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Chapter: Balcony Display & Maid’s Tour

After the long day of intense private service, multiple forced orgasms, whippings, caning, slapping, and nipple torture, Katrina smiled down at the exhausted Joan.

“You’ve pleased me so much today, my love. Now we’ll take it further. Strip completely. No vest. I want you fully naked.”

Joan removed everything, left only in his glowing shock collar and tight electric chastity cage. Katrina leashed him and secured him on the balcony in a humiliating display position: on all fours, legs spread wide, head down, ass raised high. Guests began staring and pointing.

Later, when the maid arrived for turndown service, Katrina invited her onto the balcony. After the maid received a powerful orgasm from Joan’s tongue right there in public view, she eagerly took the leash for a hotel tour.

---

The maid led the completely naked Joan on all fours through the corridors to the common staff and guest toilet area.

“Time to work, you worthless naked toilet dog,” the maid sneered. “You’re going to clean these public restrooms spotless with your tongue and hands while I make you suffer.”

She shoved him into the busy men’s restroom and immediately grabbed his nipples, pinching and twisting them viciously.

“These pathetic nipples are already sore, aren’t they?” She slapped both nipples hard. SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

WHIP! WHIP! Two sharp lashes landed across his ass. “On your belly, tongue out! Start licking the floor!”

Joan lay flat on the cold, filthy tiles and began licking in long strokes. The maid kept one hand torturing his nipples — pinching, twisting, and flicking them mercilessly — while pressing her shoe on his head.

“Deeper into the grout lines, dog!” WHIP! Another lash. “Push your tongue in between every tile!” SLAP! SLAP! She smacked his nipples again. “Lick from wall to urinal, you disgusting pet!”

Joan whimpered as he licked dirt, dried footprints, hairs, and stale urine. The maid continued non-stop: WHIP! on his back, hard nipple twists, and occasional face slaps when he slowed.

WHIP! WHIP! “Faster! Suck up that piss stain near the urinal!” She yanked his nipples brutally while he obeyed.

Next, at the urinals:

“Kneel up. Tongue on the porcelain!” WHIP! She lashed his ass. “Lick the bottom drain all the way up.” SLAP! SLAP! Hard slaps to his nipples. “Spread your legs wider, caged bitch!”

As Joan licked the sticky urinals and probed the drains with his tongue, the maid alternated between whipping his ass and thighs and cruelly twisting his swollen nipples. WHIP! “Taste that ammonia, toilet boy!” TWIST! “These nipples are turning so red and puffy for me.”

Then the toilet stalls:

“Six stalls. Every seat — top, bottom, sides, hinges, underneath. Full tongue!” WHIP! WHIP! WHIP! Three rapid lashes as he started.

The maid stood over him, constantly punishing him. WHIP! “Lick under the rim properly!” She pinched and pulled his nipples hard. SLAP! A sharp face slap. “Get your tongue deep where the shit stains are, you pathetic overseas loser!”

For the bowls, she made him scrub with a brush while licking the outer surfaces, base, and pipes. Any imperfection brought instant punishment.

WHIP! WHIP! “There’s a streak!” TWIST! TWIST! Brutal nipple torture. “Lick it again — use your whole mouth!” WHIP! Another lash across his already welted ass.

The maid dragged him to the women’s common toilets and repeated the entire process with even more cruelty.

“Floor again — belly down!” WHIP! WHIP! “Lick every inch!” Constant nipple pinching and slapping while he worked. “You’re nothing but a naked, collared, public toilet cleaner now. No girlfriend, no manhood — just a whimpering, whipped bitch for hotel maids!”

WHIP! WHIP! WHIP! “Lick those seats cleaner!” SLAP! SLAP! Face and nipple slaps. “Deeper under the rims!” WHIP! “Bark your thanks every time I hit you!”

“Woof! Woof!” Joan barked brokenly between lashes, his body covered in fresh red whip marks, his nipples swollen and throbbing in agony.

By the end, Joan’s tongue was raw, his face and chest filthy, his ass and back striped with welts, and his nipples were bright red and extremely painful. The maid was thrilled.

“You’re the most pathetic, useful little toilet bitch I’ve ever seen,” she mocked, giving his nipples one final vicious twist and WHIP! across his ass. “I’d borrow you every single day. Now bark your thanks for letting you worship all those dirty toilets while I whipped and tortured you.”

“Woof! Woof! Woof!” Joan barked hoarsely, completely destroyed.

The maid returned him to Katrina’s suite, handing over the leash with a satisfied grin. “Thank you, ma’am. Your pet cleaned every toilet beautifully and took all the whipping and nipple torture like a perfect pain slut. I’d love to use him again anytime.”

Katrina stroked Joan’s filthy, welted body, clearly delighted. “Anytime, dear. He lives for this kind of brutal humiliation now.”

---

Chapter: Balcony Display & Return to the Group

After the maid finished thoroughly humiliating and punishing Joan in the hotel’s common toilets — with relentless whipping, nipple torture, face slapping, and forced tongue cleaning — Katrina watched with satisfaction.

“You did an excellent job with him,” Katrina told the maid. “Before you go, I have one last request. Leash my pet on the balcony for public display. Make sure he’s properly presented — completely naked, on all fours, legs spread, head down, ass up like a good hotel decoration. He can stay there until I return later.”

The maid’s eyes sparkled with excitement. “Of course, ma’am. It will be my pleasure.”

She took the leash and dragged the filthy, welt-covered Joan back to the suite’s private balcony. Guests from nearby rooms and pathways below could clearly see the scene. The maid secured the magnetic leash to the railing anchor point, forcing Joan into the exact humiliating position: fully naked, collared and caged, bright red whip marks across his ass and back, swollen nipples throbbing, face pressed low.

“Stay like this, toilet dog,” the maid ordered, giving his sore nipples one final hard twist and WHIP! across his ass. “Let everyone see what a pathetic, naked, whipped love slave you are. Bark softly if anyone looks at you.”

“Woof… woof…” Joan whimpered brokenly as the maid left, leaving him displayed publicly on the balcony for anyone to stare at.

---

Katrina, now dressed elegantly, returned to the group’s luxurious lakeside villa. The others — Amy, Tripti, Aliya, and Arnold — were relaxing in the spacious living room with drinks, enjoying the evening.

Katrina entered with a glowing, satisfied smile. “He’s been properly used today. I left him leashed naked on the hotel balcony for public display. The maid was very enthusiastic about helping.”

Amy chuckled and pointed to the floor in front of her. “Bring him back when you’re done showing off. For now, our little pet can serve as my footrest.”

A resort staff member soon delivered the leashed Joan back to the villa. He crawled straight to Amy on all fours, still naked, covered in whip marks, filthy from the toilet cleaning, and trembling with exhaustion. Amy rested both of her bare feet firmly on his back, using him as a living footrest while she lounged on the sofa.

“Comfortable, pet?” Amy asked mockingly, pressing her heels into his welted skin. Joan could only whimper and bark softly: “Woof…”

Katrina sat down beside Tripti, who was cuddled up with Arnold. The group leaned in for the conversation.

Katrina sighed happily. “I’m really falling for him, you know. The way he breaks so beautifully… I spent the whole day making him worship every inch of me — massage, foot licking, long pussy worship sessions while I came over and over. I tortured his nipples until they were swollen and purple, whipped and caned him, slapped his face, and shocked his cage constantly. He cried so prettily while licking me to multiple orgasms.”

Tripti laughed, stroking Arnold’s thigh. “You’re turning into such a romantic sadist, Katrina. While you were playing love games with your pet, Arnold and I had an incredible day. He fucked me twice by the pool — right in front of some jealous guests. This pathetic overseas dog could never satisfy a woman like that. He’s only good for licking toilets and being a footrest now.”

Arnold grinned, pulling Tripti closer. “Exactly. While you were strap-on dreaming and the maid was whipping him, we were enjoying real pleasure. Look at him — naked, marked up, used as Amy’s footstool. Pathetic cuck. Bark if you’re grateful that real couples like us get to enjoy this trip while you suffer.”

Joan barked miserably under Amy’s feet: “Woof… woof…”

Amy pressed down harder, digging her toes into his spine. “He’s been such a good shared toy this trip. Katrina’s intense private day, the maid’s public toilet torture… he’s getting more broken every hour. I love how his body trembles when we talk about him like this.”

Katrina leaned forward, eyes shining with possessive lust. “I told him I’m in love with this destroyed version of him. I want to keep him as my personal fuck-pet. When we get back, I’m taking him for more private sessions — strap-on love while shocking his cage and torturing those sensitive nipples. He licked me to so many orgasms today… but he’ll never get to cum like a real man. Only suffering and denial for my amusement.”

Tripti smirked. “You two are adorable. My strong man Arnold gives me real cock, and your little love slave gives you tears and tongue. Perfect balance. We should make him watch us fuck one night while he’s leashed in the corner, barking along.”

The group laughed as Amy casually rubbed her feet over Joan’s welted back and ass, using him like furniture while they continued their deep, humiliating conversation about his future, his complete worthlessness, and how much they enjoyed breaking him during the vacation.

---

Chapter: Strap-On Training

Later that night in the luxurious villa, after Joan had served as Amy’s footrest for hours, Katrina, Amy, and Tripti decided it was time for deeper entertainment. Each woman strapped on a thick, realistic dildo — Katrina a large veiny 8-inch cock, Amy a thick ribbed 9-inch monster, and Tripti a long curved one. Joan was positioned on all fours in the center of the living room, naked, collared, caged, and covered in welts.

Amy tugged his leash. “On all fours, pet. Three women are going to ruin your ass tonight. Only barks allowed.”

---

Katrina’s Turn

Katrina knelt behind him, rubbing the thick head of her veiny strap-on against his hole.

“Ohhh my sweet, pathetic love slave… look at you — completely broken and ready for my cock,” she moaned as she pushed in slowly, stretching him open. “Fuck, your worthless overseas ass is so tight for me, baby. This is how I show my love — by turning you into my personal cock-sleeve. Feel every inch claiming you while your greedy ex-girlfriend Lisa is probably out shopping with someone else’s money.”

She started thrusting harder, hips slapping against his welted ass. “Mmm, that’s it… squeeze my cock with your slutty hole. You used to be a man trying to provide for her, now you’re just a crying, caged bitch getting fucked by women. Bark for me while I make love to your destroyed fuckhole!”

“Woof! Woof! Woof!” Joan barked brokenly.

Katrina twisted his sore nipples viciously. “Yes! Cry like the abandoned little overseas loser you are. Your locked-up dick will never fuck anyone again. You only exist to lick toilets, bark, and take strap-ons from women who own you. I love you like this — so weak, so pathetic, so perfectly ruined.”

---

Amy’s Turn

Amy immediately replaced her, slapping his ass hard before slamming her thick ribbed cock deep in one brutal thrust.

“Fuuuuck yes! Take your Owner’s fat cock, you worthless foreign police pet!” Amy growled, gripping his collar like reins. “This ass belongs to me. Feel how my ribbed cock is stretching your pathetic hole wider than that greedy bitch Lisa could ever dream of. You risked everything for her shopping sprees and she dumped you like trash the second you got caught. Now you’re just a naked, collared fucktoy for real women.”

She pounded him with powerful strokes, the ribs dragging inside him. WHIP! She lashed his back while fucking him mercilessly.

“Bark louder, you denied little whore! Everyone hear how a former overseas student sounds when he’s getting his ass destroyed by his police Owner. Your caged dick is leaking all over the floor while I ruin you. This is your new sex life — getting used, denied, and laughed at. No pussy for you ever again, just strap-ons and humiliation!”

“Woof! Woof! Woof!” Joan cried out in barks.

Amy laughed cruelly and slapped his swinging cage. “Look at that useless locked clit flopping around. You’re nothing but a public toilet-licking, balcony-displayed, community service garbage dog. Take every inch like the pathetic station bitch you are!”

---

Tripti’s Turn

Tripti stepped up with a wicked grin, sliding her long curved strap-on deep in one smooth thrust.

“Mmm, now the real man’s girlfriend gets to wreck the cuck dog,” she taunted, grinding deep. “While my boyfriend Arnold rests after fucking me properly with his real, thick cock, I get to destroy your sloppy, used-up ass. How does that feel, you jealous little overseas loser?”

She thrust rhythmically, the curved tip hitting his prostate perfectly. “Fuck, your hole is so loose and sloppy now from the others. You’re just a warm cumdump for women. Bark if you’re jealous that Arnold gets to fuck real pussy while you only get strap-ons rammed up your bitch ass!”

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

Tripti sped up, slapping his caged cock hard. “That’s right, you pathetic abandoned pet! Your ex Lisa threw you away and now you’re our shared fucktoy. A naked, whipped, nipple-tortured, toilet-cleaning overseas bitch who exists only to amuse us. Take it deeper — I want this cock rearranging your guts while you remember you’ll never be a real man again!”

---

The women rotated multiple times, each round growing more intense with explicit verbal humiliation:

Katrina (second turn): “I’m so in love with fucking my crying little pain slut. Your ass was made for my cock, baby. Leak more in that tiny cage while I breed your worthless hole. You’ll never satisfy a woman — you only exist to be fucked and denied!”

Amy (second turn): “This is police property, pet. Your hole is getting trained to gape on command. You used to study hard for a future, now your future is being my personal ass-slut every single night. Bark like the broken foreign garbage boy you are!”

Tripti (second turn): “Arnold is probably laughing at how easily we’re ruining you. You’re nothing but a warm, whimpering fuckhole. Take my cock like the pathetic cuck you were born to be. Your life is over — only strap-ons, shocks, and public shame from now on!”

By the end, Joan was a trembling, sobbing, hoarse mess — ass sore and gaping, body covered in fresh marks. The women removed their strap-ons and made him lick each one clean while they relaxed and mocked him.

Amy patted his head. “Good boy. Charging station. You took your fucking like a proper shared fuck-pet tonight.”

---

Chapter: Charging at the Local Station

Even on vacation, Officer Amy enforced the strict rules. Every evening, regardless of what humiliations Joan had endured during the day, he had to report to the nearby local police station for charging.

After the intense strap-on session with Amy, Katrina, and Tripti, Joan was left trembling, ass sore and gaping, body covered in fresh welts and marks. Amy clipped the leash to his collar and handed it to Katrina.

“Take him for his nightly charging, Katrina. The local station is only a 15-minute walk from the resort. Make sure he crawls the whole way in Pet Mode and Silent Mode. The officers there already have shared access to his devices.”

Katrina smiled wickedly, still flushed from fucking him. “Of course. Come on, my love slave. Time to show the local police what a pathetic overseas pet you are.”

She didn’t let him clean up or dress. Joan was forced to crawl completely naked — except for the glowing shock collar and tight chastity cage — through the resort grounds and along the quiet road toward the small local police station. Katrina walked tall beside him, leash in hand, occasionally sending light shocks to keep him moving.

At the station, the duty officers — two stern male sergeants and a female officer — were expecting him. They laughed as Katrina led the naked, welted man inside.

“Evening, officers,” Katrina said cheerfully. “My pet needs his nightly charge.”

The female officer smirked. “This is the one from the big city department? Crawl to the charging station in the corner, dog.”

The charging port was a low, ground-level unit in the main office area, fully visible. Joan knelt and attached the magnetic leash to his collar. The LEDs on his devices began pulsing as charging started.

While he was locked in place on all fours, the local officers and Katrina casually discussed him:

Katrina: “He spent the whole day licking toilets, getting whipped and nipple-tortured by a maid, then taking all three of our strap-ons back at the villa. Look at how red his ass and nipples are. Pathetic, isn’t he?”

One sergeant laughed. “Overseas student turned into a naked charging pet. Bark for us, boy.”

ZAP! A shock encouraged obedience. Joan barked miserably: “Woof! Woof!”

The female officer crouched down and twisted his sore nipples. “These are so swollen. Did your owners fuck you hard tonight? Bark ‘yes’ if your ass is still gaping from their strap-ons.”

“Woof… woof…” Joan barked in shame while the charging continued.

Katrina sat on a nearby desk, crossing her legs. “He has to do this every single night during the trip. No matter how broken he is, he crawls here for charging like a good station dog. The resort guests already saw him displayed naked on the balcony earlier. This is his life now — public humiliation by day, strap-on fucking and charging by night.”

The officers took turns mocking him, making him bark on command, and occasionally shocking or slapping his exposed ass while he remained leashed to the charging station for the full 90 minutes.

Once fully charged, Katrina led him back to the villa on all fours, still naked, where the rest of the group waited to continue their vacation fun.

Amy smiled as they returned. “Good boy. Did the local station enjoy their nightly entertainment?”

---

Chapter: Return to Routine

The vacation was over. The group returned to the city late in the evening. Joan was exhausted, his body still covered in fading welts, sore nipples, and a constantly aching ass from the repeated strap-on sessions and daily humiliations.

As soon as they reached the main police station, Amy tugged his leash. “Welcome home, pet. Crawl straight to my office. Charging time — no excuses, even after the trip.”

Joan crawled on all fours through the familiar corridors, completely naked except for his glowing shock collar and tight chastity cage. The other officers followed, chatting casually.

He reached Amy’s office and knelt at the corner charging station. The magnetic leash clicked into place, and the familiar pulsing lights began recharging his devices.

Amy sat in her chair, resting her boots on his back like a footstool. Katrina, Tripti, Aliya, and Arnold gathered around, still energized from the trip.

“Back to reality,” Amy said with a satisfied smile, pressing her heels into his welted skin. “The trip was fun, but now our little overseas pet returns to full service. Every evening charging right here. Every second day mandatory community service in that stiff orange vest. And plenty of private time with all of us.”

Katrina knelt beside him, stroking his hair almost tenderly while twisting one of his still-sensitive nipples. “I missed this charging station so much. My sweet love slave… I fucked you so many times on the trip, but now I can do it properly here in the basement. I’m still in love with how broken you are. Your ass felt so good squeezing my strap-on every night.”

Tripti laughed, sitting on the edge of the desk with Arnold’s arm around her. “While Arnold and I were enjoying real couple time, this pathetic cuck was getting railed and displayed naked on the balcony. Now he’s back to being our station dog. Bark if you missed your charging corner, toilet boy.”

Joan barked hoarsely: “Woof… woof…”

Arnold smirked and gave Joan’s ass a firm slap. “Look at him — still leaking in that cage after everything we did to him. Pathetic. Back to collecting garbage in the orange vest for you, while Tripti and I continue our relationship. You’ll never have what we have.”

Aliya joined in, pressing her boot against his face. “I want him cleaning the bullpen on all fours tomorrow. And more balcony displays — maybe right outside the station this time.”

Amy tapped her tablet, reviewing his trip data. “Excellent obedience overall. But there will be consequences for any drop in performance. Tomorrow you start community service again — full orange vest, crawling, public barking. And every night you’ll be right here, leashed and charging while we decide who gets to use you.”

Katrina leaned in close, whispering loud enough for everyone to hear. “I’m booking the basement for tomorrow night, baby. I need to fuck you again while reminding you how much I love destroying my little overseas pet.”

The officers continued their conversation casually, using Joan as a footrest and discussing his tightened schedule now that the trip was over — more public service, more strap-on sessions, more maid-style toilet duty, and constant verbal humiliation.

Amy finally patted his head. “Welcome back to your real life, pet. The vacation is over. Your suffering has only just begun again.”

Joan remained leashed to the charging station, broken and trembling, as the women laughed and planned his future degradations.

---

Chapter: Basement Session with Katrina

The night after returning from the trip, Katrina claimed her prize. She clipped the leash to Joan’s collar in Amy’s office and led him down the narrow stairs to the sound-proof basement chamber while the others watched with knowing smiles.

The basement was dimly lit, heavily insulated, and filled with cruel equipment: a padded punishment bench, chains hanging from the ceiling, a St. Andrew’s cross, shelves of whips, rattan canes, paddles, nipple clamps, and electrical devices synced to his collar and cage.

Katrina locked the heavy door behind them, sealing in the silence. She was wearing only a black harness with her thick veiny strap-on already attached, looking stunning and dangerous.

“Finally alone with my love slave,” she whispered, stroking his cheek almost tenderly. “Strip and get on the bench, baby. On your back, legs spread and locked in the stirrups. I need to fuck you properly after the trip.”

Joan obeyed, lying on the padded bench. Katrina secured his wrists above his head and locked his ankles into the stirrups, spreading him wide open and completely vulnerable. His caged cock twitched helplessly.

Katrina climbed between his legs and teased the head of her strap-on against his already sore hole.

“Look at you… so broken, so perfect,” she cooed, pushing inside him slowly. “I’m so in love with this destroyed version of you, Joan. Feel my cock sliding into your slutty ass? This is how I show my love — by ruining you completely.”

She started thrusting deeper, her hips slapping against him. “Mmm, your hole is still loose from the group fucking on the trip. Good boy. Take every inch of Mistress Katrina’s cock while I tell you how pathetic you are.”

Katrina leaned forward, gripping his swollen nipples and twisting them brutally as she pounded him.

“These poor nipples… still so sensitive. I love torturing them while I fuck you.” She pinched and pulled hard, making him whimper. “You used to be a man trying to impress Lisa. Now you’re just my crying, caged fuck-pet. Bark for me, baby. Bark while I make love to your ass!”

“Woof! Woof! Woof!” Joan barked hoarsely.

Katrina smiled darkly and picked up a leather whip. WHIP! WHIP! WHIP! She lashed his chest and inner thighs while continuing to thrust deep and hard.

“Cry for me, my love. I adore how you sob when I hurt you. Your ex-girlfriend threw you away, but I’ll keep you forever as my personal ass-slut.” She switched to a thin rattan cane. THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! Sharp stinging strokes across his stomach and nipples.

“Feel that? This is love, pet. Real love means owning every whimper, every tear, every desperate bark.”

She fucked him relentlessly, alternating between slow, deep grinding and brutal pounding. Her hand never left his nipples — twisting, slapping, and pinching them non-stop while the cane occasionally landed on his most sensitive areas.

WHIP! “Your locked little clit is dripping again. So denied. So useless. You’ll never cum like a man. You only get to leak while I fuck you senseless.”

Katrina rotated him onto all fours on the bench, re-securing the restraints, and took him from behind even harder. She pulled his hair and whispered hotly in his ear:

“I’m going to fuck you every single night from now on, baby. This ass belongs to me. You’re my sweet, pathetic, overseas toilet-licking, balcony-displayed, community service garbage dog… and I love you so much for it.”

She reached around and slapped his caged cock repeatedly while pounding him. SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! “Bark how grateful you are that I love destroying you!”

“Woof! Woof! Woof!” Joan barked, tears streaming down his face.

Katrina finally reached her climax from the power and friction, moaning loudly as she ground deep inside him. She didn’t stop. She kept fucking him through two more orgasms of her own, mixing pleasure with pain — whipping, caning, nipple torture, and shocks — until Joan was a shaking, sobbing wreck.

At the end, she pulled out, removed the restraints, and made him kneel and lick her strap-on clean.

“You took my love so well tonight, pet,” she whispered, stroking his hair. “This is only the beginning. I’m booking the basement twice a week from now on.”

She led the thoroughly used and broken Joan back upstairs for charging, his body covered in fresh marks from her “affection.”

---

Chapter: Group Basement Punishment

The next evening, after Joan completed his charging session in Amy’s office, Katrina claimed him again — this time with friends.

“Basement. All of us,” Katrina announced. She, Aliya, Tripti, and Mia dragged the already exhausted Joan down the stairs into the sound-proof chamber.

The four dominant women surrounded him in the dimly lit room. Katrina wore her strap-on harness again. The others carried whips, canes, and their tablets for remote shocks.

“On the bench, pet,” Katrina ordered. “On your back, legs spread wide in the stirrups. Tonight we’re all going to enjoy you.”

Joan was quickly restrained — wrists cuffed above his head, ankles locked in the stirrups, completely exposed and helpless. The women stood around him, smiling cruelly.

Katrina started, pinching and twisting his sore nipples hard. “My sweet love slave… I missed breaking you. Look how swollen these nipples still are from yesterday.”

TWIST! TWIST! SLAP! SLAP! She tortured his nipples viciously while the others watched.

Tripti cracked a thick leather whip. WHIP! WHIP! WHIP! Sharp lashes landed across his chest and stomach. “Pathetic overseas cuck. While Arnold fucks me, you get whipped like a dog.”

ZAP! ZAP! ZAP! Mia sent strong shocks through his chastity cage, making his locked cock twitch painfully.

Aliya picked up a thin rattan cane. THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! She caned his inner thighs and exposed ass with precise, stinging strokes. “Cry for us, toilet boy. We all heard how you licked public toilets for that maid. Disgusting little bitch.”

The punishment intensified. All four women took turns:

- Katrina and Aliya focused on cruel nipple torture — pinching, twisting, slapping, and pulling his already raw nipples until they were bright red and swollen.

- Tripti and Mia alternated whipping and caning — hard lashes across his chest, stomach, thighs, and ass, leaving fresh red stripes.

- Constant shocks from their tablets made his cage buzz and zap without mercy.

Joan thrashed in the restraints, barking desperately in pain: “Woof! Woof! Woof!”

Katrina laughed softly. “Listen to those pathetic barks. We’re not even fucking you yet and you’re already broken. This is what you deserve, abandoned overseas pet.”

After warming him up with pain, Katrina climbed onto the bench and straddled his face.

“Time to serve, love. Make me cum while they punish you.”

She lowered her pussy onto his mouth. Joan licked desperately as the others continued the torment.

WHIP! WHIP! Tripti lashed his chest while he licked.

THWACK! THWACK! Aliya caned his thighs.

ZAP! ZAP! Mia shocked his cage.

Katrina moaned, grinding on his tongue. “Yes… just like that, baby. Lick my clit while they hurt you. I love you so much when you’re suffering for my pleasure… Fuck, I’m cumming already!”

She shuddered through her first orgasm, flooding his face. She didn’t get off.

“Again. Don’t stop licking.”

The cycle continued. Each woman took turns riding Joan’s tongue for multiple orgasms while the others kept the punishment going non-stop.

Aliya’s Turn:

She sat on his face heavily. “Lick deeper, you filthy toilet cleaner. Taste a real woman while we whip your worthless body.”

WHIP! WHIP! WHIP!

Aliya came twice, grinding hard and smothering him.

Tripti’s Turn:

“While my boyfriend Arnold enjoys real sex, you get to lick my pussy like the cuck bitch you are.”

THWACK! THWACK! Caning his balls and inner thighs.

Tripti rode his face to three loud orgasms, slapping his swollen nipples the entire time.

Mia’s Turn:

“Such a pathetic overseas dog. Lick faster or I’ll shock your cage on maximum.”

ZAP! ZAP! ZAP! Constant shocks while she used his tongue.

Mia came hard twice, laughing at his muffled barks.

Katrina took the final turns, riding him to two more orgasms while the others continued whipping, caning, and nipple torture.

By the end, Joan was a sobbing, trembling wreck — face soaked with their juices, body covered in fresh whip marks and cane stripes, nipples purple and swollen, voice hoarse from constant barking. The four women stood over him, flushed and satisfied.

Katrina stroked his tear-stained cheek. “You made all of us cum so many times, my love. This is how we show our affection — by breaking you completely.”

Tripti: “Pathetic. You’ll never be a real man again.”

Aliya: “Just our basement tongue slut.”

Mia: “We’re doing this at least twice a week from now on.”

Amy’s voice came through the speaker: “Bring him up for charging when you’re done playing.”

The women finally released him from the bench and made him crawl upstairs, broken and used, for his nightly charging session.

---

Chapter: The Failed Escape & Brutal Retribution

Two days after returning from the trip, Joan made a desperate attempt to escape. During a community service shift, he slipped away, stole civilian clothes, and fled to another city by bus.

He lasted barely 36 hours.

Amy and Tripti tracked him down. When they burst into the cheap motel room, Joan cowered in terror.

Tripti dragged him out by the hair. Amy’s face was ice-cold with fury.

“You actually tried to run from me?” Amy hissed. “After everything I’ve done for you? After I spared you from prison and deportation? I didn’t expect such pathetic betrayal, you worthless overseas dog.”

---

Back in the sound-proof basement, Amy’s rage turned into systematic destruction.

“From this moment on, you have zero rights,” Amy declared coldly, circling his naked, chained body. “No mercy. No limits. The file is permanently active. You are now nothing but my personal torture toy.”

What followed was two full weeks of relentless torture. Every day, Amy and the others spent hours breaking him.

Amy’s Daily Sessions

Amy started with the whip, her voice filled with cold fury.

WHIP! WHIP! WHIP!

“You dared to run from your Owner?!” Amy snarled. “I gave you a chance at life and you spit in my face like the ungrateful foreign trash you are! How dare you?!”

THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! The cane cracked across his thighs and soles.

“Bark for mercy, you pathetic runaway bitch! Beg me with those worthless animal sounds! Louder! I want to hear how sorry you are for betraying me!”

“Woof! Woof! Please… woof… mercy! Woof!” Joan sobbed and barked desperately.

Amy grabbed his nipples, twisting them viciously while leaning close to his ear.

“These pathetic little nipples are going to suffer every single day for the rest of your miserable life. You thought you could escape me? I own every inch of you. Your body, your mind, your future — all mine to destroy, you stupid overseas slut!”

She attached heavy clamps to his nipples and connected them to a chain. ZAP! ZAP! ZAP! Maximum shocks ripped through his collar and cage.

“Look at you convulsing like a worthless animal. Your greedy ex-girlfriend Lisa threw you away the moment you became inconvenient, and now I’m going to make sure you never forget your place. Cry louder, pet! Scream with your barks! This is what happens when you try to leave me!”

WHIP! WHIP!

“You are nothing! No rights! No future! Only pain and service from now on!” Amy continued whipping him mercilessly. “Bark ‘I am Owner Amy’s broken torture pet’ until your voice gives out!”

“Woof! Woof! I am… woof… Owner Amy’s broken torture pet! Woof!”

---

Group Participation

Katrina (with twisted affection):

She fucked him brutally with her strap-on while whipping his back.

“I loved you, Joan! I told you I was falling for you and you tried to run away from me?! Take my cock deeper, you selfish little runaway bitch!” WHIP! WHIP! “Cry for me while I fuck your worthless hole. This is what love feels like for a pathetic traitor pet!”

Tripti:

“While my boyfriend Arnold fucks me whenever he wants, you get caned like the traitor you are.” THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! “Bark how sorry you are for running, you jealous cuck dog! Say it louder while I destroy your ass!”

Arnold:

He held Joan in painful positions. “Real men don’t run like cowards. They face consequences, you weak foreign bitch.” Heavy slaps and shocks followed.

Mia:

“You actually thought you could escape the system? Stupid overseas boy.” ZAP! ZAP! ZAP! “Lick my boots while we destroy you. This is all a pathetic runaway like you deserves!”

---

For two entire weeks, the torture was merciless and constant. Joan begged endlessly — sobbing, barking, crying for mercy — but Amy remained unrelenting.

Every session, Amy’s voice echoed in the basement:

“Beg louder, pet! Tell me with your pathetic barks how sorry you are for trying to leave your Owner!”

WHIP! “You will never escape me again. Say it!”

TWIST! “These nipples will remind you every single day who owns you forever.”

ZAP! “You are nothing. No rights. No future. Only pain and service for me!”

By the end of the two weeks, Joan was utterly and completely broken.

He no longer resisted. He crawled instantly, pressed his forehead to the floor before Amy, and trembled at the mere sight of her. His eyes were vacant, his spirit destroyed.

Amy stood over his curled, heavily marked body one evening and finally spoke softly:

“Good boy. You finally understand. There is no escape. There is only me.”

Joan whimpered weakly and licked her boots submissively, completely broken.

---

Chapter: The Final Chance

After two brutal weeks of relentless torture in the basement, Joan was a completely broken shell. He crawled without hesitation, pressed his forehead to the floor at the slightest command, and trembled at the mere sound of footsteps. His body was covered in fading welts, his nipples still sensitive, and his spirit had been utterly crushed.

That evening, while Joan knelt naked and leashed to the charging station in Amy’s office, Amy sat at her desk reviewing his academic records. The other officers — Katrina, Tripti, Aliya, and Mia — were also present, casually using Joan as a footrest.

Amy finally looked down at him with a cold, calculating expression.

“Enough,” she said firmly. “Your final exams are only two months away. I’ve decided to go easy on you… for now.”

Joan slowly lifted his head, his eyes showing a faint spark of desperate hope for the first time in weeks.

Amy lifted his chin with the tip of her boot.

“Don’t get too excited, pet. Listen very carefully. The collar and cage remain on permanently. You will continue mandatory community service every second day in the orange vest. You will report here every evening for charging and service. You will still serve me and the others as required. But the daily basement torture stops today.”

She paused, letting the words sink in, then continued with a cruel smile:

“Here are the terms: If you score more than 85% in every single subject in your final exams, I will consider granting you freedom. The charges will be dropped, and you may return to your normal life after graduation.”

Joan’s eyes widened. He barked softly in desperate gratitude: “Woof… woof…”

Amy’s expression turned icy.

“However… if you fail to achieve 85% in even one subject, you will go to jail for life. No appeals. No mercy. The full file — including your escape attempt — will be submitted. You will rot in prison as a convicted offender. Do you understand your situation, pet?”

“Woof! Woof!” Joan barked frantically, pressing his forehead hard against the floor in total submission.

Katrina pouted but nodded. “I still want my private sessions, but I suppose I can be a little gentler… for now. Study hard, my love slave. I don’t want my favorite broken toy going to prison.”

Tripti smirked, pressing her boot harder on Joan’s back. “Two months to prove you’re not completely worthless. Fail even one subject and you’ll wish we kept torturing you instead of sending you to real jail.”

Amy stroked his hair almost mockingly. “This is the only real chance you will ever get from me, Joan. Study like your life depends on it — because it does. You will bring your books and study materials here every evening while you charge. I will personally monitor your progress. Disappoint me… and lifetime prison will feel like mercy compared to what I’ll do to you before handing you over.”

She tapped her tablet, slightly easing the shock intensity settings.

“Two months, pet. Make them count. Serve perfectly, study harder than you’ve ever studied in your life, and you might earn your freedom. Fail… and you belong to the system forever.”

Joan licked Amy’s boots submissively, tears of fear and desperate hope in his eyes, barking brokenly between licks:

“Woof… I will study hard… woof… Owner Amy… woof…”

Amy smiled coldly. “Good boy. Now get to work. Your future is in your own hands… for once.”

---

Chapter: The Final Exam & Eternal Choice

For the next two months, Joan dedicated every waking hour to his studies under Amy’s strict supervision. He attended classes during the day, then reported directly to the police station every evening. While leashed to the charging station, he studied for hours with Amy personally monitoring him, sometimes quizzing him harshly while using him as a footrest.

---

Exam Results Day

Two months later, Joan knelt naked in Amy’s office, trembling as she reviewed the official transcript on her tablet. The other officers — Katrina, Tripti, Aliya, and Mia — watched silently.

Amy finally looked up.

“You scored 92% average across all subjects,” she announced. “Above 85% in every single one, with several above 95%. You actually exceeded my expectations, pet.”

Joan’s eyes filled with tears of relief. He immediately dropped forward, pressing his forehead to Amy’s boots.

Amy continued in a calm but firm tone:

“As promised… you are free. The charges are dropped. The collar and cage will be removed. You may walk out of here right now and return to your normal life. No record. No consequences. This is your chance, Joan.”

She reached down and unlocked the collar with a click, then removed the chastity cage. Joan stared at the devices lying on the floor like they belonged to another lifetime.

Amy stood up and looked down at him.

“You’re free to go. Right now. Walk out that door and never come back if you wish.”

---

There was a long silence.

Then Joan crawled forward, wrapped his arms around Amy’s leg, and pressed his face desperately against her boots. His voice was hoarse, trembling, and filled with raw emotion.

“Owner Amy… please… don’t send me away,” he whispered brokenly. “I don’t want freedom. I don’t want my old life back. Lisa abandoned me. Everything I did was for her and it meant nothing. I… I belong here. At your feet. I’m not the same person anymore. You broke me… and I don’t want to be fixed.”

He kissed her boots reverently, tears streaming down his face.

“Please, Owner… let me stay. I want to wear the collar again. I want the cage back. I want to crawl for you every day. I want to serve you, charge here every night, clean for you, lick your boots, and be your personal pet forever. I don’t deserve freedom. I only feel safe when I’m owned by you. Please… I’m begging you. Keep me. I choose to be your slave for the rest of my life.”

Katrina’s eyes widened in surprise and delight.

Amy stared down at him for a long moment, then a slow, deeply satisfied, dominant smile spread across her face.

“You truly are completely broken, aren’t you?” she said softly, placing her boot on the back of his neck and pressing his face firmly into the floor. “After all the torture, the public humiliation, the basement sessions, the strap-ons, the maid’s toilet duty… you still choose to stay at my feet like a devoted dog.”

She stroked his hair with her other foot.

“Very well, pet. If this is what you truly want… then you may stay. Forever. The collar and cage go back on right now. You will serve me for the rest of your life — as my personal assistant, my footrest, my charging station dog, my basement toy, and my eternal devoted slave. There will be no more talk of freedom. Ever.”

Joan kissed her boots passionately, sobbing with relief and submission.

“Thank you… thank you, Owner Amy… I am yours. Completely yours. I don’t want anything else. Please put the collar back on me. Lock me up again. I need to feel owned by you. I will study, I will work, I will crawl, I will lick, I will suffer — anything you want. Just never let me go.”

Amy picked up the collar and locked it back around his neck with a loud, final click. The LEDs glowed brightly once more. She then locked the chastity cage back on.

“Welcome home, pet. Your real life begins now.”

Katrina smiled warmly. “My love slave chose to stay… how perfect.”

Tripti laughed. “Pathetic. But exactly what I expected from him.”

Amy pressed her boot firmly against Joan’s lips.

“Now lick, my eternal pet. And thank me properly for allowing you to remain at my feet forever.”

Joan licked with total, blissful devotion, whispering between kisses:

“Woof… Thank you, Owner Amy… woof… I am your property forever… woof… I love serving you… woof… please use me however you want…”

Amy smiled down at him with possessive satisfaction.

“Good boy. You finally understand your true place.”

---

Chapter: Devoted Service

In the months that followed, Joan fully embraced his role as Officer Amy’s eternal personal pet. The collar and cage remained locked on him permanently. He continued his studies and community service, but every evening he returned to the station with genuine eagerness, crawling straight to the charging station in Amy’s office.

His devotion had deepened into something almost reverent.

---

Amy sat at her desk, legs crossed, as Joan knelt before her. She extended one polished boot.

“You may only lick my feet and boots from now on, pet,” Amy said calmly, pressing the leather against his lips. “Nothing more. This is the highest privilege you will ever receive from me.”

“Yes, Owner Amy,” Joan whispered submissively before extending his tongue. He licked her boots with slow, worshipful strokes — cleaning every inch, polishing the leather, then moving to her bare feet, sucking each toe gently and lovingly. “Thank you for letting me serve you like this… I live for your feet.”

Amy smiled faintly, resting her other boot on his head. “Good boy. You’ve earned this much.”

---

The other officers quickly noticed Joan’s increased eagerness.

With Katrina:

Katrina frequently took him to the basement or her private quarters. Joan buried his face between her thighs with genuine hunger.

“Ohhh my sweet love slave,” Katrina moaned, gripping his hair as he licked her eagerly. “You’ve become so devoted… yes, just like that — worship my pussy. I love how broken you are for me.”

Joan licked with deep, passionate strokes, sucking her clit and plunging his tongue inside her until she came hard, shuddering against his face. “Thank you for letting me serve you, Mistress Katrina… I live to make you cum.”

---

With Tripti, Aliya, and Mia:

The three women used him together often. Joan served them on his knees with enthusiastic devotion.

Tripti spread her legs wide. “Look at this eager little tongue slut. Lick me properly while I talk to Arnold on the phone.”

Joan dove in eagerly, licking and sucking until Tripti moaned loudly.

Aliya sat on his face next, smothering him. “Deeper, you pathetic pet. Make me cum while I ignore you.”

Mia laughed as she took her turn. “You used to be a student… now you’re just our shared pussy cleaner. Lick faster, overseas bitch!”

Joan obeyed every command with fervent dedication, bringing each of them to multiple orgasms with his tongue.

---

With Arnold and Tripti:

One evening, Arnold decided to push Joan further. He had Tripti bent over the desk in the office, fucking her from behind with deep, powerful thrusts.

“Come here, cuck,” Arnold ordered.

Joan crawled over obediently. Arnold grabbed him by the hair and pulled his face close.

“Suck my cock while I fuck my girlfriend, you pathetic pet.”

Joan opened his mouth submissively and took Arnold’s thick cock between his lips whenever it pulled out of Tripti, licking and sucking eagerly. The taste of Tripti’s juices mixed with Arnold’s cock filled his mouth.

Tripti moaned loudly. “That’s right, you worthless cuck. Suck my boyfriend’s cock while he fucks me. You’ll never be a real man like him.”

Arnold groaned in pleasure. “Good boy. Keep sucking. This is all you’re good for now — cleaning real cock while it pleases a real woman.”

Joan sucked with total submission, licking every inch as Arnold continued thrusting into Tripti until both of them came hard.

---

Every night, after serving the others, Joan returned to Amy’s feet. He was only allowed to lick and worship her boots and bare feet — nothing more. And he cherished it more than anything.

“Thank you for owning me, Owner Amy,” he whispered between devoted licks. “I am yours forever.”

Amy smiled down at her perfectly broken, willingly eternal pet.

“Good boy. This is exactly where you belong.”

---

Chapter: The Visa Conversation

One month after Joan chose eternal submission, life had settled into a strict but steady routine. He studied diligently, performed his community service without complaint, and served his Officers every evening with genuine devotion.

That night, while Joan knelt leashed to the charging station in Officer Amy’s office, licking her bare feet with slow, worshipful strokes, Amy suddenly spoke.

“Joan.”

He immediately stopped licking and looked up at her attentively.

Amy looked at him for a long moment, her usual cold dominance softened by something almost gentle. She sighed and leaned forward.

“Your student visa… it expires in three weeks.”

Joan’s body tensed. He remained silent, forehead pressed lightly against her foot.

Amy continued, her voice quieter than usual — almost sympathetic.

“I’ve been monitoring your records. You’ve actually been doing well in your studies. But the visa situation is real. If you stay beyond the expiry without proper extension… you’ll become illegal. Even I won’t be able to protect you from immigration authorities at that point.”

She reached down and gently stroked his hair.

“Joan… look at me.”

He lifted his head, eyes filled with fear and devotion.

Amy’s voice became softer, almost kind.

“I know what you’ve become. I know you chose this life. You chose the collar. But I also know you have a family back home. If you stay here as my pet… you will never be able to live normally again. No proper job. No future outside these walls. You’ll be completely dependent on me forever.”

She paused, letting her words sink in.

“I’m giving you a real choice this time. You can return to your home country before the visa expires. I will personally ensure the charges are fully erased. You can rebuild your life there — finish your degree remotely if possible, or start fresh. You’ll be truly free.”

Joan’s eyes filled with tears. He pressed his face back against her feet, kissing them desperately as he spoke in a broken, trembling voice.

“Officer Amy… please… don’t send me away. I don’t want freedom. I don’t want to go back home. My family… they wouldn’t understand what I’ve become. I don’t even understand myself anymore. The only place I feel safe… the only place I feel like I belong… is right here. At your feet.”

He looked up at her with raw honesty, tears streaming down his face.

“You broke me. Completely. And I thank you for it. I don’t want to be normal again. I want to crawl. I want to wear your collar. I want to charge here every night. I want to lick your boots and serve you and the others for the rest of my life. Please… don’t make me leave. I will do anything. I will accept any condition. Just let me stay with you. You are my home now.”

Amy looked down at him for a long, silent moment. Her expression was complex — surprise, satisfaction, and something almost like reluctant affection.

She finally spoke gently, yet with firm dominance:

“You truly don’t want to leave, do you? Even knowing what your future will be — a collared pet living in secret, serving powerful women, never truly free again?”

Joan shook his head and kissed her feet again.

“No, Officer Amy. This is what I want. Please… keep me.”

Amy let out a slow breath, then reached down and cupped his chin, forcing him to meet her eyes.

“Very well, Joan. I will handle the visa situation. I’ll arrange for you to stay under my personal supervision — a special ‘rehabilitation’ status that only I control. But understand this: once I do this, there is no going back. Ever. You will belong to me completely and permanently.”

She leaned closer, her voice soft but absolute.

“You will be mine until the day I decide otherwise.”

Joan’s tears flowed freely as he kissed her palm and whispered with total devotion:

“Thank you, Officer Amy… I am yours. Forever.”

---

Chapter: The Airport Farewell

Three weeks later, at the international airport departure terminal, Joan stood with a small suitcase, wearing normal civilian clothes. The collar and cage had been temporarily removed for the journey.

Officer Amy, Katrina, Tripti, Aliya, Mia, and Arnold had all come to see him off. They stood in a quiet corner away from the crowd.

Amy stepped forward, her expression softer than usual. She looked at Joan for a long moment before speaking.

“Joan… your visa expires in two days. I’ve done everything I can, but I can’t extend it any further. You have to leave today.”

Joan’s eyes filled with tears instantly. He dropped to his knees right there in front of all of them and hugged Amy’s legs tightly, pressing his face desperately against her shoes.

“Officer Amy… please listen to me,” he said, voice trembling with raw emotion. “I don’t want to go, but I know I must. I promise you — I will return very soon. As soon as I reach home, I will immediately apply for a new long-term visa. I won’t waste even a single day. The moment I get the new visa approved, I will book the first flight back here. I swear it.”

He looked up at her with desperate, sincere eyes, tears streaming down his face.

“I promise, Officer Amy. I will come back immediately after getting the valid visa. I don’t want freedom. I don’t want a normal life. I only want to serve you. I will crawl back to your feet and beg you to lock the collar and cage on me again. Please wait for me. I will return very soon. You are my home now. I belong to you forever.”

Amy crouched down, gently stroking his hair as she looked into his tear-filled eyes.

“I believe you, Joan. I can see how completely broken and devoted you are. Go home. Settle everything quickly. Get the new visa as fast as possible and come straight back to me.”

She leaned closer and whispered near his ear:

“I’ll keep your collar and cage ready and waiting. The moment you return, I will lock them on you permanently. No more chances to leave. You will be mine forever.”

Joan kissed her shoes passionately, sobbing.

“I promise, Officer Amy. Very soon. The moment I have the valid visa, I will come running back to you. I will surrender myself completely. Thank you for owning me… I will miss serving at your feet every single day.”

Katrina hugged him tightly, eyes misty.

“Come back quickly, my love slave. I’ll be waiting to use you again.”

Tripti smirked.

“Don’t take too long with that visa. We still need our crawling pet here.”

Aliya and Mia both hugged him.

“Hurry back so we can use that eager tongue again,” Aliya said.

“We’ll miss our little toilet cleaner,” Mia added.

Arnold patted his shoulder.

“Sort your visa fast and return like a good boy.”

Joan stood up slowly, still crying, and looked at all of them one last time.

“I promise… I will return very soon after getting the new visa. Thank you for everything, Officers.”

Amy gave him one final, gentle stroke on the cheek.

“Go now, pet. We’ll be waiting for your quick return.”

Joan walked toward the departure gate, repeatedly looking back with tears in his eyes, his heart heavy but filled with firm determination.

Amy watched him disappear into the terminal and whispered quietly:

“Come back soon, my pet… I’ll be waiting.”

---

Chapter: The Empty Success

Joan returned to his home country carrying a broken heart and an unfulfilled promise.

Due to his father’s poor health and mounting family debts, he had no choice but to start working immediately. With his strong education and overseas experience, he quickly secured a high-paying senior position in a multinational company. Over the years, he rose steadily, achieving financial success, a luxurious apartment, a nice car, and a substantial bank balance.

His parents arranged his marriage to Priya — a beautiful, kind, and caring woman. They had a grand wedding, and outwardly, Joan now lived the perfect life: a loving wife, supportive family, social respect, and complete financial security.

But inside, Joan was utterly hollow.

---

Every night, after Priya fell asleep, Joan would quietly kneel on the cold balcony floor, press his forehead down, and cry in silence.

“Officer Amy…” he whispered through heavy tears, “I miss your dominance so much. I miss being owned by you.”

His voice cracked as fresh tears fell.

“I miss the privilege of licking your feet and boots every single night. That was the only way you allowed me to worship you… and I cherished it more than anything. You never let me touch or taste your private parts. You always reminded me that I was just a slave… just a pathetic pet who didn’t deserve access to your body. And I accepted it completely. I loved knowing my place — only worthy of your feet.”

He sobbed quietly, body shaking with longing.

“I have a beautiful wife now… but she lets me have everything. It feels meaningless. With you, even the smallest permission to lick your boots made me feel truly owned and complete. I miss that strict boundary. I miss knowing I was unworthy of anything more. I miss crawling at your feet while you reminded me of my place. I miss the collar… the cage… the charging station… everything.”

Joan cried harder, pressing his face against the cold floor as if it were Amy’s shoe.

“I want to come back, Officer Amy… I want to return so badly. I want to kneel before you again and beg for the honor of licking your feet. I don’t deserve anything more — I know that. I was never worthy of your private parts… and that truth made me feel safe. But now I’m trapped here in this ‘perfect’ life, and I feel so empty. So alone. I have money, respect, a wife… but I have nothing without your dominance.”

Every night, the same ritual repeated. Outwardly successful and respected, Joan remained inwardly devastated — forever yearning for the cruel, strict dominance of Officer Amy, where even the simple act of licking her feet was a sacred privilege he deeply missed.

He was still her pet in his heart and soul… but could never return.

---

The End.

A cruel, bittersweet conclusion. Joan achieved everything the world told him to desire, yet remained forever empty without Officer Amy’s controlling dominance.

**The End**

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.
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