I sighed. “Yes, I know. I’ll have to wait until tomorrow to look at it.”

It’s a privileged life I lead, I thought to myself as I parked the car outside the massive concrete building and hurried inside. The moment I escaped the rain, two heavy steel doors closed behind me, and I had to stop to catch my breath.

“Cutting it a little close, aren’t we?” A guard stood in front of me with a hand on his truncheon and smiled.

I nodded. “I know. I had a case on the other side of town. But I’m here, Master Williams.” I placed my hands behind my back and allowed the guard to lock a leash to my collar before following him into the nearby locker room. I took off my clothes, placing them along with all my possessions and my shoes in the locker with my name on it. A pleasant shiver ran down my spine as the familiar steel shackles were locked on my wrists and ankles.

“See you tomorrow,” Williams said and closed the steel door behind him. The sound of the lock was loud and metallic, a reminder that I was now imprisoned for the night. I sat down on my bed and massaged my calves; wearing tall heels all day was torturous, and I had walked further than I was used to.

Home sweet home. My cell was not large, but it was more luxurious than the conditions most slaves had to live in. I had my own bathroom and a TV, after all. I turned it on and lay down on the bed. I itched to continue the case, but there were no curfew exceptions, not even for the state-owned slaves that worked for the Agency. The rain kept pouring outside as I lay there, gently touching myself to relieve some of the pent-up frustration and arousal from the day. The news showed the familiar face of the benevolent leader who had just turned 70. A parade was shown with hundreds of chained slaves walking past the old man, the man who had slowly changed the laws ever since he came to power 40 years ago. Back then, the country had been plagued with crime, and the Leader was the one to suggest a radical solution: Give all men free access to women, and they would turn away from crime. Half the population had been turned into slaves overnight, and though it had had the intended effect, many still insisted that it was not worth the cost.

Humans are nothing if not adaptable, I thought to myself and smiled as I slid two fingers inside my pussy. I liked being chained. I enjoyed the hedonistic sex, the whippings (most of them), and being submissive. It was a simple life, a life of purpose. I knew that some men and women still married each other and lived lives akin to those that came before the big change, but the woman was still collared and submissive to her husband in those cases. I could not see the appeal, but I had been conditioned, educated, and trained to be a slave since birth.

The overly enthusiastic host on the news program bared his impossibly white teeth in a smile that failed to look genuine. “The Benevolent Leader is enjoying record approval ratings, and only a few mentally ill stragglers dare to oppose the ruler. In a short speech earlier today, the head of the security forces guaranteed that these rebels will soon be dealt with.”

As the TV turned away from the parade and onto other, more boring, news, I closed my eyes and tried to focus on the feel of my fingers inside me, on the sensation of my palm rubbing against my clit. The edge of my shackles scraped against my skin to the sound of rattling chains. The image of the slave in the pillory, moaning and begging for more as Eric Fawlton fucked her, fueled the fire within me, and it did not take long before I let out a gasp as a pleasant, but unremarkable, orgasm washed over me. I lay there for a while, staring at the ceiling before sighing and turning onto my side, listening to the clattering chains as I found a comfortable position and fell asleep.

I stared at the grainy image of a white van on the flickering monitor. A solid lead. I breathed a sigh of relief that I might not be sent to the darkest part of the dungeons for failing a high-profile case like this, at least not yet.

“I … I identified the woman driving as … as a runaway slave. She escaped a few months ago, but ag… ag… agents were never able to track her down.” Jason the I.T. guy held onto the edge of the table and bit his lower lip. He did not seem to be used to receiving a handjob when he briefed agents on what he had found.

“Thanks, Master Jason. I can work with that.” A squishing sound could be heard as my hand traveled up and down the lubricated, hard cock. “Do you want me to stop?”

“God, no!” He smiled. “I’m just not used to … I’m still new here.”

I like the inexperienced ones.

“You want something more?” I leaned in over him and started fondling his balls. Part of me just wanted to get out of the stuffy, dark room and get on with the case, but being on good terms with the I.T. department was never a bad idea.

He looked at me. “I can have … more?”

I nodded. “You’re my master, same as everyone else here.” I licked my upper lip seductively. “You can ask for anything you want.”

“Really?” His eyes glowed with lust and stared at the handcuffs in the pouch on my belt. “Can I cuff you?”

“Of course.”

“And gag you?”

“I’d love that.”

He frowned. “I … I don’t actually have a gag here.”

I removed my hand from his balls and found a large black ballgag in my jacket pocket. “I never leave the precinct without one. Good for muting escaped slaves. Do you want me to take my clothes off so you can fuck me?”

His cheeks began to blush. Jason looked like a kid who just won the lottery and realized that he could buy all the candy in the world. His lustful gaze made me feel appreciated, and I made a point of undressing slowly in front of him. There was always something special about my first time with a new employee at the Agency, and Jason seemed like a gentle soul. Then again, looks could be deceiving.

I took the gag from the table and looked him in the eye as I pressed the large ball into my mouth before tightening the strap around my head. I handed him the handcuffs and put my wrists together in front of him.

“Wow …” he said as his trembling hands locked the cuffs onto my wrists. He had clearly never done this before; he tightened the cuffs far more than needed, but I did not want to ruin the moment. Instead, I pushed him back into his desk chair and climbed on top of him, slowly lowering myself onto his towering erection. My cuffed hands rested on his chest as I began to ride him. He was the master, but I was in control. His face was locked in a contorted mask of lust and disbelief, and he soon started fondling my massive breasts, which only served to make the experience far more enjoyable for me.

Ride him till completion, then track down the van. I might be able to have the case closed by noon, I thought to myself as I bounded up and down on top of Jason.

Little by little, he started gaining confidence. His hand moved from my breast to my collar, pushing a finger through the O-ring and yanking it back and up, choking me slightly. It was not unpleasant, far from it, and I welcomed the added spice.

“Fuck … I’m … I’m already close,” he whimpered with a disappointed frown.

I nodded at him and rode him faster. Shortly after, I felt his load shoot into me. But he was not the only one who was close. I had already been fucked twice this morning by burly, testosterone-fueled officers, and I was not about to let this opportunity pass me by. The blissful expression on Jason’s face turned to discomfort, but he did not protest as I rode him until a delightful orgasm gripped my body. I stayed there, my pussy embracing his softening cock.

“T… thank you,” he groaned when I finally slid off him. He fumbled with the handcuff keys to release me for a minute before I lost patience and did it myself. “Can … can we do it again sometime?”

I removed the gag and wiped the drool off my chin. “They didn’t run over the perks of the job with you when you were hired?” I grabbed a tissue from a box on a nearby desk and wiped the cum off my inner thigh before putting my skirt back on. “You’re free to use any slave in the department whenever you please, though it is frowned upon to do so if they’re on urgent business on behalf of one of the higher-ups.” I closed the handcuffs and put them back in their holster. “When you want to fuck me, you can fuck me.”

“Wow … I mean … wow.”

I smiled. “A pretty sweet deal, yes?”

He nodded. “I can do … anything to you?”

I pulled the employee handbook from his shelf and threw it in his lap, onto his juice-soaked cock. “Read that. Then we’ll talk.” I checked my watch and tried to ignore the massive bruises left by the tight handcuffs. “I better get going.”

“But if I ordered you to stay, you’d have to?”

I raised an eyebrow. “Essentially, yes. But you’re not that kinda guy, are you, Master Jason?”

He shook his head and sighed. “No … no, I’m not.”

The rain had finally released its moist grasp on the city, but the clouds still loomed ominously above as I drove out of the city. Jason had used footage from the many surveillance cameras in and around the inner city to track the white van, and I was now convinced that it had sped off toward the dense forest just south of the city. It made sense; all the cities in the country crawled with security forces, Agency detectives, and police officers, leaving the labyrinthine forests and woods as the only refuge for escaped slaves and pitiful rebels.

I had hoped that Sophia, the escaped slave, would still be in the city, and I could feel my mood sink as the trees closed around me. Finding her here was going to be next to impossible, but I had no intention of stopping now. My fingers nervously fiddled with my collar as I drove deeper and deeper into the forest, checking every campsite and parking area I could find.

“Where is that fucking van?” I banged my hands against the steering wheel after inspecting yet another campsite and finding nothing but a few rowdy students who wanted to fuck me and a slave that had been chained to a tree as punishment. She insisted that I leave her be and that her master would return at dusk.

I looked at the map of the forest and stared nervously at my watch. I only had a few hours left, and I still needed to get back to my cell before curfew.

Then I saw it. A white van. Parked behind a cluster of trees, barely visible from the road. I parked the car and snuck closer.

I managed to wrestle open the door to the back of the vehicle, but I did not find any escaped slaves. A few pieces of cut rope greeted me from the dirty floor of the van, taunting me with their presence. They must be close, I thought to myself. There were no other tire tracks nearby, after all. I grabbed a flashlight from the back of my car and ventured into the forest that seemed to grow denser around me with every step. The soft soil was not made for high-heeled boots, and I tripped several times. Sharp branches scratched my bare legs, but I soon forgot my troubles when I heard voices. Voices and …

Screams?

The familiar sound of a whip hitting flesh traveled on the breeze. I considered running back to the car to radio for support; slave detectives were not allowed to carry weapons. All I had was a flashlight and a pair of handcuffs. Most escaped slaves came willingly when they were found, unwilling to risk the full might of the Agency, but something told me that this would not be that easy. And yet, I moved forward. I wanted verification before I sent a SWAT team into the forest.

The sun was beginning to set when I reached a small clearing. Several tents were erected around a fire, and dozens of lanterns hung from the trees to illuminate the camp. I could see several women, all of them collared, and a few men. At first, it did not look like anything out of the ordinary until the light from the fire reflected on the metal of a rifle standing next to one of the men sitting nearby.

Fuck … rebels. I had to get back. I had to report it. But before I had the chance, someone grabbed me from behind and pulled me to the ground.

“What do we have here?” a woman’s voice sounded.

Hands held me down, and despite my struggles, I could not wrestle myself free.

“Fuck, Gemma, she’s with the Agency!” another voice sounded. “They know where we are!”

A tall woman came into view. The last rays of the sun peeked through the canopy and made her steel collar glisten orange. “Maybe not. Cuff her and bring her into the camp, we’ll interrogate her and see what she knows.”

Damn, you’re in trouble now, Tessa. For the first time in years, I did not enjoy the feeling of cold, sharp steel snapping shut around my wrists.

Scared and skeptical eyes stared at me as I was led through the camp. I recognized a few faces from the wanted posters hanging around the precinct, but I suspected that these people would not allow me to return to my boss to share my newfound knowledge. The two women holding my arms pushed me inside a large tent at the center of the camp, and I let out a surprised gasp when we entered.

There, bent over a table in the middle of the room, was Sophia. My target. My prey. Her wrists were handcuffed and attached to one end of the table while her legs were tied to the table legs at the other end. A massive ballgag filled her mouth, and a man was balls-deep in her pussy, pulling a leash connected to her collar. Her loud moans filled the tent, but neither of the two naked people seemed to notice my presence at first. The whole experience gave me an odd sense of déjà vu after the visit to Fawlton’s manor the day before, but something was different here. While the girl in the pillory yesterday had seemed to garner some enjoyment from the torturous sex, Sophia’s face was blissful, her eyes smiling with joy and arousal. Her body writhed in tandem with the powerful thrusts from the man behind her, and her moans had none of the fear or terror that I had expected.

She was loving it. A lot.

“What is it, Gemma?” the man asked without stopping.

The woman to my left, a short-haired blonde, cleared her throat. “We captured this Agency detective spying near the camp. We might be in trouble.”

The man stopped and looked at me with narrow eyes. “Trouble, huh?” He pulled out and gently stroked Sophia’s exposed buttocks. He removed her gag and untied her legs. “I don’t like the sound of that. Are you here for Sophia?”

I nodded. There was no reason to lie. “I am.”

Sophia glanced nervously at the man when he released her handcuffs from the table and helped her to her feet. “Don’t let her take me, Victor.”

He kissed her on the lips. “I wouldn’t dream of it.” His gray, intelligent eyes looked at me again. “I assume that you wouldn’t just return to your superior and say you didn’t find anything?”

“You’re rebels,” I said, clenching my fists. “You’re enemies of the state.”

“That we are.” Victor sighed. “But you should consider if the state even works at this point. Women don’t deserve to be slaves.” He pulled Sophia closer. “Sophia is a free woman.”

“She’s handcuffed.”

“Because I choose to be,” Sophia said with a frown. “I love him. I’ve loved him for years, but Fawlton bought me before Victor could.”

Victor kissed her on the forehead. “Gemma, I doubt this detective has had a chance to tell anyone about our location. But they’ll start looking for her when she doesn’t return tonight.” He sighed. “But maybe this is the break we’ve been waiting for.”

Gemma smiled. “You want me to … deprogram her?”

He nodded. “Yes. Put her in the chair.”

The next few days were a blur. I was stripped naked and strapped to a chair with electrodes on my breasts and wires connected to a metal dildo in my pussy. At first, I thought they wanted to interrogate me, but their plans were far more nefarious. The woman Gemma began to challenge my beliefs, shocking me every time I insisted that the Benevolent Leader had our best interests at heart. Again and again, she told me about the atrocities committed by security forces and how other countries thrived due to women there being free.

She was relentless. I was strapped to the chair for hours on end, but it was not the pain that started gnawing at my defenses. It was the arousal. The shocks were not harsh enough to constitute torture; instead, the jabs of pain created a steady stream of pleasure in my body. Gemma would lean in over me, whispering unpleasant truths in my ear while she rubbed my clit, but she never let me come. For days, I was forced to walk the edge, never being allowed release, and at night, they made sure to keep my hands firmly restrained to prevent me from pleasuring myself.

Don’t … let them … get to you, I told myself, but as the days passed, the conditioning and training that had ensured my unquestioning obedience to the Agency and the Benevolent Leader began to falter. My counterarguments sounded hollow and false in my head, and it was as if a veil began to lift. As I swam in a sea of frustration and lust, the system that I had protected and believed in began to smell rotten and decrepit.

“Do you see it now?” Gemma asked. She stood in front of me with her arms crossed. A warm sun turned the small tent into a hot furnace. Sweat poured from Gemma’s body, but she did not flinch.

I had to nod. My body trembled from exhaustion, lack of sleep, and lust. “I … I see it. It’s all … fucked up.” I had a bitter taste in my mouth as I thought of all the escaped slaves I had helped condemn. “All those slaves … I …”

“You didn’t know.” Gemma let a soft finger run up my inner thigh. “How could you have? I don’t blame you.” The finger started rubbing my clit. Every movement felt like a tidal wave of sexual energy. “Do you want to help us?”

“I do …” I bit my lower lip. “Just … please … let me come.”

She did not stop pleasuring me, and I soon screamed at the top of my lungs as a violent orgasm shook my body. My body strained against the straps holding me, and the chair creaked, threatening to break under the pressure. The climax was a release, a cleansing, and I knew that there was no going back to how things used to be. I sobbed as Gemma removed the clamps and wires, and when I fell to my knees after being released, she knelt next to me and hugged me.

“Welcome to the Resistance,” she said and kissed me.

The plan had seemed so simple, but now that we neared the precinct, all alarm bells in my body were going off in a cacophonous ouverture. I could feel a bead of sweat trickle down the back of my neck as I parked the car outside the entrance and stared up at the monolithic, gray structure. I wanted to run, to turn back, but I could not. I had to put things right, or at least attempt to.

“Nervous?” Sophia asked and smiled at me from the passenger seat.

I nodded and fiddled with my collar. “Aren’t you?”

“Of course, I am. If this fails, I’m going back to Master Fawlton.” Her face contorted as if she had just tasted something bitter. “And that won’t be pleasant. But we have to try, Tessa.”

“I know.” I sighed. “Let’s go.”

We got out of the car. I attached a leash to Sophia’s collar and gagged her. Her wrists and ankles were secured by heavy shackles, and she did not have to feign helplessness as I dragged her inside.

Several of my colleagues stopped what they were doing and turned to stare at me as I led the naked and chained Sophia inside. Reeves walked toward us with a concerned frown on his handsome face.

“What the fuck, Tessa?” he said and pulled me aside. “Where have you been? Everyone thinks you ran away, you’re lucky no one here has arrested you yet!”

I did my best to stay calm, but my heart pounded like a drum in my chest. “I’m here now, aren’t I, Master Reeves? And with Fawlton’s runaway in tow, even.” I yanked Sophia’s chain, getting a groan in return. “My radio hasn’t been working, and I’ve been far into the woods, tracking her. I’ll report everything to the boss as soon as I’ve put this one in a cell, then I’ll face any punishments that might be coming my way.”

Reeves did not push the issue further, and I breathed a sigh of relief when the elevator closed behind us a few minutes later and we started our descent into the depths beneath the precinct.

“It’s going to work,” Sophia said when I removed her gag. “Trust me.”

An hour later, the two of us stood in my boss’s office and watched the chaos unfold beneath us. Sophia and I had managed to overpower the guard overlooking the countless cells beneath the precinct, and now the streets swarmed with escaped rebels and slaves. The security forces and Agency officers had run away when they had been faced with the furious mob, and the crowd was now armed to the teeth after picking the armory clean.

“That is how you start a revolution,” Sophia said and smiled. She was no longer restrained, and her naked body shivered, but I could not tell if it was from excitement or cold.

“We did our part. Now what?” I said and sighed. The uniform felt uncomfortable, and I wanted to get out of the precinct.

“We celebrate,” a voice sounded behind us. Victor entered the room with a rifle in his hand and a smile on his face. “I think you two have earned it.”

Sophia ran over to him and hugged him. “You’re alright?”

He nodded. “There hasn’t been any resistance, not yet.” He looked at me. “What do you say, Tessa? Wanna have some fun with us while society crumbles beneath us?”

“Why not? I’m pretty sure I’m out of a job, so I don’t have anywhere else I need to be.” I paused. What was I going to do now? All I knew was how to be a slave. And even though I no longer supported the system, I could not imagine living any other way. “I … I’m not sure what to do now …”

Sophia smiled at me. “Why don’t you submit to Victor for now, then we’ll figure it out later?”

I nodded. “That sounds good.”

“Then undress, slave,” Victor said with a grin.

It felt good to obey Victor. He was a handsome man, and taking orders was a welcome respite from the chaos in my mind and outside. As the uniform fell to the floor, I knew in my heart that I would never wear it again. My entire body tingled as he cuffed my hands behind my back. This will be fun.

He pushed me toward a large window placed in a deep recess in the wall with plenty of room for me, and a surge of adrenaline hit me as I stared down at the streets below and the chaos unfolding. Victor stepped onto a chair and locked the end of a long chain to a mounting point above me. He got down and forced me to lean forward. He pulled my cuffed wrists upward as far as they could go until they were almost vertical. He then locked them to the chain from the curtain rod, leaving me in a brutal strappado.

“It hurts,” I said, but I was greeted with a stinging slap to my ass in return. “It feels good. I like it.”

“Enjoy it.” Victor tied my hair together with a thin leather strap and pulled it, forcing me to look up and out at the streets and the office buildings. He then tied the strap to the chain. It caused the already tight collar to press on my neck, and the resulting choking sensation made me tremble with lust.

God, this is hot. The predicament was made more insufferable when nipple clamps were added to my hanging breasts. Bless the Captain and his collection of toys.

I could feel Victor’s hands on my hips, and through all the pain and discomfort, I just hoped he would enter me with his cock. Sophia appeared before me; she was beautiful, and thick shackles once again adorned her slender wrists. She kissed me while her shackled hands fondled my clamped breasts.

My body sizzled with excitement as I felt a finger rub against the outside of my pussy. It was tender and pleasant.

A finger entered.

Then another.

And another.

I began to moan as Victor fingered me. His meticulous, slow pace was a stark contrast to my view of a rioting city as a tidal wave of angry slaves and rebels crashed through the streets. My chains rattled, my breath quickened, and the whole experience seemed surreal, but reality came crashing back in a vivid way when Victor started slapping my clamped breast. His fingers evicted themselves from my pussy, and the pleasure was replaced by pain. The pain was immense. Then his slaps moved onto my pussy.

It was amazing. The pain mixed with the tender pleasure from Sophia’s tongue in my mouth.

Then Victor started using a nine-tailed, knotted flogger.

I wanted to scream when the knotted ends hit my pussy. The pain reminded me of some of the punishments I had received in the past. It was blinding, visceral, and intoxicating. Everything seemed to join together – the chaos, the intense position, the pain, the kissing – all formed an explosive cocktail, and my brain entered a primal, submissive state. All thoughts of my uncertain future and indeed the future of the country vanished. The only thing that mattered was the pain and the pleasure.

When the whipping finally stopped, my pussy was on fire. Tears streamed from my eyes, and I did not even notice Victor taking his pants off at first.

“Warm me up for our new friend, my love,” he said and stepped in front of me.

Sophia wrestled her mouth away from my lips and enthusiastically sucked her lover’s cock in front of me. Her eyes shimmered with affection, and the sight filled me with warmth and a fragile hope that I might someday make a similar connection. I watched Victor’s cock grow and harden, and I became wet just from watching them.

When he finally moved behind me, my body was tense with anticipation. Sophia smiled at me as I felt the tip of his cock rub against me, and my pussy exploded in pain and intense lust when he entered. His cock hardened and grew even more within me with every push. At that moment, I still felt like a slave, a slave to him and his cock. I wondered for a second if he would take me, keep me, own me – if this was what it meant to be a slave to Victor, I did not want freedom.

The chains rattled and squeaked with every thrust, driving me further and further into oblivion. Sophia moved in under me and removed the nipple clamps so she could lick my nipples while her soft fingers rubbed my clit.

God, this is incredible!

I could feel that he was close, and so was I. Underneath me, I could hear Sophia rubbing herself as well, likely extending the chain between her wrists to its maximum to pleasure us both.

Then I felt it. Victor’s cum filled me as he pushed deeper inside, letting out a groan of pleasure and relief. He stayed there, allowing my body to soak the last few ounces of pleasure from his cock’s presence before Sophia’s cunning hands sent me over the edge.

I screamed. Screamed with joy and relief. Below me, freed slaves embraced each other while cruel masters were beaten in the street, but I barely noticed any of it. My body shook and trembled with lust as I squirted violently onto Victor’s cock, soaking the floor of my former captain’s office.

He pulled out. I could hear him chuckle to himself behind me. “That was delightful,” he said.

Sophia crawled out from beneath me. “That it was.” She let her finger run across my shivering buttock. I could feel the cold chain from her shackles against my skin. “What do we do with Tessa now?”

“You want to punish her?”

What?

“She did work for the Agency. How many slaves did she help capture? How many have worked themselves to death in the labor camps because of her?”

“Wait!” I struggled against my chains, but it was hopeless. “I … I didn’t have a choice, I …”

The two appeared in front of me, laughing.

“We’re just kidding,” Victor said and kissed me on the cheek. He unlocked my handcuffs from the ceiling chain and removed the leather strap holding my hair. “Do you have somewhere to go?”

I suddenly felt empty and without purpose. “N… no. Nowhere. My entire adult life has been spent here or in my cell.”

Sophia smiled. “Do you want to come with us?”

I nodded. “If you’ll have me.”

“I’m sure we can make room.” Victor unlocked my handcuffs.

I massaged my sore wrists and smiled. “Thank you. But … I’m not quite ready for freedom yet, I think. Do you … do you mind if I call you ‘Master’ for now? And … do you mind … if I submit to you?”

“Not at all. I’m against forced slavery, not the voluntary kind.” He looked at Sophia. “If it is alright with my love.”

“I don’t mind.” She rattled her chains. “If I get to have some fun with her as well sometimes.”

THE END
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Corporate Punishment

Emily is shocked when she finds that her workplace has a dungeon beneath the marble floors. She is just as shocked to fall in love with the beautiful woman charged with punishing her.

Tales from the Dungeon

Erica loves her job as a warden and torturer, punishing the gorgeous women and men sent through the facility. Collection of six connected short stories.

Bound for Detention

Anna is sent to detention where she is dominated by Mrs. Hope, her hot teacher.

There are a lot more stories to be found here
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Thank you for reading. I hope you will follow the links above to read some of my other stories – most are BDSM-themed. If you want to know about new releases, follow me on Twitter or Instagram. Check out my Patreon if you like handcuffs, shackles, and/or wristwatches(!). I also offer custom short stories on Fiverr.

Love, Jessica
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