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		Tyres bit into loose gravel and the engine’s full, throaty growl became a furious roar of sheer power. The roads in these parts petered off at the edges into crumbs of dirt and gravel. There was no sense in curbing them, but that didn’t stop Bradley Sullivan from pushing his car to the limit around each and every bend. Hundreds of miles of frayed asphalt and dirt lay ahead of his vehicle, lined by dense rows of trees. Nobody to stop him from squealing his car tyres along the bright, empty roads on this night. Not that anybody would dare to stop him from living his best life. He owned half the land in the county; therefore, he owned the county. Brad smiled to himself and eased the pedal to the floor, watching the surrounding wilderness whip past his windows in a continuous grey blur. What a rush.

		Daytime drinking always left Brad with a niggling headache, and today was no exception. Thankfully, this was the best cure: driving fast with the top down and letting cold air yank the hangover out of his head. No music, no conversation, not even a business call setting up the next lunch appointment. This was true living. One man, one machine, and a hundred miles of barren road to use as his personal racetrack. The engine roared. The wind howled. Brad smiled again.

		The road opened into a three-mile stretch, an arrow cut straight through the fields, giving eventually onto a meandering course of gradual curves which, in the right hands, could be taken in 5th with barely a drop in speed. It was known locally as the strip, and had since anyone could remember, been used by local jocks and petrol heads to settle old scores, and chalk up new ones in drag-racing and the like. Brad could navigate these turns in his sleep and took plenty of pride in holding his foot steady on the accelerator, never once touching the brake pedal. A lesser driver would cower in fear at those turns, dropping down a gear or two, but not Brad. He didn’t just own these roads; he owned this whole town.

		Metaphorically speaking, of course.

		Brad squeezed the steering wheel of his latest ride – a beautiful burnt-orange sports car with leather seats, plated rims, and a personalised plate reading, B355I3 – and pumped the gas even harder. He accelerated smoothly from a short chicane, recalling the sights and smells of those teenaged contests. Petrol and leather, engine smoke in headlights, adrenaline and glory. He smiled silently and changed up the music. His car was bigger now, but the rush was still there.

		Isolated houses dotted the bends, populated by rednecks whose feral kids swung from ancient branches of miserable trees while paintwork peeled and trucks lay rusting on weed-broken dirt drives. Even in the late afternoon sun, Brad could make out the hand written arrogance of the warning signs they painted, as if they owned the road, ‘Slow! Children Playing!’. They barely paid taxes for Christ’s sake. If anyone owned the road, it was Bradley Sullivan the Third. Brad snorted and pumped the gas again.

		“Fuck ‘em!” He almost snarled the words as his powerful engine thundered past the quiet shacks, spitting up fallen leaves and dust and gravel in its wake.

		A fringe of trees shaded a low hump, over the creek. Brad took it at speed, savouring the lurch as his stomach took flight with the car. It was darker down by the creek, and with the sun sinking behind him, his display briefly flicked to night mode, triggering the satisfying lights and gauges which peppered the dash. It was then that he noticed the lights. Red and blue. Flashing in his rear-view mirror.

		He blinked.

		Cops? Here?

		He almost laughed.

		The cop car must have been idling in the gloom of a short nook next to the creek. Brad knew it well from younger years spent making-out and smoking weed. It was the perfect place to hide from the road, without getting too far off the beaten track. He cursed silently, keeping his eyes on the road ahead. There was plenty of tarmac still to go before the strip. If he put his foot on the gas, he’d lose the cop car in less than a minute... But, no. His burnt-orange, top-down sports car was distinctive and known throughout town. He might get away from the cop today but they would surely find him tomorrow. And they’d make him pay some kind of stupid fine. He might wield a stunning amount of power in this community, but the cops still upheld the law – even to a guy like him.

		Brad took his foot off the pedal and allowed his car to begin decelerating. He glanced at the mirror again and watched the cop car draw closer, details popping into focus beneath the flickering red-and-blue lights. Black bonnet. White doors. He knew the sides of the vehicle would be painted with the county livery. The face of his pursuer was still hidden from view behind the tinted windshield, but Brad could imagine the cop was some old has-been looking to try and take him down a peg. Another smile lit up Brad’s stubbled-dashed face. This ought to be fun. He always loved watching someone’s face when he reminded them who he was and what he owned. Everyone in this town owed him something. Everyone had a relative who relied on Brad. He was untouchable. Hell, his family practically paid for the force round here. Brad himself had personally bank-rolled the mayor’s last three re-elections. The police around here owed him, and there were obvious perks which came with that kind of debt. The most obvious being, a free pass on traffic offences and a license to speed. Hell, his car was new but they should all know to turn a blind eye by now.

		Brad eyed the advancing lights and eased the brake pedal to the floor, until his hulking machine came to a rest, the engine purring in frustration. It was almost criminal to stop a car like this when it was sailing along so smoothly. He’d make the cop apologise to the car, just for the fun of it.

		The cop car rolled to a stop behind him and the door opened. Brad angled the mirror and checked his teeth. He smelled his breath to make sure it didn’t have the aroma of liquor. He placed his wallet on the passenger seat, ready flash his license and shut this bozo down. How should he play this, he wondered. Should he be confrontational and angry? Maybe he could act cool and calm and allow this cop to think he had the upper hand, before springing his trap. So many possibilities. He stared ahead through the windshield and listened to the pleasant, distant sound of chittering birds and the crunch of footsteps as the unfortunate fool approached. He waited until the cop was alongside the window, then glanced over with a bored expression.

		“Is there a problem officer?”

		The cop did not react. Brad squinted, trying to see who it was, but the sun seemed to peer through the trees from behind the cop’s shoulder. The figure standing behind his car looked fairly short and thin, but the features were presented in silhouette. He could see dark sunglasses and a wide-brimmed hat above the deep brown county sheriff uniform. Brad couldn’t tell which law enforcement bozo had pulled him over, but the cop’s nonplussed reaction sparked a tiny flicker of anger inside his chest.

		“Do you know who I am boy? You’re obviously very new or very stupid. Potentially both.”

		The cop glanced up and down the road, as though wondering to whom Brad was speaking in that tone. Brad’s eyes flicked down the cop’s body and saw the name badge – but also something else. The plain brown uniform tented out at the chest and pulled taut down toward the waist. The cop was a woman.

		That thought sent a ripple of excitement through him. He glanced at her badge again – Officer T Blaire, it read – but also allowed his eyes to settle on her chest. She had a cute pair of tits. Maybe a C-cup, if he had to guess. Nice. Very nice. Firm and perky. This Blaire chick seemed young. He didn’t recognize the name, but he was certain that she would know his.

		“I’m gonna pretend I didn’t hear that.” Blaire’s voice was icy and her jaw was set. She pulled down her sunglasses with one finger and looked Brad dead in the eyes. “We’re gonna start over, you hear me?”

		Brad shrugged. Whatever. He just wanted to get this over with. The strip was barely two miles up ahead and he was desperate to race along those curves.

		Speaking of curves...

		Brad leaned back in his seat and gave Blaire a long, lecherous smile, letting his eyes drift up and down her body. Tight. Toned. Firm. Brad had to assume that she was a wildcat in the sack. Maybe after he set her right, Blaire would be down to make it up to him.

		“Bessie, is it?” Blaire nodded down at the car. “Least, that’s what the plate says. B355I3. Bessie.”

		Most people viewed this vehicle with awe and respect, but not her. The cop’s soft pink lips curled downwards in distaste. That expression irritated Brad. This car cost more than she would make on a cop’s salary. She’d be lucky to see the inside of it – with her clothes on, anyway.

		“Yeah.” Brad gave a rich chuckle, burying his annoyance. He’d teach this uppity little bitch a thing or two about respect. “I like to name my cars after girls. That way I can say their names when the engine purrs. This one is named after the wife of a business partner. She’s got red hair and makes almost as much noise, you get me?”

		Blaire didn’t react, but her nose wrinkled for a fraction of a second. Brad liked that little flicker of disgust. It meant that he could push her buttons. That would make it all the more fun to knock her down a peg or two. He smiled to himself and trailed over the dashboard in a seductive manner, recalling his previous encounters with the real Bessie. Her flaming red hair. The equally red triangle of hair at her mound. The sounds she made in the heat of climax. The way she begged Brad not to fire her husband as he pumped her to the edge of orgasm. God, what a woman. He’d had to swing by her place again this afternoon for another roll in the hay.

		Each one of Brad’s five cars had a personalised plate, all named for one of his many conquests. Aside from Bessie, there was 5U5AN, a black Porsche, named for the town’s chocolate-skinned realtor, who he’d fucked in an investment property they were looking at; DE80RAH a yellow Jeep which took its name from a top heavy blonde with close cropped hair and the tightest pussy he had ever ravaged; GYM BUNN1, a sporty little Audi he’d bought to celebrate the conquest of one of his tenants who worked as a fitness trainer but needed Brad to work out a special ‘payment’ plan when she fell behind on her rent; and of course TRAC1, the one who got away. She hadn’t in fact ‘got away’ but after Brad won a bet to deflower the plain young woman, she had moved away rather than face the daily cat-calls and humiliation at the hands of Brad and his buddies. Yes, Traci was the one Brad enjoyed driving the most. She was a beautiful sports car with a pale blue chrome finish that resembled the blue of the woman’s eyes. Every time he slipped into their expertly-crafted seats, he remembered the women and smiled to himself. Life was good to Bradley Sullivan the Third.

		“License and registration.” The cop snapped her fingers, bringing Brad back to earth.

		He frowned at her. Did this little bitch just snap her fingers? At him, of all people? As though he was some kind of common waiter? Another flicker of anger rose up in his chest, but he quashed it. The more she annoyed him, the more he would enjoy turning the tables on her. Maybe he’d buy a new car next week and name it BL4IR3 so everyone in town would know that he had fucked her.

		Brad snatched up his wallet and tossed it to the cop. She snatched it out of the air but made no attempt to open it or check his documents. The sun still peeked over her shoulder, forcing Brad to squint.

		“Well?” He snapped his fingers at her this time. “Come on, some of us has places to be, babe.”

		Even though Blaire’s face was in silhouette, he could see one eyebrow raise. She sucked in her cheeks and took a step to the side, jabbing one finger at the floor.

		“Step out of the car please, sir.”

		“You’re fucking kidding me.”

		Instead of answering, she snapped her fingers again. Brad chewed on the inside of his cheek in silent, bitter irritation for a moment, then sighed. He unclipped his belt, popped the door open, and climbed out of the car, squaring up to the cop without a hint of respect. She was shorter than him, but didn’t back down. If anything, she seemed amused by his posturing.

		Now Brad could see Blaire more clearly. She wasn’t just cute or attractive. She was breath-taking. The uniform seemed to cling to her body in such a way that it accentuated her hips and bust and drew the eye to her slender waist. The fabric of the shirt gripped those cute C-cups, the button just begging to be tugged open to release her breasts. Her gun belt hung at the waist, sweeping into fine broad hips and an ass displayed in tight tan cloth to full peachy effect. Her hair was restrained beneath a wide-brimmed police hat but a few strands of long auburn hair escaped, to tickle her features and tease the onlooker. A hint of what lay beneath.

		Brad had always loved auburn, and wondered idly if the officer’s collars and cuffs matched, or if she had turned to the bottle to achieve her eye-catching coloration. The image of a well-trimmed tuft of hair, topping her cleft drifted, unbidden, to mind. This, he considered, was an officer he could really enjoy working with... or on... or behind.

		As he gazed at Blaire, she eyed him in return, sizing him up. She noted his business pants, sneakers, and plain white button-up shirt. There didn’t seem to be anything remarkable about this man.

		“Do you know who I am?” Brad sneered at her, his voice dripping with venom. “Open up that wallet and take a look. I’ll wait. Then we can talk about your apology.”

		Blaire slid one finger along the fold of Brad’s wallet and gently flicked it open. To Brad’s adrenaline-crazed mind, the gesture seemed strangely enticing, even borderline erotic. She selected his driver’s license and clicked her tongue.

		“Sullivan, Bradley.” Blaire looked straight into Brad’s eyes. “Is that supposed to impress me?”

		He scoffed with disbelief. Was she fucking with him or was she just that stupid?

		Blaire held the wallet out. Brad extended a hand to take it, but Blaire dropped the wallet on the ground. It thumped to the dry earth, kicking up a little cloud of chalky dust.

		“Whoops.” But her face and tone didn’t have a trace of embarrassment or sorrow.

		He stared at his fallen wallet for a moment, then glared at his opponent. Apparently, she wanted to play hardball. That was fine with him. Lots of women had tried that tactic – Bessie included. It always ended the same way; with him cumming over their faces. He was going to enjoy breaking her.

		Brad bent down and snatched his wallet from the floor, pausing to dust it off and let his eyes wander over the cop’s legs. She had a hell of a figure. Strong legs. A good runner. Her boots almost gleamed with polish. He preferred his women in heels, but the swelling bulge in his groin indicated that boots would work just fine, this one time. He straightened up again, tossed the wallet into the car, and smirked at Blaire, daring her to do something about his wandering eye. A tiny crease of disapproval appeared in her brow.

		“So, Sullivan-comma-Bradley, any idea what speed you were doing back there?” Her voice held a tough, determined tone. She was really trying to throw the book at him, wasn’t she?

		He shrugged and said, “Sometimes it’s hard to tell when I’m riding Bessie like that. Maybe it was sixty-five?”

		“Care to take another guess?”

		“Nope.” Brad punctuated the negative with another string of his trade mark phlegm, allowing it to fall slowly to the dust between them.

		“That’s how it’s going to be, is it?”

		He shrugged again. This little bitch was going to have to work for her ticket. And he was going to make her regret every second of this encounter later. Deep in the back of his mind, he was already picturing her bending over the hood of Bessie, moaning about how sorry she was as he pumped her tight little cunt. He stared at his distorted reflection in her dark sunglasses, wondering what colour her eyes were. Brown, maybe. That would suit her auburn hair.

		Blaire reached into a hip pocket and produced a notebook. She flipped it open and plucked a concealed pen, tapping at the page with the nib.

		“Eighty-five. Almost ninety when I clocked you.”

		He raised his eyebrows and nodded, trying not to look too smug. That was a good speed in these parts. Not quite a personal best, but close. He pretended to glance at the notebook in Blaire’s hands, but really his gaze drifted beyond, to taut tent at her chest. There were two noticeable protrusions beneath the brown fabric. Her nipples. This little bitch wasn’t wearing a bra.

		The swelling in Brad’s groin grew even larger. If this cop didn’t empty his balls by the side of the road, he’d definitely need to pay a visit to one of his usual sluts.

		“Anything to say in your defence?”

		“Yeah. The dealer said I could easily hit a hundred on the straight. I’ve been swindled. How do I report him for fraud?”

		Blaire clicked her tongue and scribbled a note on the pad, reading aloud as she wrote. “Suspect became belligerent and hostile when questioned.”

		“Hostile?” Brad’s face reddened and hot fury bubbled in his gut. There was nothing in the world he liked more than humiliating attractive young women. When they refused the bait – like this little bitch was so obviously doing now – it drove him wild. It was time to stop playing games and reveal his hand. “Listen little Missy, I’ve tried to be nice, but unless you fancy spending your weekends for the next decade mopping out the drunk-tank, may I politely suggest you get on your blower and tell your boss that you’ve accidentally pulled over Mr Bradley Sullivan... and when he picks up, listen carefully to what he has to say.”

		For a moment, silence hung in the air between them. The only sound was the soft tweeting of unconcerned birds high in the trees above. Brad’s nostrils flared. He stared into Blaire’s dark sunglasses but saw his own twisted, furious face in the lenses.

		Instead of retreating or apologising or backing down, Officer T Blaire’s pink lips cracked into a smile. It was a smile of amusement, but there was a hint of darkness in her taut cheeks. She ran her tongue over her lips. He couldn’t help but notice how soft and sensual that tongue looked. His bulge grew, now tightening and pressing into his pants from beneath, like a monster straining to be unleashed. There was something oddly sensuous in this woman’s bearing that appealed to his basest instincts. She had a confidence, an aggression, perhaps even a strange erotic power that stoked his passions and made him want her all the more.

		“Is that so?” Her voice was calm and steady. She took a step toward Brad, now invading his personal space. He almost took an instinctive step back, but held steady. The scent of her perfume filled his nostrils. At this distance, he had the perfect view of her firm, tight cleavage and those tempting nipple impressions. Pleasure hormones ignited his passion and blood coursed to his groin. Under normal circumstances, Blaire’s step forward might have been seen as intimidating. Under usual conditions, Brad would have been alert, ready to defend himself. Now however, the only thing alert about Brad was his aching cock, straining against the inside of his boxers and screaming out for the attention of this unconventionally gorgeous woman. No, her step forward wasn’t intimidating. If anything, it seemed distinctly sexual.

		“Oh, I don’t think I need help from my boss to see what’s happening here.” Blaire’s voice now oozed raw, erotic sexual hunger. She was murmuring, almost whispering to him. Exactly the same tone you might use for seduction. The effect was intoxicating.

		The sound of her tone snapped Brad back to reality. He blinked in disbelief. Maybe he’d been wrong about this chick. Maybe she’d known all along who he was and just wanted to prank him a little before getting down to business. He could almost respect that. After all, how many times had he used the same trick to fuck one of the many, many women in town? But she’d earned a firm spanking for doing it to him.

		Blaire leaned in closer, her voice so low that the wind threatened to carry it away. She said, “I get the distinct impression that you and I can conclude our business out here alone, without any outside assistance... just little old you and little old me.”

		Her lips were inches from his chin. He could feel the warmth of her breath, smell the minty fragrance of her toothpaste. The effect was intoxicating. Without even moving his feet, Brad could easily have embraced her. Kissing her would require the merest dip of his head. Just a dip, then he would have her. Brad was taller, broader, and much stronger. How hard would it be to pin this cop to his car right now and-

		The officer removed her cap. A cascade of deep red hair settled to her shoulders. The scent of expensive shampoo filled Brad’s mind with images of warm baths, fluffy towels, and soft, kissable flesh. His cock ached joyfully, bobbing and rearing in the officer’s spellbinding presence.

		“Hot out here, ain’t it?” She ran a hand through her silky hair and tossed the hat onto the hood of Brad’s ride. His eyes remained on her face. Transfixed. “Don’t mind if I take this off do you? There’s nobody about, and it feels awful restrictive with it on.”

		Brad stood dumbstruck. Within a moment, the scene had shifted from one of hostility to possibility. And what a possibility it offered. Brad tore his eyes – with some reluctance – from the auburn-haired vision standing before him and scanned the road. Empty tarmac stretched out for miles upon miles in every direction. He couldn’t even hear the distant sound of approaching life. Nothing but the chirp of birds and whistle of the breeze and the thundering of his own beating heart. He licked his lips now, calculating the odds. A deserted road, a beautiful young police officer, the endless possibilities that lay before them...

		Before he could say another word, Blaire bit her bottom lip with an expression of pure sultry seduction and twisted a shirt button. The fabric parted and creamy flesh spilled forth, still hidden and restrained by the brown police uniform, but it was enough to confirm Brad’s earlier suspicions. She wasn’t wearing a bra. His eyes bulged almost as much as her breasts. If her intentions had been in any way unclear before, they were obvious now, as naked and exposed as the image daubed across Brad’s imagination.

		A dirty, leering smile spread across Brad’s face. He had intended to be the one who took charge of this encounter but it seemed that fate had other plans for him. He knew exactly where this was going to go. He could picture every intense, erotic moment so clearly in his mind. First, he’d make her suck his cock out here in the dirt. Then they’d fuck in the back of the cop car. He’d slap her tits and punish her ass and maybe finish inside her – if she was a good fuck, anyway. He fully intended to have his wicked way with this deliciously jumped-up little madam and he knew that she wanted it just as bad. The smile tugging at her soft, sensual lips told him so. Maybe she’d heard about his reputation from one of his other conquests and decided to have a turn. Whatever the reason, he didn’t care. You don’t question a moment like this. Brad reached up with one hand, already poised to cup and caress her breasts-

		But Blaire was faster. Her arm moved with the speed of a striking snake, a flash of silver in her hand. Before Brad could even lay a finger on Blaire, the cold metal circle of a handcuff snapped into place around his wrist. He glanced down, unable to comprehend what had just happened, but she moved again. Now she spun him around and moved and grabbed his other hand and brought both wrists together behind his back. In less than two seconds, Brad’s hands were cuffed together behind his back. His arousal was tempered by confusion and disbelief.

		“Cute. Real cute, officer.”

		“What’s the matter, Sullivan-comma-Bradley?” She pressed her mouth to his neck. Tingles ran down Brad’s body. “I thought you liked to play rough.”

		“I do... but usually I’m the one holding the key.”

		“First time for everything.”

		He tried to turn and face her, but Blaire had a firm grip on his shoulders. This was unexpected, but no less exciting. He could work with it – this time. But she would pay for it, he was certain of that.

		“So, Officer, what happens now? You want me to beg for mercy, is that it?”

		“Tempting...” Her voice had a smile in in. “Maybe later. Follow me.”

		Blaire walked around him and threaded her way between the cars, toward the trees. He paused for a moment. What were his options? He could stay here, but he couldn’t go anywhere. Or he could follow this sexy young cop and see what she had in mind. She turned at the edge of the treeline and popped another button on her uniform, revealing even more of the promise of her breasts. Brad started walking after her, his movements restricted by the handcuffs cinched into place around his wrists.

		He followed her into the shadowy canopy of the trees, feeling cool air wash over his skin from the moment the sun vanished. Blaire kept walking ahead, rocking her hips from side to side and shaking her ass with exaggerated sensuality. That ass held his gaze as they walked deeper into the woods, causing him to forget how far they had walked from their cars.

		Finally, Blaire spun around, again surprising him with her speed. She grabbed Brad and shoved him against the firm, rough trunk of a tree. He half-closed his eyes and leaned forward, anticipating a kiss, but none came. Instead, she cracked a mocking laugh and seized his belt.

		“You really think I was gonna kiss you, Brad?” Even through her dark sunglasses, he could detect the wicked flash in her eyes.

		For the first time in his life, Brad was too stunned to reply. All he could do was watch as Officer Blaire yanked his belt free and slipped it from around his waist. She unbuttoned his pants and tugged them to the floor, pausing for a moment to admire the bulge in his shorts.

		“Aw, I think somebody’s enjoying this, hmm?”

		He managed to return a cocky, smug grin. Whatever this chick had in mind, he was game. Sure, she might have a few screws loose, but in his experience crazy chicks fucked the best. Blaire stepped in close to Brad again, pressed the front of her tan uniform pants to his bulge and gave a smug grin of her own.

		“How bad do you want me to suck this cock right here, right now?”

		“So fucking bad.”

		She grabbed his shirt and ripped it open. Buttons scattered. Fabric tore. He flinched in shock. Blaire pulled at it again and again, until the entire shirt came clean off Brad’s body, leaving him in just his shorts.

		“What the fuck?” He looked at her with an expression seemed both shocked and impressed. “That was an expensive shirt.”

		“You’ll buy another.” She shrugged and tossed the remaining clump of shredded fabric to the floor. “We have something more important to do here, don’t we?”

		He nodded. Blood pumped through his body. His shorts felt two sizes too small right now. They needed to come off. His hard cock needed to be freed and plunged into this insane cop’s pussy.

		Blaire pulled his shorts to the leafy ground and stepped back, admiring him with a coy smile. He let her gaze at him, not bothered by his nudity or the handcuffs or the surrounding forest. What did he have to be shy about? His cock might not be the biggest, but he was going to be the most memorable fuck of her life, he could guarantee it.

		“You said something about sucking it...” Brad nodded down towards his bobbing erection.

		“I did say that, didn’t I?”

		Blaire smiled. She reached into a pocket and withdrew two small black leather gloves, sliding them on her hands with theatrical slowness, allowing him to see every detail and hear the soft squeak of the material. Then she stepped closer, still with that smile on her face. She reached toward his cock and-

		Her fingers snaked around the tender, delicate flesh of his balls. For a split second, Brad still believed that she intended to satisfy their sexual urges. But then she began to squeeze. He gasped and shuddered. Her soft fingertips of her other hand brushed his public hair. She grasped a handful of those tangled hairs and pulled. He yelped in pain, forced up onto his toes to try and avoid further agony. She released his hairs, but kept a firm, powerful grip on his soft balls.

		“What the fuck, Blaire?” He stared at her with wide eyes. “You said rough, but this-”

		Her free hand swiped through the air and collided with his cheek. Stars burst across Brad’s vision. He opened his mouth to tell her where to go, but Blaire’s grip tightened around his balls and the only sound he made was a thin, reedy squeak.

		“Shut the fuck up, Brad.” Now there was malice in Blaire’s voice. Real, intense anger flowed from her.

		Her grip tightened even more. Tears of pain filled Brad’s eyes. Pure, excruciating pain filled every cell of his body. He struggled to get free, but he was pinned to a tree and handcuffed. There was nowhere to go.

		“Over here.”

		Her command was as sharp as a cracking whip. She stepped away but didn’t release her grip. After a second of delay, Brad took one unsteady step in her direction, restricted by the pants pooled around his feet. He looked absurd and clumsy, but neither of them was laughing.

		Blaire tugged her prisoner into position by his testicles, ignoring the yelps and whimpers escaping his lips with each movement. It was pathetic. Laughably pathetic. Such a mighty, powerful man, brought to heel with a single hand. Why had nobody done this before now?

		She slammed him back against a thin tree, knocking the wind out of his lungs, and released his balls from her iron grip. For a moment, Brad doubled over and sucked air, gasping like a fish on dry land. By the time he came to his senses, it was already over. Blaire whipped around behind Brad and slid a key into one loop of the handcuffs. She unfastened it and moved the chain and snapped the cuff back around the same wrist. Now Brad’s hands were cuffed together – behind the tree. He was totally helpless and completely immobilised.

		“What – the – fuck...” Brad coughed and gasped for air. He stood upright and looked at Blaire, his eyes blazing. “You can’t fucking do this to me. I’ll fucking destroy you. Hear me? I’ll ruin you. I’ll destroy your career. You’ll never be a cop again!”

		Most people would cower before Bradley Sullivan’s threats. Most people would back down and apologise and beg for forgiveness. But not Blaire.

		She laughed.

		“Shut the fuck up, you idiot. In case you haven’t figured it out yet...” Blaire unclipped the badge from her lapel and held it out to him. Suddenly it didn’t seem so real or shiny or metallic. The badge was plastic. A cheap dollar-store prop. She threw it away, into a pile of fallen leaves.

		“Who the fuck are you?” He looked Blaire up and down again, seeing her with fresh eyes. A chill ran through him.

		“You mean you don’t remember?”

		Blaire removed her sunglasses and looked Brad in the eyes. Her blue eyes were full of hurt and anger. He knew those eyes. He’d seen them before. But where?

		“Blaire?” He frowned and searched his memory for the name. Who was she?

		“Officer Blaire.” She moved closer, her face barely an inch from his. “Officer T Blair. Officer Traci Blaire.”

		The penny dropped.

		Traci.

		The one that got away.

		TRAC1.

		He didn’t know what to say. It was preposterous and absurd and incomprehensible. The last time he had seen this woman was years ago. She couldn’t really still be upset-

		Her hand grasped his helpless testicles again and a cruel smile lifted one corner of her lips. He braced himself for pain, but it didn’t come. Instead, she held his prized jewels in her gloved hand and studied his face.

		“I see you finally remember me.” She began to grip harder. Just enough to make him feel the pressure.

		“What do you want?” He tried to think. He could pay her. Hell, he could give her the keys to his car right now. Anything.

		“I want...” She tugged his testicles, pulling that thin, stretchy skin almost to the limit. He cried out in pain, but she spoke over him. “An apology.”

		“Okay, I’m sorry!”

		His response was immediate and loud and mewling. She kept a firm grip on his balls until Brad’s gasping yelps had become a thin, shrieking cry of agony.

		“That’s not good enough, Brad. Not nearly good enough. Do you remember what you did to me?”

		He nodded.

		“You took my virginity, Brad. You traded my cherry for the rent on my father’s store and then you kicked him out anyway. And you filmed it for all your friends to see. You ruined my family and my reputation and you made me look like a worthless slut.”

		White hot anger rose in her chest. She slapped his penis with hand and watched it bob and bounce in the air. He gasped in pain, but his penis remained hard.

		“Now you’re going to apologise to me. Get on your knees.”

		He blinked away tears of pain and lowered himself to the floor. It wasn’t easy, with his wrists bound and his feet still tangled in the crumpled pants. Brad kneeled on the leafy, twig-strewn dirt and looked up at her. He was painfully aware that his aching testicles now rested on the ground.

		“I’m-”

		Before he could say anything, she pushed three gloved fingers into his mouth, gagging him.

		“No, no, Brad. I don’t want to hear it. Not like this, anyway. You don’t mean it. You’re just saying it. I can tell. You’re not really sorry. Even now, you’re thinking about how you can get me back for this, aren’t you?”

		A flicker of horror crossed his face. Was she reading his mind? Was that possible? He had indeed been plotting the best course of revenge at that very moment.

		“This is what is going to happen, Brad. You’re not sorry right now. But you will be. And you’ll beg me to punish you for everything that you’ve done wrong.”

		Blaire flashed a cruel smile and moved one leg to position her shiny faux-cop boots against Brad’s erect penis, nudging the shaft with her toe. His testicles rested on the ground just beneath her sole. He looked at her with wide, fearful eyes.

		“That’s better, Brad. I like that look on you. It looks more respectful.”

		He tried to speak but she shoved her fingers further into his mouth. Her boot pressed against his penis. There was absolutely nothing he could do to stop her. One thought rattled through his whirling mind. One single thought that seemed to be the only clear voice echoing through all the alarms bells blaring through his confused brain.

		Why the fuck is this turning me on so much?

		“Poor, helpless Bradley, all tied up.” She gave him a mock pout, keeping her fingers in his mouth. “Bet you never thought you’d end up like this, huh? No, of course not. You’re always the big man. Always the one in charge. How does it feel now?”

		She applied a little pressure with her boot. Pain and pleasure shot through Brad. He struggled against the bindings and yelped into her fingers.

		“I can’t help but notice that your cock is still hard, Brad. Why is that?” She looked him over, frowning. “Don’t tell me... You’re not enjoying this, are you? Tell me the truth.”

		Blaire removed her fingers from his mouth but kept her foot in place. He winced.

		“N-no. I’m not.”

		“Tell me the truth.” Her foot eased down a little more. He gasped.

		“All right! All right! Yes! I’m enjoying it.”

		“Was that so hard?”

		Another cruel smile flashed across Blaire’s face. She stood up and stretched, her boot pressing into his hard cock. He gasped with pain, yet his cock throbbed at the sensation. There was something so bizarre and wonderful in that contradiction.

		“How fucking pathetic are you?” Her tone dripped with acid, yet she wore a cruel smile. “A big, powerful man, totally crippled by the pretty girl.”

		Her phone buzzed. Blaire stepped back and answered the call, allowing Brad a moment of reprieve. He gasped and stared down, trying to see if there was any permanent damage to his testicles, but it was hard to see around the throbbing totem of his erection. A flush of intensely arousing shame flooded his body once again. That flush only made his cock pulse harder. He tried to listen to Blaire’s call instead.

		“Great. Pull in behind the cop car and head due east.”

		She hung up and turned back to him, her cruel smile leering even larger now. There was an unpleasant edge to her amusement that made Brad’s stomach churn with unease.

		“Who was that?” He couldn’t help his voice from rising in fear.

		“Some friends.” She shrugged and slipped the phone back into her fake-cop belt. “Where’s the fun in keeping you all to myself?”

		Before he could ask what she meant, Blaire kneeled in front of him, her blue eyes so close to his face. She cupped his chin in her gloved hand and forced him to look at her.

		“Last chance to apologize, Brad.”

		“I’m sorry.”

		“Are you really?”

		“Yes. Really. Truly. I’m so sorry for everything I did to you.”

		Her features softened. The hard-edged gleam in her eyes faded. For a brief moment, Brad felt a surge of relief in his chest. Maybe he could convince her to uncuff him and put an end to this ridiculous-

		“Too little, too late.” That malicious twinkle sparkled again in her eyes. She patted Brad’s cheek, assuring him that this day was far from over.

		Footsteps crunched on the leaves nearby. Brad looked over to see who was approaching and his heart sank. Not one, not two, but three women arrived in the little patch of woodland beside Blaire. Three women who now eyed Brad with equally hard eyes and cruel smiles. He knew each and every one of them. Intimately.

		There was Susan, the town’s chocolate-skinned realtor, who wore an expression of triumph. There was Deborah, a top-heavy blonde with close-cropped hair and a sour smirk. And there was Gym Bunny, a fitness buff who rented one of the many properties in Brad’s portfolio, with a bag over her shoulder. The three women stepped up behind Blaire and looked down at Brad as though they all wanted to step on him like a bothersome insect.

		“He give you any trouble?” asked Susan.

		“None at all. He was such a fucking idiot. All I had to do was pop a button and he followed me like a loyal puppy.”

		“What a dumbass.” Gym Bunny’s pretty, soft dick-sucking lips curled into a sneer. “I guess you can afford to be complacent when you think you own everyone.”

		“I do own everyone.”

		A surge of defiance flared up in Brad’s chest. He glared up at the four women from his absurd position – handcuffed to a tree, kneeling, pants around his ankles, hard cock bobbing freely – and his nostrils flared.

		Blaire laughed. Susan raised an eyebrow. Gym Bunny’s mouth fell open. But Deborah stepped forward and whipped her hand across Brad’s face with lightening speed. His cheek exploded with pain and tears pooled in his eyes.

		“You motherfucker!” Deborah’s eyes blazed with rage. “Do you have any idea how many people would kill to be here with us now?”

		“Hey, hey, hey...” Susan pulled her furious companion back a few steps and out of arm’s reach. “Calm down, we’re all pissed here.”

		Brad winced. He rolled his cheeks and spat on the floor. A glob of white, foamy saliva landed on Blaire’s polished black boot. A stab of fear went through him.

		“Clean it up.” Her voice was calm. “You made a mess. Clean it up.”

		He pulled forward and rattled the cuffs with a smirk, demonstrating his inability to obey her order. He said, “I’d love to help you Traci, but I’m in a bind here. Maybe if you want to loosen-”

		Gym Bunny grabbed a fistful of Brad’s hair and shoved his head down, until he was almost curled up into himself. Blaire lifted her boot up to meet his mouth and balanced on one leg.

		“You heard her!” Gym Bunny’s voice cracked like a whip in the stillness of the woods. “Fucking lick it, asshole!”

		Brad resisted for all of a few moments, unable to concentrate on anything beyond the agony in his wrists and shoulders. But then his pink tongue slid free and drifted over the smooth leather surface of Blaire’s boot. Now he – the most powerful man in town – was lapping at a woman’s boot, polishing its surface with his tongue. It was pathetic. It was demeaning. It was humiliating.

		It was the most arousing moment of his life.

		Despite the shame and the pain and the indignity of it all, Brad’s cock pulsed with energy, straining and yearning to be touched and stroked and caressed. Every fiber of his being was screaming for sexual release and a single word rattled around his stunned brain:

		More.

		He licked the glob of spit from her boot and allowed his tongue to continue roaming across the leather, worshipping Blaire’s uniform until the surface shone with his saliva. Above Brad, the women watched and laughed, their cackles of cruel delight filling his ears and making his cock throb even harder. What the fuck was wrong with him? Why was he enjoying this so damn much?

		Gym Bunny yanked back on Brad’s hair, forcing him to look up at the women again. Another peel of mocking laughter escaped her lips. Behind her, Susan held up phone and snapped a few photos of their helpless captive.

		“This asshole can’t enough, can he?” She cackled again.

		“Are you having fun, Brad?” Blaire’s blue eyes glowed like sapphires. “Tell me.” She held up one gloved finger in warning, letting him know that lies would not be tolerated. “Tell me the truth.”

		He nodded. She tapped him on the cheek with her finger. He spoke aloud.

		“I’m having fun.”

		The women exploded with mocking laughter. They surrounded him, each one seeming so tall and powerful from his position. Each of them pushed their shoes toward his mouth and he dutifully licked each in turn, listening to their delighted squeals.

		“He’s doing it! He’s licking my fucking shoe!”

		“I didn’t know he’d break this easy.”

		“You’d think a guy like this would at least try to fight back...”

		When they were finished, Blaire held out her phone. She opened the camera and starting filming. She said, “Say hi, Bradley Sullivan!”

		“Hi.” His cheeks flushed. Who the fuck was going to watch this film?

		“So we’re just having some fun out in the woods...” Blaire moved the camera around to capture every detail of his imprisonment. “Why don’t you tell us about it, Brad? Tell the folks at home what’s going on here.”

		“I was... dragged out here and...” He took a breath to steady himself. The last thirty minutes had been a whirlwind and it was difficult to put it all together in his mind. “I was handcuffed to a tree and stripped by these bitches-”

		Deborah slapped him again. This time, nobody pulled her away. Stars exploded across Brad’s eyes. He shook his head and corrected himself without needing to be told.

		“These women! These ladies!”

		“These mistresses,” Deborah said. “Say it!”

		“Yes, anything. These mistresses. They grabbed me and... did this.”

		Blaire moved closer with the camera, captured every detail of Brad’s face. His shame-filled eyes. His stinging cheeks. His parted lips. It was the face of a man ashamed to be enjoying himself. She angled the camera lower to film his erection.

		“Uh-oh, Brad! What’s this? What’s happening down here?”

		He swallowed. Deborah raised her hand again, ready for a third slap. It was enough to make him talk.

		“I’m hard, okay? All this stuff... it’s got me hard.” The women chuckled again. Blaire reached out with her other gloved hand and stroked the underside of Brad’s penis like it was a dog receiving a chin scratch for good behaviour. Brad’s manhood throbbed at her touch and they laughed at him. He flushed and tried to explain himself. “It’s not you! This is just a natural reaction!”

		Blaire aimed the camera at the tip of Brad’s manhood. She focused on the small bead of excitement that was visible on the head and touched it with her finger.

		“I don’t know, Brad. Looks pretty genuine to me, don’t you think?”

		She held up her finger before the camera to show off the dark spot of his excitement on the glove.

		“That’s not...”

		Blaire pushed her finger toward his mouth. She spoke two stern words.

		“Lick it.”

		He hesitated for a moment. His eyes darted around, seeking a way out, but there wasn’t one. Blaire held the camera and her finger and waited. Brad extended his tongue and licked his arousal off her finger. It tasted salty and bitter.

		“Looks like he enjoyed that, huh?” She stroked his cheek. “Good boy, Brad.”

		She stood up and stopped recording. Deborah smirked down at him and said, “Enough playing around. Let’s do what we came here to do.”

		Gym Bunny set down her bag and opened it. The girls all reached inside and began pulling things out. Brad saw a metallic flash and recoiled, terrified that they were about to put an end to him.

		“Relax,” Susan said, with a spiteful laugh. “We ain’t gonna kill you.”

		“But we talked about it,” Deborah said. “It was on the table.”

		“But we ain’t gonna.” Susan held up a metal item in her hand. It was smooth and curved. “You can’t learn lessons if you’re dead.”

		The women approached Brad again, each holding small metal items in their hands. Brad thrashed, but it was useless. There was no escape. He felt cool, smooth metal clicking into place around his thighs like handcuffs. Then more around his waist. The women returned to the bag, removing more and more pieces. Whatever was in that bag, they were assembling it on his body.

		They clicked a couple more pieces into place and stopped, looking at him with wicked, malicious smiles. Brad looked at his body. There were tight metal circles around each of his thighs, almost in the creased by his groin. Another piece of metal encircled his waist around the same height that his pants usually sat.

		“What is this?” He looked at each of them in turn for answers. Fear mingled with excitement. It was an intoxicating combination. He’d never been so out of control before. So dominated.

		“This is your punishment, on behalf of all the women in town.” Blaire stepped closer. She kneeled before him. “We’ve been talking about the best way to deal with you for a while and this was the one we liked the most. You enjoy using your power to fuck anybody with a pussy, so we’re taking that away from you.”

		Brad’s eyes widened with terror. Blaire laughed.

		“No, don’t worry. We’re not cutting it off.”

		“But we thought about it.” Gym Bunny’s grin deepened. “Snip, snip...”

		“What we’re going to do is...” Blaire held up two more pieces of metal. These were much smaller than the others. They looked like small fittings or attachments. Brad’s heart sank. He had a terrible idea what they were and where they were going to be placed. “What’s more humbling to a man than removing all access to the thing he holds most dear?”

		“Please, Traci, please! I’m so sorry! I really am! I’m such a bastard.” Brad’s eyes filled with tears. He looked around at the other women. His voice cracked with emotion. “I’m sorry for everything I’ve done to you all. I promise, I’ll make things right. I’ll get help, I’ll give you money...”

		But his pleas fell on deaf ears. These women were long past the point of reconciliation. They had agreed to a plan and they were committed.

		“Hmm, looks like we have a little problem.” Blaire’s blue eyes flashed with wickedness. “A really, really little problem. Your penis is too hard to fit in this right now. We could try and fit it in there, but I think it’ll break.”

		“So?” Deborah scoffed. “Just snap the damn thing off.”

		“No, Deb. We just need to make it go soft.”

		Susan stepped back, her hands raised in disgust. “Hell no. I ain’t touching that. I touched it more than enough for one lifetime.”

		“Don’t worry. I have an idea.” Blaire winked at Brad. He started to get that uneasy feeling again. She looked too happy.

		Blaire stood up and walked out of his eyeline, her footsteps crunching away into this distance. He looked at the others for mercy but he saw none in their eyes. The three women looked down at him with scornful expressions and cruel smiles.

		“Please...” Tears stung Brad’s eyes but he had to try. He had to beg. “I’m sorry, all of you. Sorry for everything I’ve done. I truly am. It’ll never happen again.”

		“Damn right it won’t.” Susan’s lips curled into a sneer.

		Deborah stepped closer and grabbed Brad’s hair, forcing his neck back so he could look at her. She said, “Would you be sorry if we hadn’t got you out here like this?”

		He didn’t answer.

		“That’s what I thought, you asshole. How many times have I begged you not to make me do those things? How many times did you do it anyway? You threatened me, my job, my home... I hate you.”

		He opened his mouth to apologize again, but Deborah spat on his face, silencing him. He blinked in shock, feeling her warm saliva roll down his cheek. Again, his penis pulsed with desire. Nobody had ever treated him like this before and he couldn’t stop his body from responding with lust.

		Footsteps approached. Blaire kneeled at Brad’s side, still with a playful smile on her pretty face. That smile should have brought Brad some measure of comfort, but in this situation, it made him uneasy. What was she planning to do next?

		Blaire reached out with one hand and grasped Brad’s rock-solid cock again, her leather glove gripping his sensitive skin. He made an involuntary moan and heard snickers from the other women. His attention was fixed on Blaire as she started to speak.

		“We’re going to put your penis in this specially-made cage,” she said, her voice soft and gentle and seductive. Her words melted like butter. Combined with the sensation of her grip around his manhood, Brad felt himself relaxing and yielding. It was okay; he was safe; Blaire was in control. “But we can’t fit it on you while your cock is hard. Do you understand?”

		He swallowed and nodded.

		“We could sit around and wait until you get soft, but we’re busy women and you’re enjoying this a little too much, aren’t you?”

		“Yes.”

		“Yes what?”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		The word slipped out of Brad’s mouth without hesitation. He had never called anyone Mistress before, yet it seemed so right and natural to subjugate himself before Blaire like this. Her warm smile grew wider.

		“Good boy, Brad. I knew you could be turned into a good boy... eventually. I need your cock to go soft so we can finish up here. The fastest way to do that is to make you cum. Would you like that, Brad? Would you like Mistress to make you cum?”

		Brad nodded, unable to hide his eagerness. He was like a dog begging for a treat. The three watching women snorted in derision. How could such a powerful, seemingly untouchable man be humbled so quickly?

		“Say it, Brad.”

		“I want you to make me cum, Mistress.”

		“Beg for it, Brad.”

		“Please, God, please! Mistress, please make me cum!”

		He heard laughter. Gym Bunny was filming him on her phone. It didn’t matter. All that mattered was Mistress Blaire and her hand on his penis.

		“Good boy, Brad. I’ll make you cum.” She releases his manhood and held up her other hand, the fist balled up tight around something. “But I don’t want you to enjoy it. This is for us, not you. Understand?”

		He nodded.

		Blaire opened her fist and showed him what was inside. He saw a collection of crushed nettle leaves resting on the black leather glove and instantly knew what she was planning to do.

		“No, Mistress, please!”

		“Shh.”

		He fell silent, shaking his head and trying to wiggle free of his impossible situation.

		“You know that you deserve this, don’t you Brad? You know this is perfectly justified, don’t you?”

		Tears of shame and sorrow and guilt started to roll down his cheeks. He looked at the four women and knew that there was no way out of this. Nothing he could say would change his mind.

		“I’m sorry.” His voice was a cracked whisper.

		“Not yet.”

		Blaire wrapped her nettle-coated hand around his erect penis and began to stroke. Intense, white-hot pain shot through Brad. He thrashed against the tree, pulling at the handcuffs so hard that the metal bit into his skin. His yells of fury and anguish filled the silent air. There was nobody around to hear him. Nobody except these four women, and his howls of pain sounded like beautiful music to them.

		Her hand continued to glide up and down Brad’s cock, rubbing nettles into every inch of his sensitive skin, ensuring that no part of him escaped unscathed. Blaire’s eyes gleamed with wickedness. She watched his face contort and twist with pain. Once upon a time, her face had made a similar series of expressions as he ruthlessly deflowered her. Turnabout was fair play.

		“Does that feel good, boy?” She paused her movements and squeezed, pushing the dozens of tiny, itchy needles into his shaft.

		He howled. Blaire squeezed again. She said, “I’m allowing you to cum, boy. I asked you if it feels good.”

		“Y-yes!”

		Tears of pain and guilt rolled freely down Brad’s cheeks, blurring his vision. The women swam before his eyes. They were watching, filming, snapping photos. His penis felt like it was on fire, but the feel of Blaire’s hand was so good. Pleasure and intense pain swirled together in a maddening cocktail. All he wanted to do was grasp his cock and protect it, but there was no hope of that. The handcuffs were tight and fixed. The tree was immovable. All he could do was endure it.

		“Good boy. You better enjoy it. You won’t cum again for a long, long time.”

		Her hand started moving again, slower now, almost teasing him with its sedate pace. Under normal circumstances, he would have grown frustrated and taken control, but he was utterly at her mercy. Brad’s howls of fury mixed with groans of pleasure. Every squeal that escaped his clenched teeth made the Mistresses laugh harder. Even Blaire was laughing at Brad’s reaction. She continued to drag her dry leather glove up and down his throbbing penis, massaging the nettles into that swollen gland. Red welts were already developing across his skin. He was going to feel this for a long, long time.

		“You have to admit, boy, this is kind of embarrassing.”

		Brad looked at Blaire through watery eyes. Her dark smile and gleaming eyes seemed to glow through the haze of pain that burned his manhood. If he could keep looking at her face, everything would be okay.

		“What kind of man gets turned on like this? We’ve humiliated you, broken you, hurt you... and still your cock is begging for more.” She shook her head. “If anyone else found out how pathetic you truly are, your reputation around town would be destroyed, wouldn’t it?” Her hand began to speed up. The nettles started to break down and crumble over his cock, turning into a blue, mushy paste. It allowed Blaire’s hand to pump a little smoother. “I wonder how far you would need to go before you met someone who didn’t hear about how pathetic you are...”

		He howled in agonized frustration. The longer it went on, the worse it felt. But still his cock remained rock-hard. Her hand was slowly bringing him to the boil.

		“Tell me you like it, boy.”

		“I – I like it!”

		“Is that so? It looks painful.” She smirked and looked at his penis. “Ooh, that looks nasty. You’re gonna be sore for a long time. But you’ll remember me, won’t you? And you’ll remember us.”

		“Y-yes!”

		It was excruciating. The pain seemed to push against his rising climax. He wanted to cum – desperately needed to cum – but the nettles interrupted his flow.

		But still she persisted. Blaire could feel his cock throbbing in her hand. She heard his gasping moans grow shorter. Brad was almost there, whether he wanted it or not.

		And they both knew he wanted it.

		“Cum for me, Brad. Show me how pathetic and broken and stupid you really are. Cum for your Mistresses. This is the last time you will cum. It could be years before you cum again.”

		“M-Mistress!”

		His climax finally reached boiling point. He moaned in exquisite frustration and anguish. His manhood pulsed in Blaire’s hand. A foamy stream of cream spurted from the tip of his penis and splashed to the dirty, leafy ground. The women howled in amusement, still filming and snapping photos. Brad screwed his eyes shut.

		Blaire continued pumping his cock. Wave after wave of lust squirted onto the ground, covering the fallen leaves and forgotten twigs. She kept stroking until the last drops pooled at the tip of Brad’s manhood and trickled over her glove. She kept stroking even as his penis began to wilt and his moans of orgasmic rapture became gasping wails of frustration.

		“There, all finished.”

		She released Brad with a smile and watched as his member shrank back to its usual size. The skin was beet-red and covered with itchy, painful, swollen blotches. Brad started to whimper. She held her glove to his face. A pearly white bead trailed down her finger.

		“You made a mess on me, boy. You know what to do.”

		Brad extended his tongue and lapped up that creamy residue, tasting himself for the first time ever. It was bitter and thick and felt like syrup on his tongue. Blaire laughed at him.

		“How does that taste? Do you like it?”

		He shook his head.

		“Imagine how we feel, Brad. That taste makes us all feel sick. And yet you made us taste it.”

		“I’m sorry.”

		“Yeah, you are now.”

		Blaire picked up the pieces of metal from the floor and began snapping them in place. One curved piece enclosed Brad’s testicles in a steely grip. The other encircled his aching, pained manhood. The two parts slid together to create an inescapable prison for his manhood. No light could reach his tender flesh now.

		Deborah handed Blaire two small, sturdy padlocks. She clicked them into place, one sealing each piece of metal into position. His penis and testicles were now firmly sealed away. He couldn’t remove one part of the cage without taking off the other part at the same time.

		But they weren’t finished yet. The other three women pulled more items out of the bag and surrounded him, clipping locks into place and snapping yet more restraints around his intimate areas. He was helpless to resist. All he could think about was the burning fire in his manhood.

		After several more metallic clicks and snaps, they were finally finished. The four women stood and admired their handiwork with satisfied smiles. Brad looked down at himself and saw what they had done to him.

		His penis wasn’t just placed inside a cage. The device he now wore around his genitals was the Fort Knox of chastity devices. The two intertwining locks trapped his penis and testicles behind a prison of impenetrable steel, but that was only the beginning. Over the top of this, another piece of metal ran from front to back, secured to the ring clasped around his waist, forming an overlay to prevent him reaching either padlock. This overlay was also locked into place against the metal that encircled his thighs. The only way to reach his penis was through several interlinked, intertwining layers of metal. But the rings around his thighs were also padlocked into position. Tiny gaps in the device would allow him to use the bathroom, but that didn’t provide much comfort.

		Brad looked up at his Mistresses. His owners. His conquerors. He tried to speak but there was nothing to say.

		“That oughta hold this motherfucker,” Susan said, laughing with glee.

		“You can try and get free if you like.” Deborah’s grin widened. “But you need power tools.”

		“Hell, I got a saw in the garage.” Gym Bunny cackled. “I volunteer to help you cut you free!”

		Brad slumped forward, completely defeated. His penis burned but there was nothing he could do. Even if he managed to track down some lotion, he wouldn’t be able to smear any of it on himself. Not without taking off this infernal contraption.

		“Let’s go over the ground rules, shall we, Brad?” Blaire hunkered down on her haunches, her blue eyes gleaming in triumph. “You own this town, but now we own you. If anything happens to any of us – hell, if we so much as break a nail in your presence – the photos and videos we took today will go public.

		He whimpered.

		“Shut up and listen.” She lifted his chin and looked straight at him. “You’ll notice that your little cage here has four locks. You wanna guess who holds each of those keys?”

		Brad swallowed. He didn’t have to guess. He knew. Four locks. Four women.

		“We’re going to meet up once a month and discuss your behaviour. If you’ve been a good boy, we’ll unlock you for a brief five-minute clean. Are you listening?”

		He nodded.

		“Good. From now on, you’re going to spend your life making amends with the women of this town. We’re gonna go and load all our photos to secure sites. Then we’re going to take all those precious cars – those cars with our names on the licence plates – and take them to the junkyard. I reckon we could get a couple of hundred bucks for them.”

		Brad looked at his Mistress with imploring eyes, silently begging her to spare his prized cars. She laughed.

		“Tough shit. You like to think about us when you drive them, right? Now you’re gonna think about us when you see those big crushed cubes in your driveway.”

		A sob slipped out of his mouth. For the first time in his life, Bradley Sullivan was really, truly sorry.

		“We’ll be back later to uncuff you. Maybe you could spend a couple of hours thinking about how you can be a better man, hmm?”

		She patted his cheek and stood up. Brad watched the four women walk back toward the road. He heard their gales of laughter through the trees, even after they left his sight. He heard the distant sound of car engines roaring into life; especially the powerful growl of his prized Bessie.

		The cars rolled down the road and out of earshot, leaving him alone in the middle of the woods. He was broken and humiliated and completely unmanned. The Bradley Sullivan who had willingly followed a hot young cop into the wood was long gone. The man who now kneeled on the floor, bound and shackled to a tree, was someone entirely new.
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		Until we meet again,

		Stay beautiful

		-AM

		x

		If you like what I do, feel free to get in touch:

		reddit.com/u/xxxandreamartin

		xxxandreamartin@gmail.com

		https://www.buymeacoffee.com/xxxandreamartin

		https://linktr.ee/xxxandreamartin

		If you enjoy my work, please consider supporting me via my By Me a Coffee account. A couple of dollars will always put a smile on my face and let me know that you’ve enjoyed my work. A massive thank you to my current backers – you are wonderful and I adore you for supporting me!
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