
        
            
                
            
        

    
Jen 6

By Blard Hans

Jen stepped out of the shower and dried herself off.  She walked back into the bedroom and stopped.  Frank was still sitting upright on the side of her bed.  A heavy silver chain connected the front of his collar to the eye bolt next to the bed.  He was watching her in silence.

Jen sat down in front of the mirror, wearing only a towel.  She began to comb her long brown hair but would stop every few brush strokes to glance at her friend.  Remembering what Beatrice had said about Agnis putting “mood enhancing” drugs in her food, she knew that her judgment was probably impaired and that her sexual desire may be a product of the drugs.  As she stared at his naked body, she decided that she didn’t care.  Sexual fantasies about having him on top of her were still plaguing her.  Briefly, she wondered if it was normal to want him again after he had gone down on her just a couple of hours earlier.

She made her way to the bed and sat next to Frank.  She removed the chain from his collar and asked, “How do you feel?”

“I feel great.”

There was something about the vacant look in his eyes that made Jen’s heart drop.  “Lay down next to me,” she said.

Frank lay down and seemed to be waiting for the next order.

“I want you to tell me the truth about something.  If we make love right now, do you want it too?”

Frank turned towards her and whispered, “I have wanted you for a long time.  Please let me make love to you.”

The muscles around Jen’s face relaxed.  She reached over and began to caress his face.  They started to kiss, lightly at first then harder.  Jen reached down and ran her fingers over his junk.  She smiled as she felt his cock grow.  ‘That’s so cool,’ she thought.

She moved downward until her face was hovering over his chest.  Her mouth found his nipple and she began to suck on it.  She was rewarded with soft moans of pleasure.

Frank reached up and began to gently trace his hands over her body.  The firm breasts and tight midsection seemed to react at his slightest touch.  He worked his way down towards her groin then he began to trace the lips of her labia.

Even Jen was surprised at how wet she was.  When his finger penetrated her, it took all her self-control not to just jump on him right then and there.  Instead, she climbed on top of him with her head down towards his crotch.  She backed up until her pussy was resting against his mouth.

She began to stroke him.  There was a sudden sensation of warmth and she realized that he was slowly licking her.  When he started sucking on her clit, Jen’s mind seemed to pull inward as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her.  Remembering where she was, Jen lifted his dick and slowly inserted it into her mouth.  It was already a little wet when she began sucking it. 

After a few minutes, Jen crawled off him then repositioned herself and climbed back on top.  His face was a little shiny but she didn’t care and began kissing him again.  She pressed her body downward a few inches until she felt the tip of his cock pressing against her.  She was so wet that he slid easily inside of her. 

Jen pressed backwards until she could almost feel the top of his cock pressing against her cervix.  Her eyes closed and she began to thrust back and forth.  Their two bodies rocked back and forth for several minutes.  Jen lifted until she was in a sitting position with Frank still deep inside of her. 

She continued to press up and down then began to notice that his cock felt different, bigger somehow.  She opened her eyes and saw Frank’s body begin to change.  He was suddenly more relaxed and it hit her that he was about to climax.  It happened all of a sudden: his body began to shudder and convulse.  Warm wetness squirted into her and whatever misgivings she had before were completely gone.  She ground down on him and lost all sense of what was going on around her.  Her own body began to convulse and she was vaguely aware of crying out.  When it was over, she rolled off him covered in sweat.  There was a tingling sensation between her legs and she was breathing hard.

Within a couple of minutes, Frank began to snore.  Jen giggled to herself, thinking ‘Don’t you want to be awake for this?’  She cuddled into him and dozed off herself after a few minutes.

Jen awoke first.  She looked over at Frank’s still sleeping body and a grin appeared on her face that she was unable to wipe off. 

She watched him sleep for a while then slowly nudged him awake.  “We need to get ready to leave the train,” she said.

Frank stretched then sat upright. 

The smile on Jen’s face drifted off as she realized that he was sitting there waiting for her to tell him what to do next.  Beatrice’s comments about Frank telling her she was beautiful suddenly started making sense.  ‘If all you ever knew of a lover was a mindless slave then how could you ever really enjoy them?’ she wondered.

“Get cleaned up then wait for me in the other room.”  She watched Frank’s butt as he made his way to the bathroom.  ‘We need to get you off of those drugs,’ she thought.

Jen got herself cleaned up and joined Frank on the couch in the other room.  “We’re going to meet Al in the supply car if all goes well.  How’s your head doing?”

Frank shook his head like a dog shaking water out of its fur before he spoke.  “I think it might be clearing a bit.”

She watched him as he spoke.  His eyes did seem to have more sparkle than earlier, but he still didn’t seem like the same old Frank.  She pulled the small black box out from under the belt on her dress and held it against his neck until it chimed.  The display showed a red bar just below the green line.  “Your levels are coming down but there is still a lot of that crap in your system.”

“Are you going to drug me again?” he asked.  There was no resentment in his words, rather he seemed resigned to letting her do anything she wanted.

“I can’t.  I just can’t,” she said.  Her voice quivered as she spoke.

Frank reached over and put his hand on hers.  “You can do whatever you like with me.”

Jen set the box back on the table next to the couch.  “We will just have to find another way.”

Frank smiled at her.

“Al is supposed to get us off the train before we disembark at the station.  We should call him and make sure we’re both on the same page,” Jen said.  “Go ahead and pull the cord.  If Al answers then we’ll invite him in.  If it’s Agnis then we’ll need a cover story.”

Frank stood and walked over to the red cord by the door.  He hesitated for a second then gave it two hard pulls.

When the knocking finally came, Frank opened the door immediately.  The tall form of Al stood, looking back at him.

“Won’t you come in,” Frank said.

Al walked in then stopped after a few feet.  His eyes darted around the room as if to see whether anyone else was hiding.

“Hi Al,” Jen started.  She stopped a second later when Al held up one hand.

He pressed his thumb and forefinger together on the collar of his shirt.  He held them together for a second then dropped his hands to his side.  After apparently getting the reaction he wanted, he asked “Is there anyone else here?”

Jen shook her head.  “It’s just Frank and I.”

Al exhaled deeply.  “I disabled the recording equipment for this room but that wouldn’t affect an ease dropper.  I have a radio detection device in my collar and it’s not picking up any transmissions, so I think we’re clear to talk.”

“They record everything that goes on in this room?” Jen asked.  Her face was starting to turn bright red.

“No one cares about whether you two fool around or not,” Al said.  “They are mostly scanning for any signs of insurrection or terrorism.”

“Beatrice said that you might be able to help us get off the train,” Jen said.

“That’s why I’m here.  There are several supply cars at the back of the train.  I can arrange for the door to car 15 to have a mechanical problem so that its door doesn’t lock.”

“Once we leave the train, we’ll need some directions on where to go.  Can you help us with a map of the station?” Jen asked.

“Yes.  There is a security screening station near the main exit from the train.  Once you’re past that, you can go directly through the station.  With all the people, you will be hard to spot.  Don’t linger though, get out of the station as quickly as you can.”

Jen nodded.  “I understand but I won’t know where I’m going once we leave the station.”

“You are the elected representative from Local 213.  There will be someone to pick you up right outside the station.  Just look for someone holding a sign for you.”

“How much time do we have?”

“About two hours.  My advice is to get something to eat and to just act like you’re excited to see the capitol for the first time.”

“Thank you,” Jen said.

“You can thank me by not getting caught.  I’ll order you some snacks.  After you’re done, you can start heading towards the back of the train.  If anyone asks, just tell them that you wanted to see the train one more time before you leave,” Al said.  He turned and left without saying anything else.

Jen and Frank packed up their few possessions then waited in silence.  They both jumped when there was a knocking at the door. 

Frank got up and opened it.  To everyone’s surprise, Agnis was standing there.  She pushed in a cart loaded with several small plates of food.  There was a small paper sack wrapped in twine.

Agnis handed the package to Jen and said, “His new ID tag is ready.  You will have just enough time to have it programmed before you leave.  I have already notified Paige.  Please go there directly after breakfast.”

“Thank you,” Jen said.

Agnis looked Frank up and down then nodded and left.

“Crap,” Jen said once the door was closed.  “That’s easy, we’ll just head to the supply car and be out of here before they figure out what happened.”

The two ate in silence.  When they were done, Jen looked at the clock and said, “We have about an hour before we arrive.  Let’s head towards the back of the train and see if we can find car 15.”

Jen changed clothes and put on the brown trousers and jacket she had boarded the train in. It seemed like a lifetime ago.  She handed Frank’s bag to him and they headed towards the door.

Jen mentally chastised herself as she watched the muscles in his legs and ass as he moved.  The image of herself riding him flickered across her mind and for the barest second, she wondered if she could be ok with keeping him as her slave.

They opened the door and began to walk towards the back of the train.  As they entered the passageway connecting their car to the next one, Jen noticed someone standing in the shadows.  The small frame of Agnis stood there, watching them.

“The Rec Center is the other way,” she said calmly.

“We wanted to see the train one more time before we left,” Jen said casually.

“Another time.  You will need to get to the Rec Center before we disembark so that they can program his ID tag.”

Jen did her best to hide the dread she was feeling.  “Oh.  Does that take a long time?”

Agnis smiled.  “It only takes twenty minutes or so but you’ll want to head there directly.  I’ll show you the way so that you don’t get distracted.”

Jen and Frank followed Agnis towards the front of the train.  When they arrived at the Rec Center, Agnis called for Paige.  “That project I talked with you about is ready.”

Paige emerged from the back room and smiled at Jen.  “Can’t have you two walking around without a properly programmed tag.”  She was pushing a small silver cart in front of her.  It had an electrical control box on it and several eye bolts welded up and down the cart legs.  “Bring him over here.”

Jen gently pushed Frank towards Paige.  When he was standing next to the cart, Paige locked a short chain between his collar and the cart.  Frank was forced to bend over slightly.  His face was inches from the control box.  Paige locked his wrist cuffs to each side of the cart for good measure.

Paige pressed a small device against the turquoise tag in Frank’s collar.  It popped out a second later and she grabbed it before it hit the ground.  She placed the old tag in a bin and took the new one from Jen.  She slipped it into a receptacle at the top of the box and pressed down until it disappeared inside then she handed a clipboard to Jen and said, “You will need to fill out your portion while I interview him.”

Jen took the clipboard and went to sit down.  As she flipped through the pages, she saw that it was just question after question with small check boxes next to each indicating strong like, dislike or neutral.  The questions ranged from simple things like sexual orientation and ideal frequency of sexual release to more esoteric things like how he feels on a cloudy day.  Jen did her best to answer the questions in the way she thought Frank would answer them.  Every now and then she could hear Paige asking similar questions to Frank.

When Jen was finished, she handed the clipboard back to Agnis who had been watching her intently the entire time.

Agnis reviewed the answers then waited for Paige. 

The ID tag popped up from the control box much like bread coming out of a toaster.  Paige inserted the tag back into Frank’s collar.  “All done,” she said.

Jen noticed that Paige’s eyes seemed unusually blank as she spoke.  ‘Beatrice, I owe you one,’ she thought.

“Wait,” Agnis said.

Jen felt adrenaline flood into her system but she tried to remain calm.  “I’d like to go now so that we can still see the train before we leave.”

“That will have to wait,” Agnis said.  She produced a small black box and held it against Frank’s neck.  It chimed and her facial expression told Jen everything she needed to know.  Thoughts flashed though Jen’s mind at light speed.  Should they make a run for it?  Should she try to dose Agnis with the mind control drug?

Agnis pressed a large red button on the wall by the door.  A mechanical voice answered and Agnis said, “Security to Rec Center.”

Jen could almost feel her blood turn cold.  ‘It’s over,’ she thought.  “What’s going on?” she asked.

“I’m going to have you detained for intentional cruelty to a slave,” Agnis said in a commanding tone.

“No!” Jen half screamed.  The weight of the last few days came crashing down on her in an instant. 

“Save it, cupcake.”

“I’m not being cruel to him.  I’m in love with him.” The words poured out of her mouth like water down a waterfall.

The expression on Agnis’ face flashed between anger and disbelief.  “You’re what?”

Real tears cascaded down Jen’s face.

Four large men dressed in black body armor forced their way into the small room.  Each carried a long gun.  The rifles were slung but the soulless expressions on their faces carried enough intimidation that the rifles were unnecessary.

“Hold,” Agnis said.  “Say that again.”

“I’m in love with him and I don’t want you to drug him anymore,” Jen choked out between sobs.

Agnis stared at Jen as she spoke.  She took in the tears running down the girl’s face and the cadence of her speech as though deciding how much credibility to give it.  She called over one of the guards.  “Could you wait outside for a moment?” she said.  It was more of a command than a question.

“Explain yourself,” Agnis said once the men were gone.

“When he’s drugged, it’s like he’s not himself.  The sparkle is gone from him.  I love him the way he is.  Please don’t change him back into a mindless slave.”

Agnis’ heavily lined face seemed to be struggling to find a new expression.  The permanent frown morphed into something unaccustomed.  Was it kindness?  “It is illegal for slaves to have free will.  That’s why they’re called slaves.”

“Oh please, isn’t there another way?” Jen pleaded.

Agnis glanced at Paige then back to Jen.  “I haven’t seen this kind of reaction to a slave in a long time.  You’re either the best actress I’ve seen or you’re telling me the truth.”  She paused for a long time then continued, “The purpose of the Slave Cruelty Board is to protect slaves, not hurt them.  If you are willing to have him implanted and agree to attend and complete remedial Mistress Training, then I will hold off on a formal inquiry.”

Jen started nodding before Agnis finished.  “That’s fine.  I’ll do whatever it takes.”

“Paige, prepare him for implantation.  I’ll tell the security forces that they can go for now.”

Jen watched in silence as Paige called in the pretty redheaded girl.  There was a soft chiming sound as the girl walked in.  The two silver bells attached to her nipples rang each time she moved.  She was completely naked, except for the shackles, collar and bells. In her hand were two small syringes.  She handed them to Paige then turned and left without a word.

“What are those?” Jen asked.

Paige held one of them up and pointed to the green goo inside of it.  “This liquid has thousands of nanoparticles inside.  Once I inject them into his spine, they fuse with his nerves so that you can cause pleasure or pain – depending on your mood and whether he’s doing what he’s supposed to.”

“So it’s the same as what you have inside of you?” Jen asked.

Paige nodded.  “They can even be used to train him on a subconscious level.”

Agnis walked back in and any thoughts Jen had about faking the injections disappeared.

“Go ahead Paige,” Agnis said.

Jen watched helplessly as Paige stuck the needle into the base of Frank’s spine.  His body tensed as the needle penetrated his flesh but he did not cry out. 

Fresh tears rolled down Jen’s face as she watched the procedure.

The second needle was inserted just below his neck.  This time Frank didn’t seem to respond at all.

“That’s it,” Paige said.  She tossed the two used syringes into the small waste paper bin near the desk then began to unlock Frank.

“You will need to demonstrate that you have a basic understanding of how to use the remote system when you arrive at your first class.  Paige, get her an instruction book then we can get these two love birds off my train,” Agnis said.

Jen took the pamphlet from Paige and put it in her pocket.

“Once you get set up in your apartment, someone will come by to demonstrate the remote system for you.  Don’t miss the appointment or it may affect his licensing,” Agnis said.

“License?” Jen asked.

A disgusted look crept back onto Agnis’ face.  “Yes, his license.  The Capitol requires each slave to be current on his license.  Review your notes from Mistress Training as you will be held responsible if his license lapses and your ownership may be forfeited.”

Jen inhaled harder than she wanted to.  “Of course.  Sorry, this has been very emotional for me.”

Agnis stepped in and put a hand on Jen’s shoulder.  “It’s alright dear.  I wish more owners cared about their slaves the way you do.”

Jen gave her a small nod and smile.  “Thank you.”

When the train stopped, Jen made her way towards the front with Frank in tow.  There was a long line of people waiting to disembark the train.  When it was Jen’s turn, she walked down the stairs and followed the line to a security checkpoint.  She recognized two of the men from the Rec Center.

The larger of the two held a scanner up to Frank’s neck then looked at it in disbelief.  “Lucky for you that Agnis intervened.  Otherwise, we’d be taking you to detention right now young lady.”  He entered some information into a portable screen then waived them through.

Jen made it about three feet before the man called out to her. 

“Do you want a cart?”

Jen looked down at the small bag she was carrying, “No, why?”

The man shook his head then spoke into the small mic by his shoulder.  A moment later, a nude man walked over pushing a large cart.  The base was low to the ground.  It had brass poles welded to it in the shape of a large arch.  He whispered to the security person then walked over and helped Frank onto the cart.  In short order, Frank’s shackles were locked to the arch – forcing him to stand spread eagle.  A black leather hood was placed over his head and then locked into place.

“We can’t have you walking a slave around unchained.  You can release him from the cart once you get to wherever you’re going,” said the large security guard.

Jen mentally chastised herself for not locking chains on him.  “Of course.”  After glancing once more at the guard, she began walking towards the station.  The nude man pushed Frank’s cart behind her.

Jen found the station’s main door.  There was a crowd of people on the other side, many of whom carried signs.  Once outside, Jen began to look for anyone with a sign with her name on it.  As she glanced around, she noticed several booths set up along the side of the building.  Food and drink sellers were there but something else caught her attention.  Several booths had signage that proclaimed exercise and slave drop off services.  She saw three women and three men kneeling in front of the booth.  Each was nude except for a metal collar and a chain attaching them to the wall.  One of the women was giving fellatio to a man who was obviously a slave.  His mistress was standing nearby, looking bored. 

Jen looked back at Frank’s restrained body and wondered what it would be like to watch another woman go down on him.  She felt a now familiar tingle in her junk as the image of Frank fucking Paige while being taken from behind by Beatrice flashed across her mind.

The name “Jen” and “Local 213” were printed in large black letters on a sign to her right and Jen began walking towards it.  There was a naked woman holding the sign with a blank look in her eyes.  Jen walked up and said, “Hi, I think you’re waiting for me.”

The empty eyes of the black-haired woman seemed to take her in while not registering anything.  “I have a transport waiting for you.”  She looked over at the cart with Frank on it and added, “Two of you?”

Jen nodded then began to follow the woman towards a large vehicle.  Several men from the vehicle helped load Frank in the back.  Jen found an open seat near the front and sat down.

A tall blonde woman sat down next to her a few minutes later.  “God, it’s nice to be back in a real city.  I’m from the world’s smallest podunk town in the middle of nowhere.  I’m Gretchen,” she said and held out her hand.

Jen shook it then smiled and said, “Me too.”

“I haven’t seen you before.  First term of service?”

Jen nodded.

“You’ll love it.  All the slaves you could want and more culture than you’ll see at home in a lifetime.”

“How many times have you been here?” Jen asked.

“This is my third rotation.  I thought about making my stay here permanent but well, you know.”

Jen started to say something but stopped as Gretchen continued.

“Do you know which housing unit you’ll be in?”

“Not yet.  How about you?”

“Oh they’ll put me in the Hansfield building again.  I had to request it this year.  I was in the Midtown building last year and it was terrible.  Since this is your first rotation, you’ll probably be in Hansfield too.  They like showing off for the new people. You know, really impressing you and everything.”

Jen made small talk with Gretchen during the rest of the trip.  She was surprised to find that Gretchen had a pretty good sense of humor about everything.  Gretchen even offered to show her around once she got settled.

The transport stopped in front of the tallest building Jen had ever seen.  She got out and waited near the back for Frank to be unloaded.

Gretchen stood next to her.  When the men unloaded Frank’s cart, Gretchen’s face looked shocked.  “You didn’t tell me you were rich. Your first term and you already have a personal assistant?  Nice.  I’m still using temps.  So, did they give you a hard time on the train?”

“A little,” Jen said.

“I’m not surprised.  Honestly, the staff can get so jealous.  Well, anyway I’m in room 1304.  When you get checked in, ring me and I’ll come over and help you get set up.”

“Thank you.  I will,” Jen said.

Several of the building personnel were milling about helping with luggage.  One of the men came over and offered to help Jen get checked in.  He typed some information into a portable screen then began to push Frank’s cart into the building.  Jen followed as he led her up to the fifteenth floor.  The man stopped outside of room 1555 and gestured to the hand scanner on the wall.

Jen pressed her hand against the panel and was relieved when the door opened.  She followed the man inside and sat down on the couch near the front window.

The man wheeled Frank’s helpless form over to her.  “Do you need anything else at the moment?”

“Not right now.  This is my first time here so I need to get settled in first.”

“There is a concierge on duty 24 hours a day if you need anything.  The cafeteria is on the third floor and is open at all hours.  If you need to exercise your slave, we have on call help.”  He had a slightly disappointed look on his face when he realized that she was not going to tip him.  He turned and left.

Jen looked out the window at the city spread out below her.  A smile crept onto her face as she looked at all the buildings.  As soon as she thought she had waited long enough for the man not to return, she raced over to Frank.  “Are you ok?” she asked.  There was no response.  She touched his wrists and checked for a pulse.  Relief spread through her as she felt a strong slow heartbeat.

She reached up and tried to unlock him from the arch but the shackles remained in place.  “Open,” she said but the locks didn’t release.  She thought about trying to call the concierge but before she picked up the phone another thought occurred to her.  She typed in room 1304 and pressed “Connect.”

Gretchen’s voice answered immediately.

“I just got checked in and I was hoping you’d help me with something.”

“Can’t get your slave unlocked?” Gretchen asked.

“Well, yes.” Jen tried to hide the surprise in her voice but suspected she failed.

Gretchen laughed.  “Don’t worry.  Let me get set then I’ll head over.”

Jen hung up then glanced over at Frank.  She couldn’t take her eyes off him.  There was something about how he looked as he stood there tied up and helpless that made her squirmy.  She glanced back towards the front door and thought, ‘I bet I have time...’

Jen walked over to Frank and slowly started touching him.  She could tell by the way his chest quickened its movements that his breathing was starting to speed up.  Her hand reached down to his cock and she began to fondle him.  He was erect almost immediately.  She stepped back to take a better look at him.  He was starting to move his hips and with each movement, his shaft began to sway back and forth.  Jen giggled then sat down to enjoy the view.

There was a knock on the door and Jen went to answer it.  Gretchen was standing there wearing baggy black sweatpants and a baggy T shirt.  Even with the free-flowing clothing, she had an amazing amazon style frame.  She easily towered over Jen by at least a foot.

“Thanks for coming over.  I wasn’t sure how to get him out.”

Gretchen smiled.  “No worries.  I had the same problem the first time I ordered delivery.  He was so beautiful tied up and helpless but when I got tired of teasing him, I found out that the restraints don’t work the same way.  It’s easy though, just watch.”  She marched over to the cart and lifted up on a small hidden door at the base.  She pulled out a sliver chain with a small key at the end.  “Each cart has its own key, so don’t lose it.”  She laughed to herself as she finished. 

Gretchen stepped back and held out the key for Jen.  “You are a lucky girl, just look at those legs...”

Jen took the key and undid the locks on Frank’s wrists and ankles.  Both women helped Frank down, as he was still wearing the leather hood.

“Have you taken him while he’s wearing the hood yet?” Gretchen asked.  Her cheeks were looking rosier than before.

“No, not yet.”

“It’s a trip, kinda like fucking a robot.  It can be a real trip for the slave too if you do it at a party because they’re not really sure who’s fucking them.”

‘Actually, that sounds kinda hot,’ Jen thought.  Instead she said, “He’s my first slave.  Is it ok if I ask you something?”

Gretchen sat down on the couch and said, “Of course.”

“I just had him implanted and I’m not really sure how to use them.”

“I’d be glad to show you,” Gretchen said.
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