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Chapter: The Trap Closes

Joan wiped the sweat from his brow as he slipped out of the dimly lit back alley warehouse on the outskirts of the city. The overseas student visa weighed heavy on him—literally, in the form of the thick envelope of cash tucked into his jacket. Lisa’s latest shopping spree had drained their savings again. Designer bags, luxury dinners, weekend getaways… she never stopped, and he couldn’t say no. Not to her smile, not to the way she called him her “provider.” So here he was, running errands for people he knew better than to trust, moving packages that definitely weren’t legal.

He thought he’d been careful tonight. But the moment he stepped onto the main street, blue and red lights flared behind him.

“Hands where I can see them. Now.”

The voice was calm, authoritative, and unmistakably female. Joan froze. A tall figure stepped out of the unmarked car, silhouetted against the flashing lights. Even in the harsh glow, he could tell she was stunning—long legs, sharp features, dark hair pulled into a tight ponytail that accentuated her high cheekbones. Her police uniform hugged her athletic frame perfectly: crisp white shirt stretched over full breasts, black tie, tailored trousers, and polished boots that clicked with every deliberate step.

Officer Amy.

She was known in certain circles as one of the most relentless officers on the force. Beautiful, yes—but cold, strict, and utterly without mercy when she smelled weakness.

“Overseas student, huh?” Amy said, shining her flashlight directly into Joan’s face as she closed the distance. She was easily 5'10" in her boots, towering over him with an effortless dominance. “Name.”

“J-Joan, ma’am,” he stammered, heart pounding.

Amy’s full lips curved into a mocking smile. She snatched his wallet and passport from his pocket with practiced ease, flipping through them while her other hand rested on her belt, fingers brushing the cuffs and baton. “Joan. Cute name for a boy playing big-man games. Girlfriend back home bleeding you dry, I bet. That why you’re out here moving product for lowlifes?”

Joan’s stomach dropped. How did she know?

She stepped closer, close enough that he could smell her subtle perfume mixed with the leather of her duty belt. Her voice dropped to a low, velvet command. “Don’t bother lying. We’ve been watching that warehouse for weeks. You’re not the first desperate little foreign boy we’ve caught. But you might be the prettiest.”

Heat flooded Joan’s face. Humiliation burned in his chest as Amy slowly circled him, her boots clicking on the pavement. She stopped behind him, leaning in so her breath brushed his ear.

“Strip search time, Joan. Hands on the hood of the car. Legs apart.”

“Here? Ma’am, please—”

“Did I stutter?” Her tone sharpened like a whip. One strong hand gripped the back of his neck, forcing him forward against the warm metal of the car. “You’re in my world now. Illegal possession, intent to distribute, immigration complications… I could ruin your life with one phone call. Deport you. Make sure your precious Lisa never sees you again. Or… you can be a good boy and cooperate fully.”

Joan’s hands shook as he placed them on the hood. Amy kicked his feet wider, then began the pat-down with deliberate slowness. Her gloved hands roamed over his shoulders, down his chest, lingering at his waistband. She pressed her body against his back just enough for him to feel her strength and curves.

“Pathetic,” she murmured, finding the envelope and yanking it out. “All this for what? So your girlfriend can buy more pretty things while you risk everything? How does that make you feel, hmm? Knowing you’re nothing but a wallet with a dick?”

Joan whimpered despite himself. The words stung—worse because they were true.

Amy laughed softly, a rich, dominant sound. She spun him around to face her, pinning him against the car with one hand on his chest. Her eyes—piercing green—locked onto his. “Look at you. Already trembling. I like that. Most boys try to act tough. You’re honest about being weak. That’s going to make this fun.”

She dangled the cuffs in front of his face. “Interrogation room awaits, little overseas toy. You’re going to tell me everything. Who you work for. How much you’ve moved. And every filthy detail about how Lisa has you wrapped around her spoiled little finger. If you’re very, very good and very honest… maybe I won’t destroy you tonight.”

Joan swallowed hard, voice barely a whisper. “What do you want from me, Officer?”

Amy’s smile widened, cruel and beautiful. She leaned in until her lips were inches from his, voice dripping with control:

“Everything. Your dignity. Your secrets. Your complete submission. And by the time I’m done with you in that room, Joan… you’re going to thank me for it.”

She snapped the cuffs on his wrists with a decisive click, then gave the chain a sharp tug, forcing him toward the back of her car.

“Get in, pet. The real fun is just beginning.”

Chapter: Interrogation Room

The interrogation room was cold, sterile, and windowless—nothing but a metal table bolted to the floor, two chairs, and a harsh overhead light that buzzed faintly. Officer Amy shoved Joan inside with a firm push between his shoulder blades. His wrists were still cuffed behind his back, the steel biting into his skin as he stumbled forward.

“Sit,” Amy ordered, her voice echoing off the bare walls. She was even more imposing under the bright lights—tall, statuesque, her police uniform crisp and intimidating. She closed the heavy door with a metallic clang and slowly circled the table like a predator.

Joan sat awkwardly, the handcuffs forcing him to lean forward. His heart hammered. “Officer, please… I was just delivering something. I don’t know anything about—”

SLAP.

Amy’s gloved hand cracked across his cheek with shocking force, snapping his head to the side. The sting bloomed hot and immediate.

“Don’t you dare lie to me, you pathetic little overseas boy,” she hissed, leaning over the table, her green eyes blazing with authority. “We have you on camera. We have the packages. We have your pathetic little bank transfers. Start talking properly, or this gets much worse.”

Joan gasped, cheek burning. “I… I needed the money. Lisa’s expenses—”

SLAP! Harder this time. Amy’s palm connected with the other cheek, sending him reeling in the chair. She grabbed his chin roughly, forcing him to look up at her towering figure.

“Lisa? Your greedy little girlfriend? You think I care about your sob story? I want names. Amounts. Routes. Everything. Or I’ll make sure your student visa is revoked by morning and you’re on the next flight home in cuffs.”

Joan whimpered, tears stinging his eyes. He tried to twist away, but Amy’s grip was iron. “I… I can’t… they’ll hurt me if I talk…”

Amy’s laugh was low and cruel. She walked around the table, grabbed the back of his collar, and yanked him up out of the chair with surprising strength. Pinning him face-down against the cold metal table, she pressed her body against his from behind, her breasts brushing his back as she leaned in close to his ear.

“You think you have a choice?” she whispered, her breath hot against his neck. SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! Three sharp, stinging blows landed on the side of his face as she held him down. Each one harder than the last, precise and punishing. “You’re going to confess everything, Joan. Right now. Or I’ll keep slapping that pretty face until you can’t speak at all.”

Tears rolled down Joan’s flushed cheeks. The humiliation was overwhelming—being manhandled so easily by this beautiful, strict officer. “O-okay… okay! I admit it! I was moving drugs… small packages… for the guy at the warehouse. About five times already. For money. Lisa kept asking for more… I couldn’t say no…”

Amy kept him pinned, her hand resting warningly on his reddened cheek. “Good boy. Keep going. How much? Names?”

Joan broke completely, sobbing out the full confession between gasps. Every detail spilled out—the contacts, the amounts, the routes, how desperate he’d been. By the end, he was shaking.

“I accept it… I’m guilty… please…”

Amy finally released him and let him slump back into the chair. She stood over him, arms crossed under her chest, looking down with a satisfied, dominant smirk. Her cheeks were slightly flushed from the exertion, but her posture remained perfectly commanding.

Joan looked up at her with wet eyes, voice breaking. “Please, Officer Amy… don’t put this in my police record. I’ve spent everything on my studies. If I get deported or have a criminal record, it’s all over. My family, my future… Lisa… please, I’m begging you.”

Amy tilted her head, tapping her baton thoughtfully against her thigh. She stepped closer again, towering over his seated form, and ran a gloved finger along his stinging cheek almost mockingly.

“Begging already? How adorable. You overseas boys are so easy to break.” Her voice turned icy. “With my authority, I could destroy you right now. One signature and you’re in the system forever. Deported. Blacklisted. No more fancy foreign education. No more spoiling your greedy girlfriend. And trust me, I enjoy ruining weak little men like you.”

Joan’s shoulders slumped in defeat. “Please… I’ll do anything…”

Amy paused, letting the silence stretch painfully. She walked around the table once more, then sat on the edge directly in front of him, crossing her long legs. Her boot brushed against his knee deliberately.

“I’ll think about it,” she said finally, her tone measured and authoritative. “You’ve spent a lot on your studies, haven’t you? It would be a shame to waste all that money. But mercy has a price, Joan. I need time to consider whether a pathetic, confessing little slut like you deserves a second chance.”

She uncrossed her legs and stood up straight, looking down at him imperiously.

“Report back here tomorrow evening. Same time. Alone. No lawyer. No calls. If you’re even one minute late, or if I find out you’ve warned anyone… the file gets submitted instantly. Understood?”

“Yes, ma’am…” Joan whispered, voice hoarse.

Amy leaned down, her face inches from his, lips curved in a cruel smile. “Good. Now say it properly: ‘Thank you for your mercy, Officer Amy. I am your guilty little overseas pet.’”

Joan’s face burned with fresh humiliation, but he obeyed in a broken whisper. “Thank you for your mercy, Officer Amy… I am your guilty little overseas pet.”

Amy straightened up with a satisfied chuckle. She unlocked one cuff, but left the other dangling from his wrist as a reminder.

“Dismissed. Get out of my sight before I change my mind.”

As Joan stumbled toward the door, Amy’s final words followed him like a leash:

“Tomorrow, pet… we’ll see just how grateful you can be.”

---

Chapter: The Collar and the Cage

The next evening, Joan arrived at the police station exactly on time, his heart pounding so hard he could feel it in his throat. The red mark on his cheek from yesterday’s slaps had faded to a faint bruise, but the memory burned fresh. He had barely slept, torn between terror and the desperate hope that Officer Amy might show mercy.

He approached the front desk on shaky legs. “I’m… here to see Officer Amy. She’s expecting me.”

The desk sergeant gave him a knowing look and waved him through. Minutes later, Joan stood inside Officer Amy’s private office. It was larger than the interrogation room—still intimidating, with a heavy wooden desk, filing cabinets, a large monitor, and a dedicated corner area. Amy was already waiting, leaning against her desk in her crisp uniform, looking even taller and more commanding than before. Her dark hair was perfectly tied back, and her green eyes scanned him like prey.

“You’re on time. Good boy,” she said, her voice smooth but laced with authority. “Speak.”

Joan dropped his gaze to the floor, voice trembling. “Officer Amy… I’ll do anything. Please don’t ruin my life. I’ll work, pay fines, whatever you want. Just don’t file the charges. I’ve spent everything on my studies here. Lisa… my future… I can’t lose it all.”

Amy’s lips curved into a cruel, satisfied smile. She stepped forward, towering over him, and lifted his chin with one gloved finger so he had to meet her eyes.

“Anything?” she repeated, savoring the word. “That’s exactly what I wanted to hear, my little overseas pet. I’ve decided not to file charges against you… for now. You can continue your studies. But there’s only one way this works.”

She walked around him slowly, her boots clicking on the tiled floor. “You will become my personal assistant. Under my complete supervision. Twenty-four-seven monitoring. You belong to me until I say otherwise. You will obey every order, every rule, without question. Refuse or fail… and the file goes straight to immigration and the courts. Understood?”

Joan swallowed hard, cheeks burning with shame. “Y-yes, Officer Amy… I understand. I’ll be your personal assistant.”

“Excellent.” Amy opened a sleek black case on her desk. Inside gleamed two high-tech devices: a thick, advanced smart shock collar with glowing LED strips and biometric sensors, and a smooth, unbreakable smart electric chastity cage with integrated electrodes and locking mechanism.

“Strip. Everything off. Now.”

Joan hesitated only a second before Amy’s sharp glare made him comply. He stood naked and vulnerable in her office while Amy approached with the devices.

First, the chastity cage. Amy knelt briefly—still somehow dominating the moment—and locked the cold, high-tech device around his cock and balls with a decisive click. It was snug, perfectly fitted, and immediately felt restrictive. A small screen on the front blinked to life, syncing with her tablet.

“Smart electric chastity cage,” she explained calmly, standing up and tapping her tablet. A low warning buzz pulsed through the device, making Joan gasp and flinch. “It monitors everything. Attempts to tamper, unauthorized arousal beyond light teasing, or disobedience will earn you escalating shocks. Only I can unlock it.”

Next came the shock collar. Amy fastened it around his neck, tight enough to be a constant reminder but not choking. It locked with an audible electronic seal. The collar’s LEDs glowed a soft blue, then turned amber as it connected to the system.

“Advanced smart shock collar,” Amy continued, her voice dripping with control. “Connected directly to the police department’s surveillance system. GPS, biometric data, audio monitoring, live video feed capability. It’s tamper-proof and government-secure. Only I have administrative access. I can shock you from anywhere, at any intensity. You will wear both devices at all times.”

Joan touched the collar with trembling fingers, face flushed deep red with humiliation. “Please… this is too much…”

Amy slapped his cheek lightly—not full force, but enough to sting. “Quiet. These are the terms. Now the rules.”

She held up her tablet, showing the control app with his profile already loaded.

1. You will report to this police station every evening for charging. No excuses.

2. The charging station is right here in my office. You will kneel at the ground-level charging station in the corner, attach the magnetic leash to your collar, and remain locked in place until the devices reach full charge.

3. While charging, you will serve me—cleaning, foot worship, errands, massages, whatever I require.

4. Both devices stay on 24/7. Only I can remove them. Any attempt to tamper triggers immediate alerts and severe punishment.

5. You will continue your studies and normal life during the day, but you are always on call for me. Disobedience, lying, or poor performance means shocks, public humiliation, or the file being submitted.

Amy stepped close, pressing her body against his, her hand resting possessively on the collar. “Say it, pet. ‘I accept the collar and cage. I am Officer Amy’s personal assistant and property.’”

Joan’s voice cracked with shame and arousal. “I… I accept the collar and cage. I am Officer Amy’s personal assistant and property.”

“Good boy.” Amy rewarded him with a mocking pat on the cheek. “Now, first charging session starts tonight. Corner. Kneel.”

She pointed to the secure charging station embedded in the floor in the corner of her office, near her desk. Joan dropped to his knees on the hard floor. Amy attached the thick magnetic leash from the charging station to the back of his collar. It locked with a strong click, forcing him to stay low, almost in a bowed position with limited movement. The collar and cage began charging, small indicator lights pulsing softly.

While the devices charged, Amy sat in her large office chair, crossing her long legs, and extended one polished boot toward his face.

“Start serving, pet. Kiss and clean my boots while you charge. And thank me properly for my mercy.”

Joan leaned forward as far as the leash allowed, pressing his lips to her boot in deep humiliation. “Thank you for your mercy, Officer Amy… I am your guilty little overseas pet.”

Amy smiled down at him, tapping her tablet idly. A light teasing shock pulsed through the cage, making him whimper against her leather.

“Every evening from now on, you’ll be right here in my office like this—leashed to the charging station, locked in place, and serving. Tomorrow night will be even more interesting. Lisa might even get involved if you please me…”

---

Chapter: Pet Mode Activated

The following evening, Joan arrived at the police station right on time, his steps hurried and anxious. The weight of the shock collar around his neck and the constant, restrictive presence of the electric chastity cage served as relentless reminders of his new reality. He went straight to Officer Amy’s office, where she was seated behind her desk reviewing files, looking impeccably dominant in her tailored uniform.

“On your knees,” Amy commanded without looking up. Joan immediately dropped.

“Very good. Before your charging session tonight, it’s time you learned the full capabilities of your new toys,” she said, picking up her tablet and tapping through the control app. She turned the screen toward him, her green eyes gleaming with cruel amusement.

“First, Pet Mode. When activated, the collar and cage work together to enforce quadrupedal posture. It limits your ability to stand fully upright and delivers corrective shocks if you try. Your movements become more… animalistic. Perfect for a pathetic overseas pet like you.”

She swiped again. “Geo Tethering. This creates an invisible electronic leash tied to specific locations or to me personally. Step too far from the allowed zone and you’ll get progressively stronger shocks until you return. Very useful for keeping you close during walks.”

Amy’s smile turned wicked. “And my favorite for tonight — Silent Mode. The collar constantly listens to your voice. If it detects any human words or speech, it will deliver an immediate and painful shock. You are allowed to bark, whimper, or make animal sounds only. You can still hear everything perfectly. No talking back. No begging with words. Just perfect, helpless pet behavior.”

Joan’s eyes widened in fresh panic. “Officer Amy, please don’t—”

Silent Mode: Activated.

Pet Mode: Activated.

A sharp warning shock zapped through the collar the moment he tried to form a full sentence, cutting him off mid-word. His voice was still physically capable, but any attempt at real speech triggered instant punishment. He could only let out a humiliated little whimper that quickly turned into a soft, involuntary bark when Amy tapped the tablet again.

“Much better,” Amy purred. She attached a sleek black leash to the front ring of his collar. “Now, crawl, pet. We’re going for a little tour of the station so everyone can see what a well-behaved overseas student you’ve become.”

Amy stood tall and began walking, tugging the leash. Joan was forced onto all fours, crawling awkwardly behind her as Pet Mode adjusted his posture. His face burned with shame as they left the office and entered the main hallway of the bustling police station.

Several officers turned to stare. A muscular male sergeant burst out laughing.

“Holy shit, Amy! Is that the new ‘personal assistant’? Look at him crawling like a pathetic bitch! What did he do, piss in your coffee?”

Amy chuckled, tugging the leash to make Joan keep pace. “This is Joan — our latest overseas troublemaker. Caught moving product. Instead of filing charges, I decided to rehabilitate him personally. Go on, pet. Bark nicely for everyone.”

Joan, burning with humiliation, could only obey with a weak “Woof… woof…” The sound drew even more laughter.

A group of female officers nearby gathered, grinning.

“Oh my god, he’s actually naked except for the collar and cage!” one laughed, pointing. “Look at that pathetic little locked dick twitching. Hey boy, bark louder for us! Come on, louder!”

Joan barked again, louder and more degrading, his face pressed low to the floor as he crawled past them.

Another officer, a stern woman in her 40s, shook her head with mock pity. “Poor foreign student. Spent all that tuition money just to end up as Officer Amy’s crawling fuck-pet. Does your girlfriend Lisa know you’re a collared, barking bitch now? Bark if you miss her!”

Joan let out a series of humiliated barks, unable to form any words without risking another shock.

One young male officer crouched down and patted Joan’s head roughly. “Good boy! Want a treat? Or are you only allowed Amy’s boot? Speak! Oh wait… you can’t, can you? Silent Mode is brutal.”

Laughter echoed down the corridor. Amy paraded him through the bullpen, past holding cells, and near the front desk where even civilians waiting gave shocked, amused stares. Joan could hear every mocking comment, every laugh, every degrading remark clearly — but he could only respond with barks and whimpers.

By the time they returned toward Amy’s office, Joan’s knees were sore and his spirit thoroughly crushed.

Amy finally led him back inside, but instead of stopping at the charging station, she guided him to a reinforced door at the far side of the office.

“One last stop for tonight, pet,” she said, deactivating Silent Mode temporarily so he could hear her clearly without risk. She opened the door, revealing a narrow staircase leading down to a sound-proof basement chamber.

The room was dimly lit and heavily insulated. Along the walls hung an array of cruel implements: thick leather whips, rattan canes of various thicknesses, paddles, crops, restraints, a padded punishment bench, and various electrical devices that synced directly with his collar and cage.

“Welcome to my private discipline room,” Amy said softly, her voice echoing slightly in the insulated space. “Completely sound-proof. No one above will hear you scream or beg when you earn punishment. These whips and canes are very effective — especially when combined with maximum shock settings and Pet Mode.”

She crouched beside him, stroking the back of his collar. “Be a good pet during your charging tonight, and maybe we won’t need to visit down here soon. Disobey… and I’ll bring you here for a long session.”

Amy reactivated Silent Mode with a tap, then led him back to the corner charging station.

“Kneel. Leash up.”

Joan crawled into position, attaching the magnetic leash. As the devices began charging, Amy sat in her chair and offered her boot once more.

“Now lick, pet. And remember — this is your life now.”

---

Chapter: Battery Life Lesson

The next evening, Joan crawled into Officer Amy’s office exactly on time, already conditioned to move on all fours whenever Pet Mode was active. The shock collar felt heavier today, its LEDs pulsing a faint amber warning. He had noticed the battery indicator dropping steadily throughout the day — a constant, low-level anxiety buzzing in the back of his mind.

Amy was seated at her desk, legs crossed, tablet in hand. She glanced down at him with a smirk.

“Charging station. Now.”

Joan crawled to the corner and knelt, attaching the magnetic leash to his collar with practiced shame. The connection clicked, and the charging process began. Amy stood up, towering over him, and tapped her tablet to bring up the device status screen.

“Before you start licking my boots tonight, let’s have a little talk about your collar’s battery life, pet,” she said, her voice smooth and authoritative. She crouched beside him, one gloved hand resting on the back of his neck, fingers tracing the locked collar.

“This advanced smart shock collar has an impressive battery — roughly 36 to 48 hours of normal use on a full charge. That includes GPS tracking, biometric monitoring, Silent Mode, Pet Mode, and occasional light shocks. Heavy use — multiple strong corrections, Geo Tethering walks, or punishment sessions — drains it faster, sometimes down to 24 hours.”

She tapped the screen, showing him the live readout. The battery was at 18% after a full day.

“If it drops below 10%, the collar starts issuing warning vibrations every 15 minutes. Below 5%… well, it automatically escalates to uncomfortable corrective shocks until you get to the charging station. And if it ever reaches 0%?” Amy’s smile turned cruel. “The system sends an immediate alert to the entire police department surveillance team. Your Geo Tethering locks you in place with maximum intensity shocks until I personally come and retrieve you. Then the file gets processed automatically. No excuses.”

Joan whimpered softly, pressing his forehead to the floor in humiliation. He could feel the low hum of the collar charging against his neck.

“That’s why you will never miss an evening report, pet. Every single night, right here in my office, leashed to this charging station like the obedient overseas dog you are. The chastity cage charges at the same time — same rules apply.”

Amy stood up and sat back in her chair, extending one polished boot directly in front of his face.

“Start cleaning, pet. Use your tongue properly while I explain the rest.”

As Joan began licking her boot in deep submission, Amy continued casually, scrolling through the app:

“Full charge takes about 90 minutes. During that time you’ll stay exactly where you are — leashed, in Pet Mode if I choose, and serving me. The collar also has a ‘Power Save’ feature I can activate remotely. It reduces functionality but still keeps tracking and Silent Mode active. Useful when I want to keep you on a shorter leash without constant charging.”

She gave a light tap on her tablet. A small teasing shock pulsed through the collar and cage, making Joan yelp and lick faster.

“Battery life is your new religion, Joan. Miss a charge, let it run low on purpose, or try to find some way around it… and I’ll demonstrate how painful a dead collar can be down in the sound-proof basement with the whips and canes. Understood?”

Joan barked twice in humiliated acknowledgment — “Woof… woof…” — unable to speak words under Silent Mode.

Amy laughed softly, stroking his hair with her boot still pressed against his tongue.

“Good boy. Now keep licking while it charges. Tomorrow I might test Geo Tethering during one of your classes… or introduce Lisa to your new battery schedule. Wouldn’t that be fun?”

---

Chapter: Shared Control

The next evening, Joan arrived precisely on time and crawled into Officer Amy’s office on all fours. Pet Mode was already active, keeping him low and animalistic. The collar’s battery sat at 22%.

Amy was not alone. Five other officers sat around her desk, watching with eager cruelty.

“Charging station, pet. Now,” Amy commanded.

Joan crawled to the corner, attached the magnetic leash, and knelt as charging began.

Amy rested her boot on his back like a footstool. “Team, this is Joan — my overseas student pet. Caught moving product for his greedy girlfriend Lisa. He’s now my full-time personal assistant under 24/7 supervision. Silent Mode and Pet Mode are active, so he can only bark and whimper. No human speech.”

She introduced them: “Officer Tripti, Officer Katrina, Officer Mia, Officer Aliya, and Sergeant Arnold. I’ve granted you limited shared control. You can issue shocks and orders — but I remain the main owner.”

Amy tapped her tablet. “Pet, greet your new handlers. Bark nicely for everyone!”

Joan stayed silent, pressing his forehead to the floor in a moment of weak resistance.

Amy’s voice turned icy. “I said bark, pet.”

Still nothing.

ZAP! A sharp medium-level shock ripped through the collar and chastity cage. Joan yelped and jerked against the leash.

Officer Tripti smirked. “Bark for me, you pathetic foreign boy. Now!”

Joan hesitated again, trembling.

ZAP! Another stronger shock from Tripti’s shared access made him cry out in pain.

Officer Katrina lifted his chin with her boot. “Bark, dog! Don’t test us.”

When Joan still didn’t comply immediately, Amy grabbed his hair roughly and delivered two hard slaps across his face. “You will obey every handler, pet. Bark right now or we take you to the basement.”

The group stared down at him expectantly.

Finally broken, Joan let out a weak, humiliated “Woof…”

Officer Mia laughed and sent a quick shock. “Louder! Bark properly like the locked bitch you are!”

“Woof! Woof!” Joan barked louder, face burning crimson with shame.

Officer Aliya clapped. “That’s better. Bark three times for me, overseas pet! Tell everyone how much you love being shared!”

“Woof! Woof! Woof!” Joan barked repeatedly, voice cracking with humiliation.

Sergeant Arnold grinned and slapped Joan’s ass hard. “Good boy. Bark if you accept being our station dog from now on!”

“Woof… Woof… Woof…” Joan continued barking, tears of utter degradation in his eyes.

Amy smiled possessively, stroking his hair while keeping her boot on his back. “See? He just needed proper motivation. You may all command him to bark, crawl, clean, or serve. Use him freely for tasks and humiliation, but serious punishment goes through me. If he ever hesitates again with any of you, he spends an hour in the sound-proof basement with the whips and canes.”

The officers laughed.

Officer Tripti leaned in close. “Bark twice if you want us to invite Lisa to watch you charge and serve like this, pet!”

Joan barked twice immediately, terrified of further punishment.

More laughter filled the office. Amy removed her boot and sat down, extending it toward his face along with the others.

“Start serving, pet. Lick our boots clean while you charge. And every single time any of us says ‘bark’, you respond instantly and loudly. Understood?”

The officers took turns commanding him as he crawled from boot to boot, licking diligently:

- “Bark, dog!”

- “Louder, you silent little bitch!”

- “Bark while you lick!”

- “Keep barking, overseas pet!”

Each bark drew fresh waves of mockery:

- “Look at that locked dick twitching every time he barks!”

- “Pathetic. All that tuition money for a barking police toy.”

- “Wag your ass while you bark louder!”

Amy watched with satisfaction, sending occasional corrective shocks when his barks weren’t enthusiastic enough. “Every evening you’ll greet the whole team with proper barks before full service to me. This is your new shared, humiliating life now, pet.”

---

Chapter: Service to Tripti and Katrina

The next evening, Joan crawled into Officer Amy’s office right on time, already in Pet Mode, his knees sore from the constant quadrupedal movement. The collar showed 19% battery. Amy was at her desk, but she wasn’t alone.

“Charging station, pet,” Amy ordered casually. As Joan knelt and leashed himself to the ground-level charging station, Amy addressed the two officers standing nearby.

“Officer Tripti, Officer Katrina — he’s all yours for the first part of tonight’s service. Teach him what real discipline looks like. I’ll watch and supervise. Use the shared controls freely, but save the basement for anything serious.”

Officer Tripti, slim and sharp with her strict ponytail, smiled coldly. “With pleasure. This pathetic overseas barking boy needs proper training.”

Officer Katrina, tall and athletic with blonde hair, cracked a thin rattan cane against her palm. “Finally. I’ve been waiting to break him in.”

They both approached the leashed Joan, who was still attached to the charging station in the corner of Amy’s office.

Tripti grabbed his hair and yanked his head up. “Look at you, already leashed like a proper dog. Bark for us first, pet. Loud and clear!”

Joan barked twice, but it was weak.

ZAP! Katrina sent a medium shock through the collar. “Louder, you worthless foreign student! Bark like your future depends on it — because it does!”

“Woof! Woof! Woof!” Joan barked desperately.

Tripti laughed. “Pathetic. Your girlfriend Lisa would be so ashamed if she saw her big provider reduced to this. Crawl out here and start licking our boots properly while you charge.”

Joan crawled as far as the magnetic leash allowed, tongue working frantically on Tripti’s polished boots first, then Katrina’s.

Katrina pressed her boot down on the back of his neck, forcing his face harder into the leather. “Lick better, bitch. All that tuition money and you can’t even clean boots right? What would your family think if they knew their son was a collared, caged police pet now?”

Tripti circled him, tapping the tablet. “Silent Mode is perfect for this. No annoying begging… yet.” She activated a stronger setting. “Time for correction.”

WHIP! Tripti brought a thick leather whip down across Joan’s bare ass with a sharp crack.

Joan yelped and jerked against the leash, tears already forming.

WHIP! WHIP! Two more lashes landed in quick succession.

“Bark if it hurts, pet!” Katrina demanded.

“Woof… woof…” Joan whimpered between sobs, his voice breaking.

Katrina laughed cruelly and handed the cane to Tripti. “Your turn. Make him cry properly.”

Tripti took the rattan cane and delivered several precise, stinging strokes across Joan’s thighs and ass. THWACK! THWACK! THWACK!

Each impact left bright red welts. Joan’s body shook as he cried openly, tears streaming down his face onto the floor. He tried to beg, but only broken whimpers and desperate barks came out.

“P-please… mercy…” he attempted, but the collar immediately ZAPPED him hard for trying to speak real words.

Katrina crouched beside him, stroking his tear-stained cheek mockingly. “Aww, listen to that. He’s trying to beg for mercy. Too bad Silent Mode turns you into nothing but a crying, barking animal. Does it hurt, overseas pet? Bark ‘yes’ if you want mercy.”

“Woof! Woof! Woof!” Joan barked frantically through his sobs, pressing his forehead to the floor in total submission.

Tripti gave him two more hard cane strokes. “Mercy? You don’t deserve mercy yet. You hesitated yesterday when we told you to bark. This is what happens when you disobey handlers. Keep crying — it’s music to us.”

ZAP! ZAP! ZAP! Katrina layered electric shocks through the chastity cage, making Joan’s locked cock twitch painfully as he wailed.

“Look at him sobbing like a little boy,” Tripti taunted, grabbing his hair again. “All that money spent on studies, and here you are — naked, whipped, caned, and shocked in a police station, licking the boots of women who own you. Tell us with barks how grateful you are for this ‘rehabilitation’.”

Joan barked repeatedly between broken cries: “Woof… woof… woof…” His body trembled, ass and thighs covered in welts, face wet with tears.

Katrina pressed her boot against his lips again. “Clean the dust off while you cry, bitch. And thank us properly — bark ‘thank you’ over and over.”

“Woof! Woof! Thank you… woof!” He tried mixing words again and received another punishing shock, forcing him back to pure humiliated barks.

Amy watched from her desk with a satisfied smile, occasionally tapping her tablet to add extra shocks. “Good work, ladies. Break him a little more, then bring him back to full charging service for me.”

Tripti delivered one final hard cane stroke. “Remember this pain, Joan. Every time you think of resisting or missing a charge, picture yourself crying under our boots and cane. Now bark for mercy one last time.”

Joan broke down completely, sobbing uncontrollably while barking desperately: “Woof… woof… woof…” — a broken, tearful plea for mercy that only amused the two officers more.

---

Chapter: College Supervision

The next day, Joan tried to act normal on campus, but every movement was monitored. Officer Amy had activated Geo Tethering remotely. The collar sent constant location, audio, and biometric data straight to her tablet. A single text arrived during his first lecture:

“Good morning, pet. I’m watching your heart rate. Stay focused. Miss a class or look nervous and I’ll force Pet Mode on you in the middle of the campus.”

Joan kept his head down, heart pounding. The welts from Tripti and Katrina’s whipping and caning the night before still stung every time he shifted in his seat.

After lectures, Lisa was waiting for him near the campus café, arms crossed, worry written all over her face. She had noticed the changes for days — his late nights, the way he flinched at every phone vibration, the faint marks on his neck he tried to hide.

“Joan, seriously, what the hell is going on with you?” Lisa demanded the moment they found a quiet spot in the garden. “You’ve been completely off. You barely sleep, you come home exhausted and covered in random bruises, and you jump every time your phone goes off. Are you in trouble? Did something happen with those people you were working for?”

Joan looked around nervously, knowing the collar was listening. He pulled her further into the shade and lowered his voice.

“Lisa… I’m trapped,” he whispered, voice cracking. “That police officer — Officer Amy — she caught me moving the packages. She has everything on camera and in the system. Instead of arresting me and ruining my student visa, she put these devices on me. A shock collar and a smart chastity cage. They’re connected to the entire police department. She owns me now. I have to report to her every single night. I crawl for her. I serve her and the other officers. I’m her personal pet. I can’t escape.”

Lisa’s eyes widened in shock and horror. “What?! Joan, that’s insane! She can’t just do that to you! That’s illegal as hell — kidnapping, assault, abuse of power! We need to go to the embassy right now. Or the international student office. Or a lawyer. Someone has to help!”

Joan shook his head desperately. “Lisa, you don’t understand. The collar is tamper-proof. It shocks me if I try to remove it. It’s linked to their surveillance system. If I go to anyone official, she’ll know instantly and punish me worse. She already has other officers involved — Tripti, Katrina, Mia, Aliya, even Sergeant Arnold. They whip me, cane me, shock me while I cry and bark like a dog because I’m not allowed to speak real words.”

Lisa’s face turned pale, then flushed with anger. “Bark? They make you bark? Joan, this is sick! How long has this been going on? Why didn’t you tell me sooner? We can fight this! I’ll call my dad’s lawyer friend. Or we can record everything and go public. She can’t just turn you into her… her slave!”

Before Joan could reply, his collar vibrated sharply — a warning. Then his phone rang. It was Amy. Joan answered and put it on speaker at Amy’s command.

“Joan’s little girlfriend,” Amy’s calm, velvet voice came through clearly. “How touching. I see you’re having a little chat about my pet.”

Lisa’s voice rose, furious and protective. “You! You can’t do this to him! He’s an overseas student! This is abuse! I’m going to the embassy, the police oversight board — whoever the hell I have to call! You’re a monster!”

Amy chuckled softly on the other end. “By all means, Lisa. Try. Every call you make, every message, every visit will be logged. Joan belongs to me now. If you interfere, I’ll make sure his file is submitted immediately. He’ll be deported in disgrace… and I’ll make sure you’re questioned as an accomplice who benefited from his illegal work. All those expensive dinners and bags you love? They’ll look very suspicious.”

Lisa’s voice cracked with emotion. “You’re threatening us? He only did that because of me! Because I kept asking for more money! Joan, I’m so sorry… but we have to fight this! We can’t just let her win!”

Amy’s tone turned icy. “You’re not listening, Lisa. Bring him to my office tonight at the usual time. Or I’ll come collect him myself — in Pet Mode, on all fours, through the middle of campus, barking and crying while everyone watches. Your choice.”

Lisa was crying now, holding Joan’s face in her hands. “Joan… baby, look at me. We’ll figure something out. I’ll come with you tonight. I’ll talk to her. I’ll beg if I have to. There has to be a way. I can’t just stand here and watch her destroy you like this.”

Joan looked at her with broken eyes, tears welling up. “Lisa… please don’t make it worse. She’s too powerful. The whole station is involved. I have to go serve them again tonight. Tripti and Katrina already whipped and caned me yesterday while I sobbed and barked for mercy. I’m sorry I dragged you into this…”

Lisa hugged him tightly, sobbing. “I’m so sorry, Joan. This is my fault. All those expenses… I should have stopped. But I won’t abandon you. I’ll come tonight. I’ll see what she wants. Maybe I can reason with her or find a way to help you escape later. Just… please be careful.”

Amy’s voice cut in one last time from the phone. “How sweet. See you both tonight, Lisa. I’m looking forward to showing you exactly what your boyfriend has become.”

That evening, Joan crawled into Officer Amy’s office and leashed himself to the charging station as usual. Amy looked up with a satisfied smirk, tablet in hand.

“Good boy. Your girlfriend now understands the situation perfectly. She can watch your service tonight if she behaves… or she can stay away. Either way, you’re mine. Bark for me, pet. Loud enough for Lisa to hear when she arrives.”

Joan, still emotionally shattered and physically sore, barked miserably while the devices began charging.

“Woof… Woof…”

---

Chapter: Abandoned Pet

That evening, Joan crawled into Officer Amy’s office exactly on time, his spirit already crushed from the confrontation with Lisa on campus. He went straight to the corner charging station, knelt, and attached the magnetic leash to his collar with a soft click. The devices began charging as Pet Mode and Silent Mode remained active.

Amy sat in her large office chair, legs crossed, watching him with a satisfied smirk. “Good boy. Start serving while we wait to see if your precious Lisa shows up.”

Joan leaned forward and began licking Amy’s polished boots submissively, his tongue working diligently over the leather. The welts from the previous night’s punishments still burned, but the emotional pain was far worse.

Then Amy’s phone rang. She glanced at the screen and smiled cruelly. “Oh, look at that. It’s your girlfriend.” She answered and put it on speaker so Joan could hear everything clearly.

Lisa’s voice came through, hesitant but firm. “Officer Amy… this is Lisa. I… I’m sorry for earlier. I was emotional and said too much. Whatever Joan was doing — the illegal stuff, all of it — it’s none of my business. I don’t want to be involved in any of this. I’m no longer interested in him. I just want to stay away from this whole mess. Please… just leave me out of it.”

Joan froze mid-lick, his heart shattering. Tears instantly filled his eyes as he stared up at Amy in disbelief. The one person he had risked everything for was abandoning him.

Amy let out a rich, mocking laugh. “Well, well. How quickly the spoiled little princess turns tail. Don’t worry, Lisa. I have no interest in you either. Joan is mine now — fully. You can go back to your shopping and luxury life without this pathetic overseas pet dragging you down. Goodbye.”

She hung up the call and looked down at Joan, who was trembling, tears dripping onto her boot.

“Aww, listen to that, pet. Your precious Lisa just dumped you over the phone. She doesn’t care. All those expenses, all that risk you took for her… and she washes her hands of you the moment things get difficult. How does it feel to be completely alone now?”

Joan whimpered brokenly. The betrayal cut deeper than any whip or cane. With nothing left to lose and no one left to fight for, something inside him gave way. He lowered his head further and began licking Amy’s feet with renewed, desperate submission — long, devoted strokes of his tongue across her boots and then her bare feet after she slipped them off, like a truly broken good dog.

Amy chuckled, resting one foot firmly on his head, pressing his face down.

“Look at you. The moment your girlfriend abandons you, you turn into the perfect little foot-licking pet. How pathetic. Were you really doing all this illegal work for that ungrateful bitch? And now she’s gone, and here you are — naked, collared, caged, and eagerly worshipping my feet like the worthless overseas dog you truly are.”

She wiggled her toes against his tongue, making him chase them.

“Bark if you accept that you belong to me completely now, with no one else in your pathetic life.”

Joan, tears streaming down his face, barked submissively between licks: “Woof… Woof…”

Amy laughed louder, stroking his hair with her other foot. “That’s right. Good dog. Lisa threw you away like trash, but I’ll keep you. As my charging station pet. As my office footlicker. As my shared toy for Tripti, Katrina, and the others. No more pretending to be a man. No more girlfriend. Just a broken, lonely little overseas bitch who lives for my boots and my mercy.”

She tapped her tablet, sending a light teasing shock through the chastity cage.

“Keep licking, pet. Show me how grateful you are that I’m the only one left who wants you. Deeper. Use that tongue properly. This is your life now — leashed, alone, and completely mine.”

Joan licked with total, heartbroken submission, barking softly whenever commanded, his spirit fully surrendered to Officer Amy.

---

Chapter: Mandatory Community Service

That evening, after Lisa’s devastating abandonment, Joan remained broken at Officer Amy’s feet. He licked and worshipped her bare soles with total, desperate devotion, barking softly like a good dog whenever she commanded.

Amy looked down at him with a satisfied smirk and tapped her tablet to finalize the new schedule.

“Since your ungrateful ex-girlfriend has thrown you away like trash and you have no one left, I’ve decided to make better use of your pathetic life,” Amy said, pressing her foot firmly against his face. “Starting tomorrow, you will perform mandatory community service every second day. This is now part of your official rehabilitation program under my personal supervision. You’ll work as a janitor in government hospitals, public offices, and as waste collection staff on the streets — cleaning toilets, mopping floors, sweeping, and collecting garbage like the lowly offender you are.”

She laughed softly and continued, “Let me tell you exactly what you’ll be wearing, pet. Pay attention while you lick.”

Amy turned her tablet toward him, showing the approved uniform photos while describing every humiliating detail:

- Bright orange high-visibility Community Service vest: Made of stiff, coarse polyester mesh that will feel scratchy and abrasive against your bare skin, especially on your nipples and under your arms. It’s oversized yet tight across the shoulders, with heavy reflective silver strips that will make you glow under any light. The large black bold letters on the front and back — “POLICE SUPERVISED OFFENDER – COMMUNITY SERVICE” — are printed with raised rubberized ink that will rub and stick to your sweaty chest with every movement. There’s even a big QR code that anyone can scan to see your full offender profile. That cheap material is going to trap heat and sweat fast — you’ll be sticky, damp, and reeking of plastic and humiliation after just one hour.”

Officer Tripti’s voice suddenly came through the speaker on Amy’s desk:

“Oh I love this already. Make sure that stiff vest chafes his nipples raw while he’s crawling on all fours, Amy. I want him squirming the entire shift.”

Katrina chimed in with a cruel laugh:

“And tell him the shorts are extra short. I can’t wait to visit the hospital and see that locked cage bulging out while he mops the floors in that bright orange outfit.”

Amy pressed her toes harder against Joan’s tongue, making him lick between them. “You heard my colleagues, pet. Continuing with the uniform:

- Thin white short-sleeve shirt underneath, semi-transparent when soaked with your sweat, with ‘PROPERTY OF OFFICER AMY’ printed across the chest.

- Loose orange shorts that are deliberately too short and baggy.

- Heavy black work boots, white knee pads, and a bright orange cap that says ‘OFFENDER’ in big letters.”

She stroked his hair mockingly with her other foot. “On every community service day, Pet Mode and Silent Mode will be active the entire shift. You’ll do most of the work on your hands and knees. Geo Tethering will lock you to the site. The collar will record video and audio so we can all review your performance later. Imagine how that itchy, sticky orange vest is going to feel rubbing against your skin while you sweat under the sun, collecting garbage on the street with everyone staring at the collared foreign boy.”

Officer Mia’s voice joined from the speaker:

“Make him bark ‘thank you’ to every citizen who complains about his slow cleaning. I want to see the recording of him sweating in that vest.”

Sergeant Arnold added:

“Pathetic. All that foreign education and now he’s a public garbage dog in bright orange. Amy, send us the live feed when he’s on duty.”

Amy chuckled and lifted her foot slightly, only to press it back down on Joan’s head. “See, pet? Everyone is excited to watch you suffer in your new uniform. That stiff, coarse vest will chafe you constantly. The reflective strips will make sure no one misses the sight of you crawling around like a broken overseas offender. And the best part? You’ll smell like cheap plastic, sweat, and shame by the end of every shift.”

She tapped the tablet, sending the full uniform specs and schedule to the shared system.

“Now thank me properly for this wonderful opportunity, dog. Lick my feet like the grateful little garbage pet you are and bark how happy you are to wear that humiliating, scratchy orange vest every second day while the whole city watches.”

Joan, completely broken and alone, licked Amy’s feet with total submission and barked miserably between each devoted stroke:

“Woof… Woof… Woof…”

Amy smirked down at him. “Good dog. Tomorrow morning I’ll personally dress you in that stiff, itchy orange vest and drop you off at the government hospital for your very first shift. Be ready to crawl, sweat, and entertain everyone in your bright new uniform.”

---

Chapter: Public Community Service

The next morning, Joan stood trembling in Officer Amy’s office as she personally dressed him in the humiliating uniform. The stiff orange vest scratched relentlessly against his bare chest and nipples, the raised rubberized letters sticking to his skin. Amy smirked and handed him over to Officer Tripti.

Officer Tripti attached a long leash to his collar, activated full Pet Mode and Silent Mode, and tugged him out.

---

At the busy government hospital, Tripti paraded Joan on all fours through the main entrance, the bright orange vest making him impossible to ignore.

“Oh everyone, come look at this pathetic overseas offender!” Tripti announced loudly. “This is Joan — caught doing illegal work. Now he’s my personal community service dog. On your knees properly, pet! Head down, ass up like the bitch you are!”

Joan’s face burned. The coarse vest chafed his nipples raw as he crawled.

Tripti yanked the leash. “Crawl in a slow circle for the nice people first, dog. Show them how well-trained you are. Faster! Wiggle that ass so everyone can see the locked cage bulging in those tiny orange shorts!”

When Joan hesitated, ZAP! A sharp shock hit him.

“Woof! Woof!” he barked in pain.

Tripti laughed. “Good boy. Now stop and present — forehead to the floor, ass high. Hold that position while I explain your new life to these fine citizens.”

A group of nurses and patients gathered. Tripti continued with glee:

“Look at him, everyone. This worthless foreign student used to spoil his greedy girlfriend with dirty money. She dumped him the moment she found out. Now he’s mine. Hey pet — bark ‘I am a pathetic locked offender’ for these nice ladies. Three loud barks!”

ZAP! Another shock forced him.

“Woof! Woof! Woof!” Joan barked miserably.

Tripti pressed her boot on the back of his neck. “Excellent. Now crawl to that corner and start mopping the floor — but only with your hands and knees, no standing. And every time you dip the cloth, I want you to bark ‘Thank you Officer Tripti for letting me clean filth’ before you scrub. Do it!”

Joan crawled to the bucket, the vest rubbing painfully against his sweaty chest. Every dip and scrub was punctuated with humiliated barks: “Woof… Woof…”

Tripti circled him, her voice loud and mocking. “Slower on that spot, dog! Spread your knees wider — give everyone a good view of your caged little dick bouncing in those shorts. Look at how the reflective strips on your vest make you shine like a cheap public toy. Now stop mopping and kiss the floor where you just cleaned. Kiss it ten times while barking ‘I love cleaning for real people’!”

“Woof! Woof! Woof!” Joan obeyed, pressing his lips to the cold hospital floor repeatedly in front of the watching crowd.

An elderly man chuckled. Tripti grinned. “Sir, would you like to give him a command? Pet, when anyone speaks to you, you bark twice and then lick their shoes if they allow it. Understood?”

“Woof! Woof!” Joan barked, then leaned forward to lick the man’s shoes submissively.

Tripti yanked him back. “Pathetic. Now crawl to the next corridor on your belly — no hands, just elbows and knees. Drag that itchy orange vest across the floor so your raw nipples really feel it. While you crawl, bark continuously: ‘I am Officer Tripti’s public garbage dog’ over and over!”

Joan crawled on his belly, the coarse material scraping his skin, barking brokenly between gasps: “Woof… I am… woof… Officer Tripti’s… woof… public garbage dog…”

Tripti kept the humiliation flowing:

“Louder, bitch! Everyone, scan the QR code on his vest to see what a broken overseas pet he is. Joan, stop and roll over like a dog begging for belly rubs. Expose that caged bulge to the ceiling and bark for mercy!”

ZAP! ZAP! Two shocks made him obey instantly, rolling onto his back and barking desperately while people laughed and took photos.

Tripti pressed her boot against his exposed belly. “Look at you — sweaty, chafed, crying, and barking in public. Your ex Lisa would laugh if she saw what a worthless orange-vested janitor you’ve become. Now get back to mopping the toilets next. I want you to bark ‘Please let me clean your piss, sir/ma’am’ to every person who enters while you scrub on all fours.”

Joan’s tears flowed freely as he crawled toward the bathroom area, the heavy boots and knee pads doing nothing to ease his total public degradation.

Tripti followed, voice dripping with dominance. “This is your life now, pet. Every second day you’ll be my crawling hospital dog in that humiliating uniform. Keep barking — I want the whole building to hear what a broken, abandoned, shock-trained overseas offender you really are.”

---

Chapter: Officers’ Trip Planning

That night, after a brutally humiliating day under Officer Tripti’s supervision at the hospital, Joan crawled exhausted into Officer Amy’s office. The stiff orange community service vest was still damp and sour with dried sweat, its coarse mesh leaving his nipples raw and irritated. He knelt at the corner charging station, attached the magnetic leash with a click, and stayed on all fours as the collar and cage began charging.

Pet Mode and Silent Mode remained active. He could only listen, whimper, and bark.

The office was fuller tonight. Officer Amy sat at her desk like a queen. Officer Tripti and Officer Katrina lounged in chairs with their boots resting on Joan’s back. Officer Aliya stood nearby, and Sergeant Arnold leaned against the wall, all of them casually using Joan as furniture while they talked.

Amy scrolled through the day’s recordings on her tablet and smiled. “Excellent work today, Tripti. Our little overseas pet is coming along nicely. While he charges, let’s discuss next week. The five of us have that departmental training trip upstate for seven days. We’ll be gone from Monday to Sunday.”

Tripti pressed her boot down harder on Joan’s head, grinding his face into the floor. “Perfect timing. What are we doing with this broken barking boy while we’re away? We can’t just leave him unsupervised.”

Amy stroked Joan’s hair with her foot. “Oh, he’ll stay right here in service. Full schedule. Every evening he’ll report for charging exactly as usual. During the day he’ll continue mandatory community service — hospital janitor one day, street waste collection the next. Geo Tethering locked to the assigned sites. Pet Mode and Silent Mode active 24/7. We’ll all have remote access to his collar and cage for shocks and monitoring.”

Katrina laughed, sliding her boot along Joan’s spine. “Imagine him crawling around the hospital alone in that itchy orange vest, nipples raw, sweating and barking for instructions from random staff. No one to protect him. He’ll come back every night even more broken, leashed here waiting for us like a loyal abandoned dog.”

Officer Aliya crouched down and lifted Joan’s chin with her fingers, forcing him to look at her. “Poor thing. His greedy ex-girlfriend already dumped him. Now his owners are going on a nice trip while he stays behind as the station’s public humiliation toy. You’ll miss us, won’t you, pet? Bark if the thought of being alone here makes your locked little cage twitch.”

ZAP! A light shock encouraged him. Joan barked miserably: “Woof… woof…”

Sergeant Arnold chuckled deeply and gave Joan’s ass a firm slap. “Pathetic. We’ll set up a group chat for daily reports. Anyone who wants can drop by the station remotely or ask the night staff to check on him. I want him assigned extra toilet cleaning shifts in full uniform. Make him bark ‘Thank you for letting me clean your filth’ to every visitor while he’s on all fours.”

Tripti smirked. “I’ll pre-record some commands for the tablet. Every morning he’ll start with thirty minutes of boot-licking practice on the spare boots we leave here. And during street waste collection, he’ll have to crawl behind the truck in that bright orange vest, barking for citizens to throw their trash directly at him. We can review the recordings together on the trip and laugh about how destroyed he looks each night.”

Amy nodded, pressing her toes against Joan’s lips. “Exactly. This week away will be a perfect test of his total dependence. No girlfriend. No friends. No escape. Just daily public degradation in that scratchy, sweaty orange uniform and nightly charging here like the station pet he is. His biometric data already shows how much he craves structure and humiliation now that he’s completely alone.”

Katrina sent a teasing shock through the chastity cage. “Listen to us planning our vacation while you stay leashed and broken, overseas dog. We’ll be relaxing, drinking, enjoying ourselves… and you’ll be mopping floors, collecting garbage, and crawling with raw nipples and a dripping wet vest. Bark how grateful you are that we’re still keeping you in service while we’re gone.”

Joan, tears of deep humiliation rolling down his face, barked submissively and desperately between licking the officers’ boots: “Woof! Woof! Woof! Woof!”

Aliya laughed. “So eager. He really has accepted he’s nothing without us.”

Arnold: “We’ll leave strict instructions for the night shift. If he misses even one charging session or performs poorly, maximum shocks and basement punishment the moment we return.”

Amy smiled possessively, resting both feet on Joan’s back. “Good dog. Keep listening while we finalize the trip details. This week is going to break whatever tiny piece of pride you have left. You exist for our amusement — even when we’re not here.”

The five officers continued chatting and laughing about their upcoming trip, casually using Joan as a footrest and discussing increasingly humiliating tasks for him during their absence, while he remained leashed, charging, and silently suffering every humiliating word.

---

Chapter: Vacation Humiliation

The officers’ week-long trip was in full swing at the upscale lakeside resort. That evening, after a full day of being paraded and used, Joan was leashed on all fours in the private villa’s living room. He was still wearing his bright orange community service vest over his thin shirt — now sweaty and filthy from “special tasks” the group had assigned him during the day. The coarse mesh continued to chafe his raw nipples mercilessly. The magnetic charging station had been brought along and set up in the corner. Joan knelt there, attached to the leash, as Pet Mode and Silent Mode kept him in complete submissive silence except for barks.

The entire group was relaxed and enjoying drinks: Officer Amy, Katrina, Aliya, Sergeant Arnold, and Officer Tripti. Arnold and Tripti were openly acting as a loving couple, sitting close together on the couch, kissing and touching affectionately.

Amy lounged like a queen, one bare foot resting on Joan’s head, pressing his face toward the floor. “Look at our little overseas pet, everyone. We even brought him on vacation with us. How generous we are.”

Arnold had his arm wrapped around Tripti, pulling her onto his lap. He grinned down at Joan. “That’s right. While Tripti and I are enjoying a romantic couple’s getaway, this pathetic cuck dog gets to come along as our luggage and entertainment. You used to think you were a man, running dirty work for your greedy ex. Now you’re just our collared vacation bitch. Tripti, baby, tell him what you think of him.”

Tripti kissed Arnold deeply before laughing at Joan. “He’s so worthless compared to a real man like you, darling. While you’re fucking me senseless every night, this overseas pet will be sleeping on the floor, locked in his cage, listening to us moan. Bark if you’re jealous of my boyfriend, you locked little loser!”

ZAP! Arnold sent a sharp remote shock. Joan barked miserably: “Woof! Woof! Woof!”

The group burst into laughter.

Katrina crawled closer on the couch, staring at Joan with mock affection. “Oh Joan… my sweet, broken boy. I have to admit something on this trip. I’m falling in love with you. Not the old fake version — but this weak, crying, collared, abandoned pet you’ve become. I’m so in love with how destroyed you are.” She bit her lip. “I want to fuck you so badly with my thick strap-on. I want to bend you over right here on the balcony while everyone watches, pound your tight ass deep and hard, and shock your cage every time you whimper. I want to make love to you like the pathetic love slave you are. Bark ‘I love you too, Mistress Katrina’ if you accept my feelings.”

Joan’s face burned with humiliation. He barked brokenly: “Woof… woof…”

Katrina moaned softly. “Good boy. I’m getting wet just thinking about railing you while Arnold fucks Tripti next door. You’re mine to break with love and cock.”

Aliya laughed and joined in. “Katrina’s gone full romantic now. As for me, I just want to sit on your face for hours by the pool while you bark for air under my ass. You’re the perfect vacation footstool and pussy cleaner.”

Amy pressed her foot harder on Joan’s head, grinding his face into the carpet. “Listen to all of us, pet. We brought you on this nice trip, yet you’re still just our shared toy. Arnold and Tripti are the perfect couple enjoying romance, Katrina is ‘in love’ and wants to destroy your ass with her strap-on, and you… you get to stay caged, leashed to the charging station every night, and serve all of us. No girlfriend. No dignity. Just a bright orange vested, nipple-chafed, barking vacation dog.”

Arnold kissed Tripti’s neck while speaking. “Exactly. Tomorrow you’ll be crawling behind us on the beach trails in your humiliating vest, collecting our trash and barking for tourists. While I’m relaxing with my woman, you’ll be sweating and chafing for our amusement.”

Tripti giggled, grinding against Arnold. “Bark how happy you are that we brought you on our romantic trip, pet. Bark how grateful you are to watch real couples while you stay locked and denied.”

Joan, utterly humiliated and broken, barked submissively again and again: “Woof! Woof! Woof! Woof!”

Amy smiled down at him. “Good dog. Keep charging and listening while we enjoy our vacation. Tomorrow Katrina might take you to the bedroom for some ‘romantic’ strap-on time while the rest of us watch.”

The group continued laughing, drinking, and casually humiliating Joan with more degrading comments and plans while he remained leashed and charging in the corner, forced to endure every word.

---

Chapter: Katrina’s Private Day

The next morning at the resort villa, Officer Amy handed Joan’s leash to Katrina with a knowing smirk. “He’s all yours for the full day, Katrina. Enjoy your private time with your ‘love slave.’ Just bring him back tonight for charging. He’s still in Pet Mode and Silent Mode unless you want to adjust.”

Katrina’s eyes lit up with dark hunger as she took the leash. “Thank you, Amy. I’ve been waiting for this. Come along, my sweet broken boy.”

She led Joan — still wearing his stiff, itchy orange community service vest over his thin shirt — to a luxurious private suite in the upscale lakeside hotel. The room was lavish: floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the lake, a massive king bed, a deep marble bathtub, and soft lighting. The portable charging station was set up in the corner.

As soon as the door closed, Katrina locked it and turned to Joan with a predatory smile. “Strip the vest and shirt, pet. Today is just you and me. No audience… except the cameras I’ll leave running for the group later.”

Joan obeyed, kneeling naked except for the glowing shock collar and tight electric chastity cage.

Katrina slipped into a silky black robe, looking stunning and dominant. “Start with a full body massage, love. On the bed. Use your hands and tongue. Make me feel worshipped.”

Joan crawled onto the bed and began massaging her shoulders, back, legs, and feet with trembling hands. Katrina moaned softly, then suddenly ZAP! sent a sharp shock through his cage.

“Harder on my thighs, pet. Put your back into it. That’s it… good boy. You’re mine today. I love how broken and desperate you look.”

After the long massage, Katrina rolled over and pulled his face between her legs. “Now worship. Start with my feet.”

Joan licked her feet devotedly — soles, toes, arches — while Katrina relaxed against the pillows. “Deeper, tongue between every toe. Yes… just like that. I’m so in love with this version of you, Joan. So weak. So obedient.”

She suddenly grabbed his hair and slapped his face hard — once, twice, three times. “Faster, you pathetic love slave!”

Then she pulled out a small whip and cane from her bag. WHIP! WHIP! Sharp lashes landed across his back and ass while he continued licking. THWACK! The cane followed, leaving bright red stripes.

“Look at you crying already,” Katrina purred, her voice intimate and aroused. “I love torturing you. It makes me so wet.”

She tortured his sensitive nipples next — pinching, twisting, slapping them hard, then attaching tight nipple clamps she had brought. The pain made Joan whimper and bark desperately against her feet.

“Pain looks so good on you, baby,” she whispered. “Now crawl up here and lick my pussy. Slow and deep. You’re going to make me cum multiple times today.”

Joan buried his face between her thighs, licking and sucking obediently as Katrina moaned and ground against him. She kept one hand in his hair, guiding him, while the other held the tablet.

ZAP! ZAP! Shocks pulsed through his cage in rhythm with her pleasure. “Don’t you dare stop! Lick my clit… yes… fuck, I love owning you like this.”

Katrina came hard the first time, thighs clamping around his head, moaning loudly. She didn’t let him rest.

“Again. Make me cum a second time, pet.”

More licking, more shocks, more slaps to his face and nipples when he slowed. The clamps tugged painfully with every movement. Katrina’s second orgasm was even stronger, her body shaking as she laughed breathlessly.

“You’re such a perfect love slave… I really am falling for how destroyed you are.”

By the third orgasm, Joan was exhausted, face soaked, body covered in welts and sweat. Katrina kept him between her legs for nearly an hour, forcing him through her multiple climaxes while mixing pleasure with pain — whipping his back, caning his ass, shocking his cage, and verbally humiliating him the entire time.

“You’ll never fuck me with that locked little dick, baby. You only get to serve with your tongue and suffer for my amusement. This is true love for a pathetic boy like you.”

Late in the afternoon, after her final intense orgasm, Katrina finally released his head and pulled him up. She removed the nipple clamps (causing fresh agony as blood rushed back) and stroked his tear-stained face almost tenderly.

“You did so well today, my love. I’m keeping you as my personal fuck-pet from now on. Now clean me gently with your tongue while you recover… then we’ll head back to the group tonight.”

Joan licked her softly, completely broken and used, while Katrina smiled down at him with possessive affection and lust.
**To be Continued**


Author’s Message

Dear Readers,

Word of mouth is a writer's lifeblood. If you enjoyed Cruel Policewoman, please consider leaving a review on Amazon. Your support helps other readers discover this world.

I’d love to hear your thoughts! Leaving a brief review takes just two minutes but makes a massive difference for independent authors like me. Thank you for reading! You can also contact me on discord id “Ekta0432” for book’s promotions and feedback.

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcDZ.jpg
« SOME WEAR

THE BADGE.

OBEDIENCE ISN'T FORCED.





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Beginning


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48






OEBPS/image_rsrcE0.jpg





