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    “We’ll be landing shortly. Please fasten your seat-belts.”


    The melodious voice of the stewardess woke Nora up. She jumped in her seat and looked around drowsily.


    “I can’t believe you managed to sleep through the entire flight,” said Marcel with an envious tone. “How can you do that every single time?”


    “You know me,” smiled the young woman as she checked her safety belt, “I can sleep like a baby even under heavy bombardment.”


    She wasn’t exaggerating. Nora Jasiri was a celebrated young documentarian who spent a lot of time in war zones and crime-ridden shitholes, filming some of the most dangerous people in the most dangerous locations. She was an adrenaline junkie. Her tendency to walk into terrifying situations without hesitation had won her a reputation of fearlessness, as well as a couple of international awards.


    Her colleague, cameraman, producer, and occasional fuckbuddy Marcel was just the opposite. He was an incurable pessimist. While his measure-twice-cut-once attitude annoyed Nora to no end, she was well-aware that his over-preparedness was the main reason why she could come out of some of the most horrible places in one piece. He always made her feel safe even in the most nerve-breaking situations. He was a big, muscular, but very soft-spoken and mild-mannered man. Nora often called him her giant teddy bear.


    Nora presented a stark contrast to the big man with her slender, youthful figure. She was 26 years old, but she still exuded a naive, fresh, college-girl energy when she spoke. That positive attitude combined with her disarming smile was one of her biggest weapons of persuasion. It had certainly worked on some of the most vicious people around the globe, and gotten her in places no other reporter or film-maker had managed to enter before.


    And now, she was about to set foot in another terrible, horrible, soul-crushing place.


    Maidenfair, the capital of Pussiana.


    “Please put your seats in upright position, close your trays, and secure your slaves,” announced the stewardess with her sweet voice. Nora perked up and looked around with surprise. Several men stopped fucking their women’s mouths and reluctantly strapped them down in kneeling position.


    “Yeah, you missed all of it,” snickered Marcel. “It is so weird to see in person. They started doing that when we moved into Pussianan airspace a while ago. I didn’t even notice that some of the women were slaves until they started utilizing them.”


    “Utilizing them? Utilize, really?”


    “Hey, not my word,” replied Marcel defensively. “That’s what the stewardess said. She said, and I quote, we are now entering Pussianan airspace. Passengers can now utilize their slavewomen. Believe me, according to what I read on Pussiana laws and customs, ‘utilize’ is one of the most innocent words they use for the act.”


    Nora nodded and turned back to look at the slave a few rows back. It was a young woman in her early twenties. She was kneeling on a seat that was lowered to the ground. In addition to the standard safety belt, her neck, wrists, and thighs were tightly strapped to the seat. Her flimsy, tawdry shirt was torn in front, exposing her huge left tit and most of her right. Droplets of whitish, gooey fluid was slowly flowing into her deep cleavage.


    Her respectfully lowered eyes suddenly opened and met Nora’s bewildered gaze. Nora swiftly turned away, embarrassed for her judgemental expression. She froze and kept her eyes in front of her until the plane landed.


    When they walked out of the craft and entered the luggage area, Nora was in for a much bigger surprise. Some of the female passengers she thought were normal people dropped to their hands and knees and were summarily leashed by their male companions. ‘Companions’ was definitely the wrong word. Their ‘masters.’ Before Nora’s and many other first-time visitors’ perplexed eyes, they transformed into naked sex pets and crawled away behind their owners.


    “You aren’t scared, are you? The fearless Nora Jasiri?”


    Nora turned to Marcel, who had his usual reassuring smile on his face. She realized that she was holding his arm tightly with both hands like a koala clinging to a tree. She felt embarrassed.


    “Oh, sorry,” she said softly, “I guess I was a bit surprised. Of course I knew all about this. But seeing it in person, happening in a very… casual way…”


    “If you think this is surprising,” said Marcel as he put his arm around the nervous girl, “you’ll be shocked when we pass the Passport control point. We are technically still not in the country yet.”


    Nora didn’t say anything. She just nodded anxiously.


    “Hey, this wasn’t my idea, you know,” said Marcel, with a concerned look in his face. “It’s still not too late, Nora. If you have doubts about this thing, we can still turn around and catch a flight back home, eh?”


    “No! No, of course not,” replied the girl. She put on her game face and started walking. “Turn back? Bah! Just a little surprised, that’s all. I’m fine. Come on, we have a documentary to make.”


    The passport check was quick and smooth. Getting in Pussiana wasn’t a big deal. Getting out, on the other hand, was much more difficult, especially for local women. Females needed a special permit to travel abroad. The permit was almost impossible to get for an ordinary citizen, and even if they somehow managed to find one, they had to be accompanied by a male during their entire trip.


    Of course, it was infinitely easier if they were enslaved and sold overseas as fucktoys.


    Nora’s revitalized courage and optimism were shaken again when they walked into the terminal floor. The large space was surrounded by shops and restaurants with names and themes totally alien to the couple. Almost none of the chains they were familiar with were there. It was the inevitable result of the economic separation of the two opposing worlds.


    The world was divided into two big chunks since the Fist and Arrow movement’s victory in Pussiana and other places a couple decades ago. On one side, authoritarian regimes that followed Pussiana’s lead in enacting laws that limit or outright abolish the rights and freedoms of female citizens, and on the other, the rest. The “rest” wasn’t as monolithic as the slaver block, of course. Most were democracies with varying degrees of freedom. Some had a more ambiguous attitude towards female slavery, some allowed it without officially embracing androcratic principles.


    Luckily, Nora’s homeland, The Sub-Saharan Confederacy was one of the most adamant opponents of female-slavery. She was born and raised in an egalitarian society, even one with a matriarchal slant. She was respected and celebrated as an artist and had never felt ‘less than’ in all her life.


    That was until she had decided to look behind the wall a couple of months ago after having had a long, fascinating, eye-opening conversation with a Pussianan runaway.


    Androcratic countries were a big mystery box for the people who had never been there. Most of the data available was based on biased propaganda, for and against the Fist and Arrow ideology. It was all crazy speculation and blatant disinformation. Nora hated second-hand knowledge and believed that it was almost always bull crap. She wanted to see it herself and show it to the rest of the world without a political filter. It was her most ambitious project yet.


    But now, standing in the middle of the airport terminal surrounded by shops selling all sorts of beautiful girls, leashed naked women dragged around by men, she was at the threshold of having a panic attack. This wasn’t just another country with different customs. This was an entirely different planet.


    What affected her most was the casual way this cruelty was being carried out. A few meters away, a man was raping a bound girl on the bench. She was quietly moaning and sobbing uncontrollably, but nobody seemed to care. Once again, she stared long enough to attract the sad eyes of the girl getting the rough treatment. She immediately averted her gaze in shame. On the other side two men were chatting about the weather as two beautiful young women were sucking their cocks with surprising enthusiasm. Wherever she looked, Nora kept noticing various sex acts, ranging from casual blowjobs to brutal ass-rapes.
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    “What’s the etiquette, I wonder?”


    “Etiquette?” asked Marcel, and paused to take a quick glance around. “I guess you don’t bother other people while doing that. I hear no loud moans or screams and…”


    “No, dummy! I mean should we ignore them? I catch myself staring at them and it’s… embarrassing.”


    “Oh? I guess, just act… normal?”


    “Normal?”


    Marcel wrapped her with his big arm again. “Come on, let’s go. We expected a culture shock. You’ll get used to it in a few days, and it will be all over when we’re back on the plane in a month.” They passed through what could be called a ‘spontaneous orgy’ on their way, and managed to reach the exit where a number of people were waiting with placards in their hands. “There!” exclaimed the big man and pointed towards a blonde woman among the group. She was holding a card with the names ‘Nguvu’ and ‘Jasiri’ on it.


    The young woman noticed them tenth of a second later and beamed with huge smile. She looked the same age as Nora. She was pale as one can ever be. Her skin was smooth and unblemished, gleaming with a very pleasant pink color. Her golden blonde curls were draped on her left shoulder, giving her a cute, even younger look. She didn’t have a single hair out of place. She was tall, athletic, with an hourglass figure and a long slender neck. She looked perfect, like a picture from a Fist and Arrow propaganda poster.


    “That thing cannot be real,” whispered Nora from the corner of her forced smile before they entered the woman’s earshot. “She looks… too perfect… Is this one of those genetically engineered…”


    “She looks real enough to me,” replied her big companion with a more convincing fake smile. “Come on now, you don’t believe this genetic engineering crap, right? They don’t have the technology to do that. The Ministry of Propaganda probably picked a perfect specimen to guide us around. Their job is to impress and deceive us. Of course, you‘ll manage to cut through their bullshit like always.” Nora nodded slightly. Marcel was always the voice of reason and she loved him for that.
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    “Mr Nguvu, Ms. Jasiri,” chirped the blonde with a very pleasant voice when they finally reached her. “Welcome to Maidenfair. I’m Melody. I will be assisting you throughout your journey around our beautiful country. I sincerely hope you enjoy your stay in Pussiana.”


    “Hello Melody,” replied Marcel, when Nora failed to produce her own greeting. She was still obliviously examining the blonde’s impossibly beautiful, angelic face. Her skin was perfect. Her lips were perfect, her eyes, her cheekbones, her…


    She was woken up from her trance by Marcel’s elbow on her shoulder. “Yes, Hello Melody!” she said hurriedly. “Thanks for meeting us.”


    Melody’s smile widened. Nora looked carefully but couldn’t see a sign of disingenuousness in the girl’s upbeat attitude. She kept beaming with a warm smile.


    “So, what do you suggest we do first?” asked Marcel. “Any official business to take care of? Do we have to stop by the Ministry before we head to the hotel, perhaps?”


    “If you like,” replied the girl. The paperwork for your visit is done, but I‘m told you want to talk to a high level official at the Ministry.”


    “Ah, we can do that later. I think it’s better if we go to the hotel and unpack first. Anything else?”


    “Sure, Mr Nguvu, as you wish,” said the young woman and looked at Nora. “What’s your preference for your woman? Will she be walking, or… We can pick up a leash set from that shop over there.”


    “Excuse me?” scowled Nora with a sudden fury exploding in her veins. She could have pounced on the blonde if Marcel’s tightening grip around her shoulder hadn’t stopped her.


    “Ms Nora, Jasiri is a freewoman and her freedom was officially guaranteed by the Pussianan government prior to our visit,” said Marcel dryly. “I think you weren’t informed about that very important detail, Melody.”


    “I’m terribly sorry,” said the woman and bowed to Nora. “It’s just a force of habit. I have to admit, I had little time to read your file. You see, I’m assigned to you at the last moment. Apparently, the sexretary who was originally tasked to assist you during your journey was enslaved yesterday, and my boss thought you’d be more comfortable with a freewoman instead.”


    “That’s okay,” said Nora, quickly reigning her urge to scold when she saw the woman’s genuine expression of distress. The blonde was visibly terrified, all of a sudden. “I understand. Bureaucracy, eh?” said Nora in an effort to calm the other down, while she tried to ignore all the alarming terms she had crammed into her last two sentences.


    The blonde forced a smile and nodded. She hesitated for a moment and looked at the female restrains supply shop she pointed to earlier. “In that case, you can buy a chastity belt too. Or perhaps a rape alarm? There is a new neck protector that emits a disturbing sound if a slut is in danger of unauthorized utilization.”


    Once again, Marcel tightened his grip around Nora to preempt a harsh reaction, and waved his hand dismissively. “There is no need, Melody. We have all that stuff already.”


    Nora turned to the man in mild surprise. “Do we?” Marcel nodded. “Of course,” Nora thought. He was ready for every situation.


    She smiled bitterly and turned to the now nervous guide.


    “Okay, I think we better start, eh?
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    “Courtesy of the Ministry,” chirped Melody as she gestured towards the black SUV waiting for them at the terminal entrance. “Very nice,” replied Marcel and looked at his companion, “don’t you think, Nora?” She was still scanning her surroundings like an astronaut on a strange new planet. “Yes, thanks, great,” she mumbled as she watched a man pick his slavegirl up and stuff her in the trunk of a taxi cab.


    She witnessed several more women being loaded in cars and vans as Marcel gently dragged her to the car. Like the shops in the airport, none of the car brands and models looked familiar. The big SUV the ministry arranged for them, on the other hand, looked like an oversized version of what they leased back home. The cabin was much larger, with extra leg room in front of the back seat. Marcel moved to the middle and made space for their guide to join them on the seat.


    The young blonde stood right outside the door for a few seconds and looked at Marcel as if she was waiting for him to say something. When he scooched over she took it as an invitation and coyly sat down next to him. “What comfort!” Nora quipped and stretched her legs. You guys like your legroom, huh?”


    “Yes ma’am,” replied Melody cheerfully, “these new models have extra room for cocksuckers.”


    Nora’s face turned bright red. That made Marcel snicker a little.


    The short drive to the hotel was not as shocking as the terminal. Maidenfair looked like any other modern city Nora had visited: busy, hectic, crowded. The only major difference was the leashed naked women crawling around. She could catch glimpses of pretty heads bobbing on crotches in cars, roadside cafes, and bus stops. It was a surreal experience, but Nora was gradually getting used to this nightmarish new place with every scene of abuse she witnessed. After a while, she started to notice the freewomen too. There were a lot of them, walking around, not accompanied by men.


    “Melody, do you know what the ratio of freewomen and slaves in your country is?” she asked without averting her eyes from the two stunning women chatting at a street corner. They were exceptionally beautiful. Actually, all the women around her were simply drop dead gorgeous.


    “I’m afraid I don’t know the latest numbers,” replied the guide. “I’m just a sexretary. I’m sure they will answer all your questions at the Ministry.”


    “You used that word before, at the airport,” said Nora. “Sexretary? Does it mean what I think it means?”


    “What do you think it means?” asked the woman with a puzzled look?


    “You know, it has the word ‘sex’ in it, so…”


    “Yes, of course,” giggled Melody. “Well, everything has sex in it, isn’t it? Yes, I’m an office girl, and one of my duties is to provide sexual relief for my superiors whenever they need it.”


    “Superiors?”


    “Men, of course.”


    Nora nodded. It took a lot of effort to keep her facial expression neutral. She wasn’t there to judge. She was an experienced professional.


    “I’m sorry,” continued the woman, prompted by a brief sign of contempt on Nora’s face. “I know you are from a pre-slavery country, but I’m sure you’re familiar with the natural hierarchy of genders, aren’t you?”


    “Pre-slavery?” hissed Nora, “natural hierarchy of genders?” She found herself on the edge of her seat, ready to jump on the poor guide again. She took a deep breath and calmed herself down. “I guess we have different ways of looking at the subject,” she said as coolly as possible.


    An awkward silence prevailed for the rest of the trip. They arrived at a luxury hotel, Maidenfair Callipygean, courtesy of the Ministry. A porter with two leashed young women in tow appeared from the gate and swiftly loaded their suitcases on the slaves’ backs. Nora looked on, mouth agape, as the slaves crawled away with their luggage.


    “This hotel is the best,” said Melody with a proud voice. They have a variety of options and themes. I believe you have chosen a classic room without special amenities.”


    “Yes,” replied Marcel.


    “We did?” asked Nora, once again. Of course, the logistics was Marcel’s area. “What special amenities are we talking about?”


    “Oh, you know,” started the big man, “they offered us… well, just me, actually… a bed of women, a bathroom with ‘female plumbing,’ and a fully stocked slave cabinet.” Nora’s widening eyes amused him once again. “They also offered me a large dog cage to keep you in, but I told them that you generally prefer a bed. Was I wrong to do that?” He grinned mischievously.


    “No, I think I’ll take the bed this time,” replied Nora with a bitter smile. She was still wondering what a ‘bathroom with female plumbing’ might look like.


    Melody handled the check-in and a porter led them to their room on the fourth floor. It was a large suite with two adjoining bedrooms and a lounge area. It was like an ordinary suite except for the hooks dangling from the ceiling and the alarming number of metal rings attached to walls, furniture and the floor.


    “The restraint cabinet is here, in case you need to…“ Melody stopped mid-sentence and threw a timid look at Nora. She knew she had offended the guest at least twice so far, so she wanted to play safe this time. “In case you bring in a female to use. Room service girls are trained to serve men and female alike, you know.”


    “Thank you Melody,” replied Marcel.


    “You’re most welcome Mr Nguvu. I’ll be staying in the next room. Please call me if you need anything.” Melody smiled and left, leaving the two tourists alone.


    “Pleeeease caaaall me if you need aaaaanything!” repeated Nora with a mocking voice, as soon as the girl’s footsteps disappeared in the distance. “I bet she is dying to fall on her knees and suck your cock, that little slut. Did you notice that she was always addressing you and never me? She can’t take her eyes off of you.”


    “Well, I’m the male,” chuckled Marcel. He picked two bottles of water from the minibar and poured them in tall glasses. “I’m the superior, remember? She is conditioned to try and ingratiate herself with the authority figure. That’s just basic survival tactic for these poor girls. I’m the ‘man,’ and you are nothing but ‘my woman’ in her eyes.”


    “Like a piece of luggage, right?” Nora remembered the women being loaded in the trunks of cars at the airport.


    “Or a fucktoy,” grinned Marcel and handed her a glass of water. “So… you wanna? Now that we know where the ‘restraint cabinet’ is.”


    She chuckled and waved dismissively as she sipped, and then gulped down the entire glass of water. She was parched. “Even the water tastes different,” she noted. “Sweeter, perhaps, but weird.” She noticed Marcel taking off his jacket and shirt at the corner of her eye. “No-no-no! Not so fast, buddy. The shower is mine.”


    She ran into the bathroom, closed the door, and took her clothes off. The room was large, modern with a slick, dark monochrome design. At the center stood glass walls, surrounding the spacious square shaped shower area. One of the walls was entirely covered by a mirror, making the bathroom look twice as huge.


    Before going in the shower, Nora caught a glimpse of herself in the huge mirror. She stood and looked at her naked body as if she was seeing it for the first time. Her mind immediately went to the wide range of Pussianan women she had seen since she came out of the plane, all gorgeous specimens in varying degrees of undress. She couldn’t help but compare their impossibly beautiful forms to her own.


    Nora was a very attractive woman and she knew it. She often used her looks to her advantage and she wasn’t ashamed of it. It was just another tool in her arsenal. She wasn’t a stupid bimbo anyway. She was intelligent, well-educated, kind, and funny too. She was the whole package, and she always had been the center of attention because of that.


    But now, for the first time in her life, she felt a tingle of… envy? She felt so ordinary, so dull and mediocre compared to the women around her. She knew it was an extremely shallow feeling, but knowing it didn’t help at all.


    She felt warm and flush all of a sudden. She picked another glass of water and gulped it down in an effort to cool off. Was she getting a fever? She hoped she hadn’t picked up a stupid disease in this filthy brothel of a country.


    What better way to cool down than taking a cold shower? She walked in the glass cabin and looked for the controls. Two metal pillars with a number of buttons stood on either side of the large square-shaped basin. She randomly started to press the buttons. None seemed to work, until she decided to reach inside the cylinder at the top and pull the lever inside…


    ***


    Marcel was sitting on the bed next to his carefully folded clothes, absentmindedly skipping through channels on the big screen TV when he heard Nora calling his name.


    “Marse! Can you come in here, please?”


    He got up and walked to the bathroom. He stood at the door and knocked once to signal his arrival. “What’s it, Nora? Do you need help with the shower?”


    “Sort of,” replied the young woman, “Could you please come in and help me?”


    Marcel opened the door and froze after taking one step inside. Nora was kneeling in the shower in a very uncomfortable position with her arms bent behind her back. Her wrists seemed to be locked in cylindrical metal pillars on either side of the cabin.


    “I think I accidentally activated one of those… ‘restraint’ things,” said the woman with a flustered face. She pulled her wrists to demonstrate how desperate she was. “I’m stuck.”


    “Oh my god!” exclaimed the man with a chuckle as he swiftly walked up to her and started to examine the mechanism.


    Marcel has seen her naked a million times before, of course, but Nora felt embarrassed anyway. It wasn’t the exposure, although she felt stupid for finding herself in such a vulnerable, defenseless position. But now, with his almost completely naked body hulking over her, she was feeling more than just shame. The strange warmth from earlier was back. She felt the heat of his body… his manly musk filled her lungs… She could feel her uterus spasm with desire. At that moment, she wanted him more than ever.
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    “Ah! I think this button releases you,” said Marcel and reached for the mini control panel at the side of the metal pillar. “Hold on a second, I’ll just…”


    “No! Don’t!… Wait a minute.”


    Marcel hesitated and took a step back. “What’s wrong? Are you hurt?”


    “No,” replied Nora. “Just… I somehow screwed up and ended like this… so…” She looked up to the puzzled man. Her face felt so warm. So did her tits and vagina. “So, while I’m here…”She swallowed. “Would you please let me… suck your cock?”


    Marcel paused only for a moment. He didn’t need much convincing. Despite the mental strain it had caused, he had been rather turned on by the scenery on their way to the hotel. He wasn’t sure he was supposed to be, but there he was, a man with raging hormones.


    He quickly removed his underwear, the only item of clothing he had on. Free at last, his erect penis launched forward as if it tried to grab Nora’s desire-stricken pretty face. Nora opened her mouth wide in an effort to do the same, but the metal shackles kept her firmly in place.


    Marcel held his huge rod with his right hand and stroke the kneeling beauty’s hair with the other. Normally, putting Nora in the mood for a blowjob required a lot of effort. She rarely returned Marcel’s kindness before at least half an hour of foreplay, and she never did it in a kneeling position. Together they had a gentle, slow, rather monotonous routine that was almost exclusively performed on a comfortable bed. This was the first time Marcel had ever seen Nora naked on her knees, let alone tied like a slave girl.


    He wondered if he should say something before doing anything, but decided not to. He was unusually horny and he had never felt this hard before. He stopped stroking Nora’s hair and grabbed it. Then, without pause, he placed his cock on her eager tongue. She moved her head forward as much as she could to let the half of the rod enter her eager mouth and quickly wrapped her full lips around the shaft. With a desire-filled moan, she looked up and pleaded with her eyes for him to shove it deeper.


    He did, with pleasure. His hips started to move back and forth, slowly at first, but quickly picking up pace. It was another first for the ‘casual fuckbuddies.’ Marcel was actively fucking his beautiful colleague’s mouth like it was another pussy for the very first time.


    He let his penis go and grabbed her head with both hands, firmly. This gave him the chance to dive deeper and deeper in her keen throat. Her moans of desire and pleasure were driving him mad. He was soon overcome with another, more powerful wave of lust. He started to skullfuck her like crazy. Surprisingly, she was able to cope with the increased speed and roughness.


    Nora’s mind was almost wiped clean. She felt pure bliss. She had never thought oral sex would give her this much satisfaction, but there she was, kneeling tied and naked, her head firmly held in position, a huge cock violently fucking her mouth as if she was a cheap plastic fucktoy. More than the act itself, the idea of it was driving her insane.


    She wanted to taste him now, more than anything. Normally, she was a spitter. The thought of swallowing a man’s sperm wasn’t something she felt comfortable doing. But now, she wanted to drink it all. Was she possessed by the evil spirit of Pussiana? She needed it. She was ready to beg for it, if she had to.


    Thankfully, Marcel didn’t make her beg. He was out of control just like the zealous cocksucker kneeling in front of him. Without warning, he started to unload everything he had in her mouth. Nora sucked and swallowed every drop she received immediately, like a whore in heat.


    When the deed was done and his spent cock dropped out of her cum-crazed lips, the two remained in a semi-conscious state for a while. It took them a few seconds to come back to their senses and catch their breath.


    “Wow!” exclaimed Marcel, “that was a workout, huh?”


    Nora averted her eyes and nodded, now feeling a little bit ashamed again. For a short time, she had turned into a horny whore. Was it the shackles?


    “I’ll release you now, okay?”


    Nora nodded again. Marcel reached and pressed a button.


    Nothing happened for half a second, then the metal pillars started to slowly rise out of their sockets in the ground. Caught by surprise, Nora was forced to stand as the shackles pulled her upwards. The cylinders stopped again once they reached a certain height, and the parts that held her wrists started to rotate, bending the naked young woman forward. She was now held in even a more embarrassing position with her ass in the air, her pussy and butthole fully exposed.
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    “Damn! Obviously the wrong thing to do. Let me try the last one. That one is bound to be the release button.”


    “No!” exclaimed Nora once more, “don’t…”
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    Nora laid on her bed with her eyes opened, her gaze fixed at the small tear in the wallpaper. During their travels, she and Marcel occasionally had sex, casually. They weren’t in a relationship or anything. The simple act always calmed them down, provided escape from the stressful, nerve-breaking, often dangerous situations they often found themselves in. As such, it was a regular, boring, straightforward routine. It relaxed their minds and helped them sleep.


    This one, however, had been a completely different experience. Nora wasn’t relaxed, calm, or sleepy at all. To the contrary, her mind was racing, unable to make sense of the overwhelming images she had been exposed to since their arrival, and the brand new sensations she had felt in the bathroom about an hour ago.


    This had in no way been regular sex. It had been wild, animalistic, uncivilized, violent even. She had been overcome by urges she had never felt before. Urges she was ashamed of. Even from the start, her mind had been preoccupied by a selfless desire. She hadn’t simply wanted to feel pleasure. Instead, she had felt an obligation to please Marcel, to satisfy him…


    To serve him.


    It had been his fulfilled expression that had given her satisfaction at the end, not the pleasure she had derived from the wild dicking she had received. And now, she was unable to understand why that had happened. Was it the accidental bondage? Was it the sensory overload of explicit imagery from the streets of Maidenfair?


    She was also unable to understand why the urges weren’t gone or weakened at all despite the two mind-numbing orgasms she had had. The experience had been ten times more powerful than she had ever felt in her life, yet she was lying there, still fantasizing about his cock.


    She gave up trying to fall asleep and sat up on the bed. She wondered what Marcel was doing in his room. What if she went there and joined him on his bed? What if she gave him another long, slow blowjob. Would he return the favor by fucking her again, perhaps?
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    While she was trying to make up her mind, a knock on the door startled her. She jumped out of the bed and put on her pants swiftly. It was a reflex she had developed in danger zones. She generally slept in clothes, always ready to go.


    Marcel came out of his room and passed her door. Apparently he wasn’t getting any sleep either. This gave Nora some relief. She leaned out of her door and watched him walk away. It looked like he still had an erection. Nora was surprised. She involuntarily licked her lips.


    It was Melody. “Hello Mr Nguvu,” she started with her cheerful voice, “I hope you had a good rest. I’m told that you wanted to take a walk around the city before we head to the Ministry?”


    “Yes,” replied Marcel and gestured her to come in, “we always start by going for a long walk to get a feel of the places we visit, right Nora?”


    Nora nodded as their annoyingly cheerful guide walked in and beamed to her. Once again, her big smile looked congenial and warm. Nora searched for signs of duress or artifice in Melody’s face, but couldn’t spot any. Still, she couldn’t bring herself to believe that the girl was as happy and cheerful as she looked.


    “Let me grab my camera first,” said Marcel and started to rummage through one of their suitcases. As he searched, Nora followed Melody’s eyes carefully. She was determined to find out why this girl annoyed her so much.


    Sure enough, Melody’s gaze soon went down to Marcel’s huge erection. To be fair, it was impossible to hide anyway. Nora almost grinned, with the anticipation of seeing surprise or discomfort in the guide’s eyes.


    There was none. Melody waited for Marcel to hang his camera around his neck and put away the suitcase. “I can’t help but notice that you have an erection, Mr Nguvu,” she started in her usual pleasant tone. “Would you like me to relieve you before we head out?”


    “Excuse me?” asked Marcel. He looked down and saw the bulge in his pants. He was visibly embarrassed. Was he unaware? “Holy shit!” he mumbled, “will you look at that?”


    “I’m sorry, sir” said the girl with a surprised expression. “Was I wrong to point it out? It is perfectly normal. You are a virile man. You need to be relieved hourly. I’d be happy to provide comfort, if you like. It’s part of my job.”


    “Relieved hourly?” asked Nora, shocked to hear the casual tone in the guide’s voice.


    “Of course,” replied the other. “Mr Nguvu is a virile man and…”


    “Yes, you said that already,” interrupted Nora. “And what’s this about providing comfort as your job?”


    “Oh, I thought you knew,” said the girl, correcting her posture like a soldier, “I told you that I’m a sexretary, right?” Nora nodded and crossed her arms aggressively. “I’m here to serve you. While we’re traveling, we won’t always have slaves around. I’ll be happy to comfort Mr Nguvu whenever he has erections.” She paused and smiled again. “And you too, Ms. Jasiri… If you so desire.”


    “Thank you,” Marcel raised his hands and took half a step back. “I don’t think that will be necessary, Melody.” He still looked a bit embarrassed, but felt relaxed enough to make a joke about his unexpected hard-on. “When this happens again, I think I can take care of it myself, eh?” He laughed awkwardly.


    “Take care of it yourself? I don’t understand, sir,” asked the girl.


    “You know,” said Marcel, “engage in some self-abuse. Beat it. Wank. Jerk off.” He chuckled again in a desperate attempt to look calm, but Nora knew him well enough to see the embarrassed man behind this smoke screen of awkward jokes.


    “Self abuse? Why would you do that when you can abuse a female, sir?” asked Melody and turned to Nora. Nora expected her to say something crazy and blared her eyes angrily. Noticing her reaction, Melody immediately averted her eyes and looked at Marcel again. “Please let me serve you,” she asked almost beggingly, “If you don’t find me fuckable, I can ask my superiors to replace me with a more desirable female, sir.”


    “No, no, it’s not that,” stammered the man. Despite his huge size and bulging muscles, he looked like an inexperienced teenager at that moment. Apparently reading tens of articles and books on Pussianan social traditions wasn’t enough to prepare him for such a weird situation. “I understand this is the custom around here, but I… we don’t need to be, um, ‘relieved’ hourly, Melody,” he continued, and looked down. “Well, you caught me in such an unusual ‘situation,’ but I can assure you, I don’t find myself this excited that often.”


    “Melody’s smile widened. “Oh, I see. You’re mocking me, sir,” she chuckled. “Of course you do. You are a virile, strong man with a big mighty cock.” She looked at the huge bulge in his pants again. “You can’t walk around like this. If you like, I can call room service. They have wonderful cocksuckers here.”


    “No, no you do it!”


    Marcel turned to Nora in shock. “What are you saying, Nora?”


    “You heard the girl,” replied Nora with a strange expression on her face. Marcel knew that look well. Nora was curious. “She badly wants to do it. You should let her do it. She’s right. You can’t walk around like that.” She approached and put her arm around Marcel’s waist. Why did she do that? Was she trying to show that this hulk of a man belonged to her? It certainly looked like she was marking her territory.


    “Go ahead, Melody,” she said. She wanted to be the one to give her the command. It was time she grabbed the reigns. The way the beautiful Pussianan always addressed Marcel and ignored her had been driving her insane since the airport. This little slut must be taught a lesson about the chain of command in their relationship. After all, Nora was Marcel’s boss, technically… not the other way around.


    Despite her clear command, Melody hesitated for a moment and looked at Marcel for confirmation. This brief pause infuriated Nora, but she chose not to lash out this time. “Suck him!” she repeated instead, with a sterner voice.


    “Yes ma’am,” responded the girl this time and slowly went down on her knees. She unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants with fluid, well-rehearsed flicks of her slender fingers. Then she pulled his underwear down and reached in to grab his huge cock. She held his shaft like a flag pole and looked up pleadingly. “Do you have a technique preference, Mr Nguvu?”


    Marcel was about to respond with a confused question, but Nora didn’t let him. She had no intention to let the reins go until this little battle of wills was over. This little girl should learn her lesson well. “What’s the one you perform best, Melody?” she asked with an authoritative tone. Her confidence was returning.


    “I’m quite good in many,” the kneeling girl said with a timid voice, “ but my superiors compliment me most when I perform the ‘propeller.’”


    “The propeller?”


    “It’s like the eastern cock cradle, but with more tongue action,” she explained. She was surprised that these foreigners were ignorant about the basic cocksucking techniques.


    “Good. Do that one!” commanded Nora. “Yes ma’am,” smiled Melody and looked into the beautiful documentarian’s eyes. “Would you like to restrain me?” This time the guide was unmistakably seeking permission from Nora. She smiled triumphantly.


    “No,” she replied. “Now, stop it with these questions and start sucking my boy, eh?”


    “Yes ma’am.”


    Melody let the cock go and joined her wrists behind her back. She adjusted her position by raising her ass and arching her spine in a very sexy curve, then stuck out her tongue to lick Marcel’s balls. She licked the organ up and down with big, continuous motions, slathering it in her saliva entirely. As she licked, her beautiful pleading eyes kept constant contact with Marcel’s, constantly begging for his approval.


    The sight of Marcel’s exceptionally big cock glistening from the girl’s saliva was enough to turn Nora on already, but what drove her insane was the little cocksucker’s supplicant eyes. The girl was beautiful as hell already. The way she looked on her knees, enthusiastically licking a penis was too much to bear.


    Marcel definitely agreed, judging by the way his body reacted to the girl’s touch. When she finally took the tip of his cock in her mouth and proceeded to suck on the long shaft with exceptional skill, Nora started to feel every fiber of his muscles scream in excitement and pleasure. She grabbed his waist even tighter, as if she wanted to keep him from falling.


    No, in actuality, she was still trying to assert her dominance over this strange situation. She wanted to be in charge. This little slut sucking her boyfriend’s penis had too much control over him.


    Did she call Marcel her boyfriend? He certainly wasn’t anything other than an occasional fuckbuddy. No, not until this moment. Still, she felt a sense of belonging to him, and she was certain that it wasn’t just because this girl was pleasuring her companion like she never did. She had noticed this strange connection even before Melody showed up. She had felt it earlier, in the bathroom, as he fucked her mouth and pussy like a wild animal.


    No, she wasn’t gonna let him fall in the slutty guide’s spell that easily. He belonged to her, and she belonged to him. She took a step back and took her pants off. As a surprised Marcel looked on, she lifted her leg and swung it over the kneeling cocksucker. Then she embraced the man and pressed her body against him, chest to chest, her well-lubricated pussy lips parted on his shaft. She was now riding his huge cock like a tree branch. To her surprise, her movement didn’t bother the girl sucking Marcel at all. She barely paused when Nora made her move. She continued to serve him with fervor.
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    Nora could now feel Melody’s warm breath on her exposed genitals. the Pussianan’s nose and forehead kept hitting her butt, titillating her to no end. Her vagina was already acting on its own, trying to grab onto his engorged dick. The steely rod was striking her slit with Melody’s every move. It was too much to bear.


    Soon, Marcel’s body started to arch and buckle. His climax was fast approaching. Nora could no longer see what Melody was doing down there, but she was intent on taking full credit for it. She closed her legs and squeezed his cock, leaving Melody only the tip to work on. Still, she continued to work wonders with whatever length she was left with.


    The explosion was sudden and powerful. His entire body shook violently. Nora could feel the seminal fluid pumping through the cock squeezed between her legs. As it happened, Melody’s cute little nose pressed further into her butt, in an apparent effort to catch all the jizz in her mouth. All that came together and drove Nora into a frenzy of her own. She climaxed immediately a second later.
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    The aftermath of this spontaneous little threesome was rather awkward. But only for the tourists. Melody simply swallowed the cum that filled her mouth, stood up and respectfully backed away a few steps. She waited for the two journalists to catch their breath with a barely noticeable, seemingly indifferent smile on her face.


    They quietly adjusted their clothing, picked up their equipment, and headed down to the lobby. Nora wondered if whatever just happened would change the guide girl’s attitude towards them. She couldn’t see any signs of that. The uncomfortable silence continued on the way to the Ministry.


    This is the “Revolution Trail,” chirped Melody after a long lull. “This is the biggest, most beautiful street in the world.”


    Nora and Marcel looked at each other, trying hard not to roll their eyes. The street was indeed big and wide, that was certain. But beautiful? The huge buildings they passed by were ornate and colorful, but somehow still cold, oppressive and soulless. They were made to impress, scare, and belittle. It was typical fascist architecture. The boulevard was split into two with a well-kept grass band dotted with red, white, and black flowers. Hulking statues of a mean looking men popped up every 50 meters. Instead of plinths, they stood on the backs of kneeling women.


    “Martyrs of the Glorious Revolution,” Melody explained with a solemn expression. It was immediately obvious that she wanted to convey respect. “These are the heralds of the Androcracy, brothers-in-arms of Master Marteau.” The moment she uttered the name of the leader of the Fist and Arrow that spearheaded the revolution almost two decades ago, the car made a dramatic turn and entered a vast square that is surrounded by gigantic buildings. At the center, Nora could see a stylized and grossly inaccurate representation of the vile tyrant, standing triumphantly over a coupe of subdued women. In one hand he carried the flag of the FNA, in the other, the CFSL. It was the infamous “Compulsory Female Enslavement Law” that turned the country, and consequently a huge part of the world into a living hell for women.


    Once again, Nora’s attention turned to Melody. The girl kept her eyes respectfully on the muscled bald figure that looked nothing like the old ugly asshole it was supposed to depict, but Nora finally saw what she had been looking for since the airport. The girl swallowed nervously.


    “This is Master Marteau, our father,” smiled Melody. She was starting to sound more and more like a trained parrot now. “See how he ascends on the backs of the inferior gender? This symbolizes the first steps of the regime, and how Androcracy saved our country from impending doom. With his guidance and his laws, he singlehandedly lifted Pussiana out of the darkness of the Calamity. Many countries followed his shining example. But sadly, some still live in chaos, lawlessness, poverty, and misery”


    “I thought he passed away before the revolution,” said Marcel, after exchanging a glance with his companion. He could sense Nora’s unbearable urge to mock the guide girl.


    “Yes, but his guidance lives on. His spirit always with us,” replied Melody, with sadness in her voice. The sorrow sounded genuine, but Nora couldn’t tell if she was sad because the fucking asshole died, or his legacy lived on.


    “The CFSL, his greatest achievement,” she pointed to the law book the statue held in his hand, “was based on his writings and ideas. You know, before the revolution, he and his comrades established Arrowite communes. Those were the original experiments that made possible our perfect society and just order.”


    “What makes this society perfect?” asked Nora, trying her best to hide her growing contempt. The nervous breath Marcel took right after signalled to her that the attempt was a failure.
 Melody either didn’t pick up her derogatory tone, or simply chose to ignore it. “It is perfect because every member of the society knows his or her place,” she replied with a smile, “Men and women.”


    “Women? You didn’t differentiate between freewomen and slaves?”


    “I didn’t? There was no need in this context. Bareneck or banded, we all know our place. We all aspire to be useful to the society and-”


    “You mean useful to men?”


    “Well, yes, what else?” said Melody and fell silent.


    Nora felt a little guilty when she saw an inkling of anxiety in Melody’s eyes. She was used to talk to crime lords, petty tyrants, strong and dangerous people. Her style of interrogation had been honed to deal with assholes with thick skins and fully armed bodyguards. Talking to scared young girls wasn’t her specialty.


    Furthermore, she had been treating her in a hostile manner since the moment they met. She knew that the girl was just another brainwashed drone or an unwilling hostage trapped in this giant prison of a country, but she still felt a resentment towards her in her gut. How could a woman parrot such drivel without stuttering? It was shameful.


    “Let’s get back to the freewomen and slaves thing,” she said, as if she wanted to wind back time. “I find it interesting that you overlook the difference at first. To outsiders like us, it is a very important distinction. It is the most important one, actually.”


    “Yes ma’am,” the other replied, smiling. “I understand. Many woman here would agree with you. Did you know that 71% of women in Pussiana think that they would never be enslaved in their lifetime? But I know the actual statistics. 82% of them will be banded one way or another. And that number rises every year.” She paused and looked around nervously as if there was someone else in the car with them. “Enslavement is inevitable for attractive women. So, I see it as a natural progression. We all start as barenecks and end up as slaves. It is the ‘when’ and ‘how’ that is important.” She stopped and replenished the smile that gradually faded during her answer. “That’s why I didn’t make the distinction.”


    This was perhaps the first time their ever-effervescent guide girl went off-script. Nora leaned back with satisfaction. The momentary lapse in her perfect performance immediately humanized the blonde in Nora’s eyes. Perhaps she was not a brainwashed empty-headed bimbo, but a simple girl trying to survive in this nightmare.


    “Ah!” exclaimed the girl, just when Nora was about to hit her with a follow-up question. “We are lucky. I believe we’re about to witness a surrender.” She turned around and knocked on the panel that separated the cabin from the driver’s seat. The car slowed down and stopped.


    The two tourists leaned towards the window to see what Melody was excitedly pointing at.
 They saw a small group of people, apparently in a good mood, making their way to the statue. Nora soon noticed among them, a well dressed man, dragging a female by her hair. It was a young girl, possibly 18 or 19 years old, a tall, gorgeous, raven-haired beauty. She wasn’t having much fun unlike the rest of the group, majority of which were men.


    “What’s happening?” asked Marcel. Nora sensed some unusual excitement in his voice.


    “Looks like a surrendering ceremony,” replied Melody, sounding like a teacher’s pet ready to read her homework. “Many citizens come here and enslave the women they capture or purchase in the middle of Marteau Square. It is a tradition.”


    “She is very young,” commented Marcel.


    “Yes,” nodded Melody. “She is probably his high school girlfriend. I bet she turned 18 a few days ago, and has no prospects for a freedom permit. So she has no choice but surrender to her boyfriend for protection.”


    “Are you sure that he’s her boyfriend?” asked Nora with widened eyes. “Look how roughly he treats her.” Indeed, the boy kept pulling the girl brutally, keeping her head down at his waist level. The poor thing struggled to walk bent from the waist. When the group finally made it to the huge statue, he ruthlessly threw her towards the plinth. The girl hit the marble and fell down on her knees.


    “Well, he could be anyone really,” Melody pursed her lips. “If she doesn’t have a permit, any male can enslave her. But I still think they are classmates. They are all the same age, you see?”


    Nora scanned the group. The guide girl had a point. These were high school students.


    “Here come the first steps!” exclaimed Melody, pointing at the rest of the group. Two other girls were dragged out of the group and made to kneel down in front of the young ‘groom.’ One simply went down on all fours, while the other was forced to bow down fully, with her face on the ground. Nora immediately realized that the group was merely mimicking the statue in front of them with real people. The boy was channeling the great dictator, and the two scared girls were the ‘steps’ he was about to rise upon.
 Soon the group decided that the reenactment was accurate enough, and the ‘groom’ climbed on the subdued girls. Two of the boys dragged the reluctant ‘bride’ in front of him and made her kneel.
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    “What are they saying?” asked Nora. This act of public humiliation in broad daylight was utterly disgusting… but also, strangely intriguing too. “My hormones are still crazy from that thing,” she thought to herself, trying to justify the unusual excitement she felt.


    “Impossible to guess, but I think she’ll beg him to take her.” replied Melody. “This isn’t the official thing, mind you. After this, they have to take her inside there to make it official.” She pointed to the biggest building in the square, a mean looking dome dominating the city skyline. It was the BFA Headquarters, the beating heart of the Androcratic system. “He will register her as his slave, band her, and use her mouth to-”


    “Ah, the bapjism!” said Marcel and turned to Nora. “I read about it. The man ejaculates on the woman’s face after the registration, you know, to mark her territory.”


    “Looks like they couldn’t wait for that,” replied Nora and pointed to the spontaneous ceremony under the statue. The groom, apparently satisfied with the crying girl’s pleads, grabbed her by the hair, pinned her on the base of the statue, and shoved his hard dick in her mouth. After cheering him on for a few seconds, the other boys surrounded the ‘step’ girls and started to use them in a similar fashion. The silly theatrical performance devolved into a vicious blowbang in a few seconds.


    They watched the vicious facefuck orgy in silence. Nobody said anything. Nora felt that shameful awakening between her legs once again. Her body was still betraying her mind.
 The boy eventually ejaculated on his captive’s pretty face, just like Melody described earlier. But it didn’t end there. Instead of dragging her to the BFA registration office and banding her, he threw her down the ground and started to rip her clothes off. Then he dropped his pants, slapped her a few times across the face, and penetrated the poor thing like a cheap sex toy. Ah he started to fuck the screaming girl, the rest of the boys lined up behind him, and started to wait for their turn. The two girls kept servicing their cocks with their mouths and hands. It was obvious that this wasn’t the first time they performed this humiliating duty.
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    “Oh my!” exclaimed Melody. “Perhaps this is just a gangrape. My mistake.”


    “Just a gangrape?” This time Nora was able to stop herself from lashing out. She didn’t want to offend or scare the guide girl again, especially after her brief honest moment. She hoped to talk to her about what she really felt about all this later. But for that, they had to be alone, away from male eyes and ears.
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    As they pulled up to the front of the Ministry of Propaganda, Nora kept thinking about the surreal scene they witnessed a few minutes ago. The casual high-schooler gangrape was now obscured by the huge statue, but Nora could still see the poor girls’ teary faces in her minds’s eye.


    The boys certainly didn’t hold back. From the moment it began, there was no ambiguity about what the girls were. They were toys with holes. Even though they showed no resistance, they were roughed up and manhandled brutally. Every boy who took his place between the main girl’s spread legs started with a salvo of ruthless slaps, which was obviously performed ritualistically to make her beg for a ruthless dicking. And ruthless dicking after ruthless dicking she got.


    The other two girls were in continuous use too. Made to kneel on either side of the victim, they served cock after cock and received their rewards in the form of warm ejaculate. They were the ‘cockwarmers’ and the ‘cum dumps’ according to their surprisingly jovial guide. Two more entries in the growing list of horrifying terms Nora had learned since she arrived in this city.
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    The incident was utterly disgusting and unsettling, but what made her feel worse was the fact that she was wet and aroused right after seeing it.


    “Welcome to the Ministry,” said Melody, now firmly back on script and wearing a well-crafted smile. “Your permits are ready, but my boss at the department wants to hand them to you personally.”


    The two nodded and followed the young girl. Nora was excited about the opportunity to see the inside of a Pussianan government building. She would definitely prefer the gigantic dome of the BFA on the other side of the square, of course. She wanted to meet and talk to those infamous slavecops more than anything. Those devoted ‘gender traitors’ were one of the main sources of fascination Nora had about Pussiana.


    Even among the androcratic countries, the ‘Slavery Enforcement and Fugitive Retrieval Corps,’ was a unique institution. No pro-slavery country other than Pussiana was bold enough to put weapons in slavegirls’ hands. They were an anomaly, a contradiction, a puzzle, a mystery. No foreigner had ever managed to take a closer look into these girls in blue, what motivated them, and how they felt about the system that created them.


    Nora desperately wanted to run through that gangrape square and dive into the SEFR, but she had to settle for the Ministry of Propaganda for now.


    They entered a big hall dominated by marble stairs that widened as it climbed. It branched out to either side on every floor. Hundreds of civil servants and citizens roamed the hall and the steps with solemn expressions and soldierly gaits. To Nora’s surprise, the majority of them were women, and none carried slave bands.


    “This isn’t exactly what I expected,” she mumbled as she signed the visitors ledger Melody handed to her.


    “Ah? What is the problem?” the girl asked.


    “Problem? No. I guess I expected to see hundreds of naked leashed slavegirls crawling around in here. It pretty much looks like the government buildings in my country.”


    “Oh,” smiled the other. “Slaves are kept in break rooms and rape lounges. Most of them are stored in the basement, and-”


    “Rape lounges?”


    “Yes. You seem to have a problem with that word, Ms. Jasiri. Whenever I use it, you repeat it back to me in an angry voice.”


    “Well… yeah. You don’t see the problem?”


    “I guess it has a different connotation in your vernacular. Would you like me to use a different word? A synonym, perhaps? Violate, utilize, abuse, use…”


    “Stop. Alright, go with ‘use,’ I guess. It seems to be the least offensive one, relatively speaking.”


    Melody shook her shoulders and smiled. “Certainly. As I was saying, the slaves are kept in break rooms for male employees’ use. They can simply rape a… I mean ‘use’ a sexretary too, if they prefer.”


    “These women all around us… Are they all sexretaries?” asked Marcel.


    “Of course,” replied the girl, her smile getting noticeably bigger when she addressed the huge man. “All sexretaries. A woman may not be in a position of authority.” She stopped and looked at Nora hesitantly for split second. “We are all here to serve men. We exist to…”


    “So, where is this boss of yours, Melody,” interrupted Nora. She was filled with red hot rage once again. It was getting harder and harder to control her emotions. This strange place seemed to be amplifying her emotions somehow, whether they were positive or negative.


    “Yes, right this way please,” replied the girl and continued to climb the stairs. After a short walk, they found themselves in front of the office of Garrison Holm, the ‘Undersecretary of Foreign Relations.’


    Holm was a short balding man in his mid 30s. He looked bland and boring, especially in comparison to the extraordinarily attractive female staff serving around him. He stood up when they entered his office and shook Marcel’ hand in a very friendly manner. He then stopped and looked at Nora, examining the tall beauty from head to toe before extending his hand to shake hers.


    Nora had always been aware of her attractiveness and was used to men undressing her with their eyes, of course. But this was perhaps the first time she saw such a brazenly ravenous look in a man’s face. It was quite hard to describe, but it was immediately apparent that she was nothing but a worthless piece of meat in this little man’s eyes. She knew that he was already imagining fucking her mouth while they were shaking hands.


    “Welcome to Maidenfair. Please have a seat,” said Holm, and waited for the two to settle down on the couch before he returned to his chair. “Would you like something to drink? Or a girl to s-“


    “Thank you,” Marcel interrupted, before the man could continue. He was sure that the next word to leave the undersecretary’s mouth would infuriate his companion further.


    “Actually, we’d very much like to be on our way, if it’s possible,” added Nora. “Melody told us that you wanted to see us first, so…”


    Holm looked at Nora for a second and smiled, then turned back to Marcel. “Yes, I wanted to see you and present the permits myself.” He raised his head to signal to his personal sexretary standing at the door. The woman promptly walked in with a file in her hand and presented it to Marcel with a graceful bow, then she turned back and left without saying a word.


    “I apologize for all this bureaucratic bull-crap,” the man continued. “Of course, you are absolutely free to travel around our country, go anywhere you want, talk to anyone you want. These ‘permits’ are just documents you show to the local authorities so no misunderstandings occur, you understand?”


    Marcel nodded and looked at Nora, who was getting angrier and angrier as the little bureaucrat kept ignoring her. He handed the documents to his companion in an effort to quell her rage.


    “I don’t see the BFA in this schedule,” Nora said after a brief look at the papers. “I was hoping to speak to a Slavecop and perhaps a captured FLF member to-”


    “Regrettably,” Holm interrupted, “we are unable to grant you access to the BFA at this time. You see, we recently had a tragic accident at the headquarters. A gas explosion took out a big part of the SEFR building. Many gallant agents lost their lives, and a huge number of detainees perished as well. So, things are still hectic in there, you see.”


    “Very sorry to hear that,” said Marcel. “Sorry for your loss. Of course we don’t want to be a burden at such a difficult time. Perhaps towards the end of our trip, we can check with you again?”


    Holm smiled and ambiguously waved his hand in order to change the subject. “So, I guess you’ll head north first, eh?”


    “Yes,” replied Nora. Every time the man looked at her male companion, she felt a strong urge to bring the man’s attention to herself. She was the boss there, not Marcel. “I heard that it’s ‘harvest’ time in the rural north. We want to film the festival, perhaps visit a breeding farm there.”


    “Ah yes, the Rape Festival,” smiled the man. “When I was in college at Twattenham, we drove there with my friends every year to visit local auctions. We didn’t have the money to buy fresh cunts, of course, but sometimes farmers left free samples chained in front of the auction house, you know.” He turned and pointed to Melody, who had been silently standing at the corner since they arrived. “Ms Svinina actually comes from that area, if I remember correctly.”


    “Yes sir,” Melody replied. “I’m from a small town north of Randyville.”


    “There you go,” continued the man. “She’s the perfect guide for you.” Then he turned to Marcel and winked. “Perfect dicking material too, isn’t she? You must have tried all her holes by now. She is very enthusiastic and tight. An absolute delight to rape.”


    “Actually, I…” stammered Marcel, “I haven’t. We-“


    “Oh?” said the man and glared at the embarrassed girl trembling at the corner. “You don’t like her? Did she fail to satisfy you? We can replace her with a better one. We have a wide selection of sexretaries for you to pick from, if you like.”


    “No-no-no, she is great,” replied Marcel, in order to defend the guide girl. “We absolutely adore Melody, don’t we Nora?” Nora pursed her lips and nodded. She didn’t like her at all, but she certainly didn’t want the poor thing to be reprimanded or punished for not being the ‘perfect rape material.’ The girl was doing her job well so far, whatever that ‘job’ was.


    Still, Nora was glad that the topic came up. “We didn’t ask for a whore,” she said, looking into the undersecretary’s beady little eyes. “We requested a guide to show us around and help us understand local customs. Melody has been very helpful in that regard, yes.”


    “I see,” replied the man, mirroring Nora’s hostile gaze and tone. “But I have to correct you there. Ms. Svinina isn’t a whore. She is a sexretary.”


    “Oh? I thought she was paid to have sex? Where I’m from, we call that whoring.”


    Marcel moved uncomfortably in his seat, but didn’t say anything.


    “Certainly not,” replied the man with raised eyebrows. “She’s paid for office work, just like I am. And yes, she has sex at the office, just like I do. Would you call me a whore too?”


    “She certainly didn’t mean that,” Marcel jumped in, in order to keep the peace, “Nora, I think we-“


    “What a load of bullshit,” continued the angry journalist, ignoring her partner’s efforts to calm her down. “She is a woman. She’s being taken advantage of. Used! Abused!”


    The man smiled and leaned back in his chair, then turned to the sexretary. Poor Melody was paler than a ghost now. She was stunned by this sudden display of disrespect towards a superior.


    “Is that true, Ms. Svinina? Are you being taken advantage of?”


    “No-no sir,” she replied hastily.


    “Did you know what your function would be, when you applied for this job? Was there any deception about the fact that you’d be sucking a lot of cocks, say?”


    “No sir, no deception. It was explained to me clearly. Actually, part of my job interview was a six-hour gangrape.”


    The undersecretary turned back to Nora and threw his hands in the air victoriously. “You see? That is exactly the procedure in Ministries. Female applicants are interviewed by 5 male employees from different departments. The entire thing is filmed and archived by the resident BFA officers.”


    “Film it? They don’t join in?” asked Nora sarcastically.


    “Well, they wouldn’t. Our resident BFA officers are female slavecops.”
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    Nora took a deep breath and leaned back with a pout on her face. Marcel immediately recognized the facial expression. It was the ‘fake defeat look’ she used when she had successfully forced a piece of information out of an interviewee. Nora wasn’t really out of control, she was just rummaging around the little man’s mind to find something interesting, something she could use to open the next door.


    And apparently she did find that little key this time.


    “Excuse my outburst, Mr undersecretary,” she said after a well-calculated length of silence. “Just experiencing a little culture shock, I guess. Of course, I totally understand, you have different ways of doing things here.”


    Then she smiled as innocently as she could. “Now, would you mind if we talked to these resident slavecops before we leave?”
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    “You scared the shit out of me back there,” whispered Marcel as the two tourists followed Melody through the corridors of the Ministry. “You know, we are merely journalists, not diplomats with immunity. Push too hard and you may find yourself in jail.”


    Nora smirked dismissively. “Relax. You know I have a gift. I always know how much to push and when to back down. That little gnome was nothing compared to the psychos I faced before.”


    “Yeah, but we have never been on this side of the curtain before. This is a hostile government. It’s ‘the’ enemy. You think they won’t throw us in jail?”


    “Ah! If what we know is accurate, only you would go to jail. I’d be sent to a brothel.
 Well, makes no difference. We’d both be sucking a lot of dick, I guess,” said Nora with a bitter smile.


    “Don’t even joke about that,” replied Marcel. Normally he found Nora’s dark sense of humor relaxing in these situations, but he had never felt this nervous before. This country was not just a lawless, corrupt part of the world. It was like a fantasy realm where known laws of physics didn’t apply. Even his body had been acting weird since he had stepped foot in this place. He felt heightened emotions and anxious, and strangely, he seemed to keep getting surprise erections.


    “Does it hurt?”


    “What?”


    Nora smiled again and pointed at his crotch. “That.”


    “Oh, that! Yeah, I don’t know what’s going on,” said Marcel, embarrassed.


    “Are you blushing?” smiled Nora and hit him on the shoulder. “Don’t worry about it. We are constantly surrounded by sex. It is impossible not to be overstimulated in this crazy whorehouse of a country. Believe me, I myself have been fighting an embarrassing lady erection since that insane thing by the statue.” This time she managed to create an inkling of a smile at the corner of Marcel’s lips. Nora knew well that silly phrases like “lady erection” never failed to make the otherwise stoic giant chuckle.


    “And don’t think I didn’t notice how you look at our beautiful guide’s butt all the time.”


    Blood rushed back to the huge man’s face. Indeed, his gaze was fixed on the backside of the blonde walking ahead of them.


    Right at that second, Melody stopped in front of a door and turned around. “Here we are,” she said and pointed at the sign above the door. “The Department of Female Correction.”


    She opened the door and walked in. The two followed. A young sexretary behind a small desk stood up and welcomed them with an all too familiar well-balanced smile. “Welcome to Female Corrections. Master Holm informed us that you wanted to speak to our officers.”


    “Master?” When she heard that word, Nora noticed the thin black choker wrapped around the girl’s neck. It was the infamous BFA-neckband, the unmistakable indicator of the girl’s official subjugation.


    “You are a slave,” she blurted without thinking.


    “Yes Miss,” the other replied after a momentary pause. “This cunt is the property of the Ministry.”


    Nora froze. She had seen many slaves wandering about and in use since their arrival of course, but always at a distance. They were always far away, in their strange little ecosystems, like animals in a zoo. This was the first time she found herself in a conversation with one. The realization hit Nora like a runaway truck: These slaves, they were real women.


    But of course they were.


    “Sorry,” she stammered. She hesitated again. Apologizing to a slave was probably a faux pas in this country, but she didn’t really care. “I didn’t expect to see a slave sexretary. Melody told us before that slaves served in the lounges and such.”


    “Yes, most of them are,” said Melody. “Cumsponge was enslaved a few days ago. When they find a new sexretary for her position, she will be allocated to a rape-lounge.”


    Nora nodded but didn’t say anything. “Cumsponge!” she repeated in her mind, “they named this girl Cumsponge?”


    “Please have a seat, Master Nguvu, Miss Jasiri,” continued Cumsponge. “I’ll inform the Ayass.”


    “That’s A-S, short for agent-slave,” Marcel whispered in his partner’s ear. His warm breath made Nora shiver. She turned and nodded. She knew that much already.


    As the pretty slavegirl picked up the phone, Nora started to examine her face closely. Was she sad? Was she traumatized? She definitely should have been. Her life was over, after all. But, to Nora’s surprise, she showed no signs of distress or sorrow.


    “She says they’re about to start a correction session,” the slave said to Marcel. “Would you like to wait until-“


    “We don’t mind,” interrupted Nora. “It’s better actually. We can film this correction, right?”


    “That’s up to the Master-agent in charge,” replied the girl with a barely visible shrug. “Please, follow this cunt.” She stood up and opened the door for the visitors. “This way. Master-agent Grant and A-S Dollpet are in the first room on the right.


    Nora almost chuckled. Cumsponge? Dollpet? Were these people serious?


    The girl led them to a large, well-lit room and respectfully handed them over to a uniformed man. Master-agent Grant looked nothing like the little undersecretary. He was a taller, sturdy, strong looking man. But he had the same belittling, entitled, lascivious look on his face. Unlike Holm, he didn’t even offer his hand to Nora.


    She immediately hated him.


    Behind him stood a tall, athletic young woman, in her early-to-mid-twenties, in her very revealing blue and white uniform that made her look like a volleyball player. She straightened up in a soldierly manner when her handler introduced her to the visitors.


    “I’m told the undersecretary gave you the green light to watch a correction,” said the agent with a disapproving tone. “I’m not sure what that little Arrowite midget was thinking when he gave that permission. I’ll let you in, but I certainly don’t like this. Not at all.”


    “Sir, we are just-”


    Nora froze when the agent raised his hand to shut her up. “I don’t care what the fat cats in the council think,” he howled with a frown, “to me, you’re nothing but enemy spies. You’re here to denigrate the glorious revolution and androcracy, certainly not to make a balanced documentary.”


    “Yes, our governments are on opposing sides in many issues,” replied Marcel, “but I assure you, Master-Agent, we are here with a complete open-mind. We are willing to listen and learn about your side of things.”


    This time, Nora was relieved that Marcel intervened. The agent was definitely not someone she could talk to, let alone manipulate. It was obvious that she was nothing but a bug in his fiery eyes. Only a man, his equal, could talk to him, not a spoiled little foreign slut. He turned his back to Nora completely, but she didn’t mind at all. She was already examining the beautiful agent-slave standing a couple of meters away.


    “An open-mind, huh?”


    “Yes, sir,” replied Marcel. “To be honest, We know so little about Pussiana, or androcratic systems in general. Everything here is very new and strange to us. It is rather difficult to form an opinion at this early stage. We have to observe, interact, participate, and-”


    “Participate?”


    “Excuse me?”


    “You said observe, interact, participate,” huffed the agent. “Here’s an idea. If you are willing to interact and participate, and you really have an open mind, you’ll agree to take part in this correction, huh?”


    Marcel looked on with a puzzled face.


    “Here’s a deal. I’ll let your woman talk to my A-S… Only if you join me in the correction.”


    Marcel turned to Nora, who was looking back with widened eyes. Neither knew what a “correction” was, but they were certain that it wasn’t just a slap on the wrist. It took only half a second for them to come to a silent agreement.


    “Fine,” replied Marcel. “I agree. What do I have to do?”


    The agent took a step back and smirked. Apparently he didn’t expect this egalitarian foreign weakling to agree to his offer that easily. He looked around, and his gaze found Melody, who was silently waiting at the corner.


    “You! Who are you?”


    “Melody Svinina, sir. Junior sexretary at Department of Foreign Relations.”


    “Svinina, come here.”


    Nora watched the poor guide swallow nervously and took a few steps towards the scary asshole. “Yes sir.”


    “Open that locker and bring that slut over here.”


    Melody turned and opened the locker the man pointed at. Inside stood a middle aged woman in a two piece suit. Melody grabbed her by the arm and gently pulled her out of the tight metal box. Her wrists were cuffed at her back, and her face was pale like a ghost.


    “Name?” the man growled.


    “J-jean Hiltson, sir” the woman stammered.


    “Reason for correction?”


    “W-wastefulness, sir.”


    “Failure to swallow,” explained the man. Marcel nodded with a solemn face.


    The man suddenly grabbed the woman by the hair and pulled her to himself, then violently pulled her skirt up to reveal her bare bottom.


    “At least you remembered not to wear panties,” he said and slapped her left asscheek ruthlessly. She shrieked with pain, and tears gushed out of her eyes.


    Then the man turned to Marcel, pulling the crying woman up on her tiptoes.


    “Now you,” he said and pointed to Melody.


    Marcel froze for a moment, unable to understand what he was supposed to do. Melody stood there, in front of him, like a sacrificial lamb. Her beautiful big eyes were already watering because of the imminent punishment she didn’t deserve.


    “What are you waiting for?” the guy roared again, “I thought you understood the deal. You’ll correct this slut, so your slut can talk to my cunt.”


    Nora bit her lower lip with red hot rage but she managed to restrain herself. The opportunity she was waiting for was within her reach. Unfortunately, the price they have to pay was Marcel’s innocence.


    Marcel looked at Nora again. This time the decision wasn’t as easy.


    “Yes?”


    “Alright,” said the big guy. “I’ll do it.” He reached and awkwardly held Melody by her wavy blonde hair. He pulled the girl to himself, grabbed her skirt and pulled it up to her waist. He hesitated for a few seconds looking at Melody’s beautiful round butt and then awkwardly smacked her. The guide girl squeaked.
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    “Pathetic!” the guy laughed. “All that muscle and that’s the best you can do, big guy? That’s fine. We don’t have to dole out heavy beatings for wastefulness anyway. It’s a small violation. We’ll give them the 3rd degree cock-and-stick treatment and let them go.”


    “What’s that?” Marcel asked. He was trying not to look at poor Melody’s fearful eyes, but he can still feel the poor thing shivering on her tiptoes.


    “Nothing special,” said the agent. “It’s the cock-and-stick punishment, the name says it all. Pick up a cane from the cabinet, bend her over, give her ten lashes on the butt to start with, and then fuck her till you cum. Simple as that.”


    “Okay…” hesitated Marcel. “But shouldn’t I ‘correct’ a woman that made a mistake. I feel uneasy punishing an innocent girl.”


    “Innocent?” The man turned to Melody this time. “Svinina, reason for correction?”


    “Neglect, sir,” she answered with a barely audible voice.


    Marcel opened his mouth to ask, but the man quickly pointed to the big man’s crotch. “One of her duties is to relieve you. Obviously, she failed to do so.”


    The other paused for a moment and then turned to pick up a cane. There was no way out. Melody was going to pay for her ‘neglect,’ so Nora could have her interview with the slavecop.


    The officer dragged his victim to the padded rape-horse on the other side of the room and threw her on it. The woman readily adjusted her position, straightened her legs and raised her bottom for the impending caning. Once she was in place, Marcel reluctantly replicated the agent’s steps, albeit more gently.


    “What’s this? Are you going to marry that little slut?” mocked the officer. “Enough of this loverboy shit. Hit as hard as I do, or you have to keep going.”


    Then he raised his cane and brutally slashed the poor sexretary’s bare ass. She let out a blood-curdling scream and counted.


    “One, thank you, sir!”


    The agent raised his cane again, looked at Marcel, and waited.


    Marcel exhaled nervously, then hit Melody’s bottom hard.


    “One, thank you sir!” she cried.


    “No,” said the agent. “Do it again. This time, hit her for real.”


    Marcel sighed, and hit the poor girl’s ass again, much harder.


    “One! Thank you, sir!” she screamed once more, tears gushing out of her eyes.


    “Again!” said the agent. “or we’ll be here all day, and she’ll get a much longer beating.”


    This time Marcel didn’t hesitate or hold back. A brutal lash landed on Melody’s reddening butt. An inhuman scream escaped her lips and her entire body shook with the impact.


    “Oooone! T-thank you, sirrr!”


    “Now that’s what I’m talking about,” the agent smirked and slashed Jean’s bottom immediately.


    “Two, thank you sir,” the woman cried.


    Lashes followed one another and screams got louder and louder. Every hit was leaving behind a white print on the women’s backsides, which immediately turned blood red. Nora watched the inhuman pain her partner was forced to inflict on poor Melody with a pained expression in her face. Her gaze was fixed on the girl’s beautiful round bottom filling up with purplish-red lines. She didn’t look at Marcel’s face once. She felt ashamed that her ambition was the reason that forced her gentle giant to beat an innocent girl violently, but also, she was afraid to see a glimmer of enjoyment on his face.


    “Ten! Thank you, sir!” the two women screamed one after another. The ‘stick’ was finally over. It was time for the ‘cock.’


    “See? That wasn’t too hard, was it?” the agent grinned and threw his cane away. Marcel did the same. The two secretaries were lying breathless, sobbing uncontrollably.


    “Now what?” Marcel asked. He was out of breath too. It was quite an exercise, both physically and mentally.


    “Now we rape, big guy,” the guy laughed. “Enjoy the little slut’s holes. Pick one and fuck it. Empty your balls in her. That’s it.”


    With those words, he grabbed his crying victim by her waist and shoved his rod in her butthole without warning. The exhausted woman could barely scream this time. As he started to sodomize her in a slow but steady pace, Marcel stood motionless for a few moments. Then he took his hard, aching cock out, and slowly penetrated Melody’s tight little pussy. Unlike her sister in punishment, Melody let out a moan, in which Nora heard a note of pleasure.


    [image: ]


    “There you go, now you know how to party like a Pussianan, big guy,” the agent smirked.


    “You had your fun,” exhaled Marcel. “Now, I think I had done my part of the deal.”


    “Fine!” the other replied. “A promise is a promise.” He turned to the slavecop waiting like a stone statue.


    “Dollpet, you can answer that slut’s questions.”
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    “How do you want to proceed, Ms. Jasiri?”


    Nora stood up and extended her hand to the tall Slavecop. Her hand left hanging in the air for a long moment as Agent-Slave Dollpet waited with her wrists in “pretend-shackle” behind her back.


    “Ah, I forgot! Unlocked!” Master-agent Grant yelled from the other side of the room, where he gleefully continued to “correct” the sexretary in the ass. Next to him, Marcel was still fucking Melody, seemingly with less and less reluctance and gentleness.


    Now verbally released, Dollpet swiftly met Nora’s hand and shook it in a soldierly manner.


    “Nice to meet you, Miss… Dollpet,” Nora said, barely containing a chuckle. “I’m Nora.”


    “Yes… but please,” the other interrupted with an anxious haste, “call this cunt Dollpet, A-S, or simply ‘cunt.’ The honorific ‘Miss’ is reserved for freewomen and harem favorites.”


    “Pardon my ignorance,” smiled the journalist, holding the other’s hand longer than usual to see what her reaction would be. The slavecop’s face remained unchanged, but Nora felt a tiny bit of increase in her pulse. “It seems there are so many rules of etiquette I’m unfamiliar with. I hope you can enlighten me on some of the blind spots I have.”


    “This cunt will be happy to assist you in any way she’s allowed to, Miss,” Dollpet replied. She let Nora’s hand go and rejoined her wrists behind her back. She wasn’t ordered to, but Nora assumed that it was the default position a slavecop had to stay in. Nora sensed that the slavecop’s momentary increase of anxiety dissipated the moment she ended the unexpected handshake. She made a mental note about that. Maybe another well-timed touch or two could help her to influence the flow of the conversation later.


    “What is… ‘was’ your name before you joined the SEFR? Perhaps I can use that instead? I saw an episode of ‘The Blue’. They sometimes use their bareneck-names in the show.”


    Dollpet nervously looked at her handler for half a second. He was enjoying fucking the weeping secretary too much to pay attention to them. “This cunt was called Iris before her enslavement. But this cunt would feel more comfortable if you…”


    “Iris? What a wonderful name,” Nora interrupted. “Iris, I’d like hear your story. Your free life, your enslavement, your time as a slavecop. Will you sit with me in front of the camera and tell me all about it?”


    “Of course she will,” yelled M-A Grant. He was paying attention after all. He stopped sodomizing Jean for a brief moment and turned to Nora with his big cock still buried in the poor sexretary’s ass. An evil smirk appeared on his face. “But on one condition.”
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    The journalist frowned. One didn’t have to be an expert in reading people like Nora to understand what a huge asshole this agent was. She immediately knew that smirk meant bad news.


    “If you are going to keep my underling occupied, I’ll do the same with yours.” He turned to Marcel, who now sported a frown similar to Nora’s. “Here’s what we’re going to do. As long as the big guy keeps raping this little blonde slut like a real man, I’ll let you talk to Dollpet. The moment he stops, the interview is over.”


    Nora inhaled and held her breath for a moment in an effort to restrain her frustration and rage. The choice she was given was a cruel dilemma. She desperately wanted to do an interview with a real slavecop, but she had to sacrifice her friend and partner for it.


    The man was a brutal asshole and most likely a simpleton, but like his compatriots and colleagues, his ability to inflict pain and crush the will of others was honed to near perfection. An outside observer would think that the two sexretaries were getting raped in this room. But Nora knew well that she and Marcel were the ones who were being violated at the moment.


    “Oh, come oooon! Stop acting like crybabies,” the agent laughed as he grabbed Jean by her tits and pulled her towards a chair nearby. The poor young woman awkwardly walked backwards on her tiptoes, trying her best not to let his cock fall out of her well-fucked butthole. He sat down and slapped the sexretary on the left cheek. She immediately understood the command and continued to serve the agent with her ass.


    “It’s a win-win-win situation. You get your interview, your buddy gets to wet his dick, and these sluts love this treatment. They all secretly yearn for it. They can’t wait to be enslaved and turned into full-time fucktoys anyway. It’s their purpose.” He pointed at the equipment pack they brought. “All that camera equipment is fully automated anyway. You don’t even need the big guy. You’ll take care of the zooms and pans and all that stuff in editing, eh?”


    “Even if we agreed to do that,” Nora hissed, “you can’t possibly think that he could ‘perform’ as long as I need to conduct a meaningful interview. No man can.”


    “Oh! you poor thing,” the man chuckled. “The big guy can’t keep it up for more than a few minutes?” Then he turned to Marcel. “Don’t worry brother, we will unlock your untapped potential here. You’ll soon discover that female-use doesn’t have to be an exhausting task as you perform it back in whatever shithole you’re from.” He then gestured the huge man to come and sit on the chair next to him.


    Nora had never seen Marcel’s stoic face contort in such a manner before. To somebody who didn’t know him, it looked like a mild stomach ache. But Nora knew that Marcel was ready to tear the man from limb to limb if he had the chance. Her partner was a very confident man and always in full control of his feelings, but perhaps he was experiencing the same “emotional amplification” she had been feeling.


    “You don’t need to worry, brother,” continued the agent. “Rape is hard work. Of course it is fun to grab a girl and ram it into her violently every now and then, but if you do it too long, you’ll get tired. In Pussiana, women know well when to be passive and when to be active. Most of the time we just sit down and relax and they obediently serve us.” He slapped Jean again. She let out a shriek and increased her speed. “See? These tight little bitches practically rape themselves.”


    “How much time do you need, Nora?” asked Marcel without averting his angry graze from the smirking agent.


    “I… I guess,” Nora stammered, “as long as you can… give me… but…”


    “Then better start as soon as possible,” he mumbled and sat down on the chair next to Grant. Without even thinking he dragged Melody by her hair and pulled her onto his lap. For a few seconds he totally forgot that he was dragging a human being around. Only after she let out a pained groan when he penetrated her again he remembered that she wasn’t just a masturbatory toy he was using. A huge wave of shame hit him in the face.


    “Sorry,” he whispered. “What was I thinking? Melody, I hope you…”


    “Don’t worry, big guy,” the agent interrupted. “She will last longer than you can. She can last the entire day or longer, if she has to. She is a woman. She exists to serve.”


    Nora froze for a moment as their blonde guide started to move her beautiful, perfectly shaped butt up and down Marcel’s hard cock like a well-trained whore. Under normal circumstances, this surreal scene would drive Nora insane with moral outrage and perhaps jealousy too. But “normal circumstances” as a phrase meant something entirely different in Pussiana.


    Instead of outrage or jealousy, she felt gratitude. She understood how Marcel broke all his rules and abandoned his values to give her what she wanted. She wondered how he felt. She wondered how she felt… She wondered how it felt. Melody’s ass rhythmically moving up and down was mesmerizing, and so were her cute little moans that oscillated between pleasure and pain.


    “Nora!”


    She was awoken from her trance by Marcel’s yell and immediately grabbed the equipment bag. The agent was right. Their cameras were advanced enough to make the cameraman obsolete. Its artificial intelligence even did real-time editing, taking care of zooming and panning when necessary. Of course Marcel wasn’t just a cameraman for Nora. She needed him for a million other reasons, one of which being emotional support and occasional sexual relief.


    She quickly set the camera up and arranged two of the available chairs for Dollpet and herself. She sat down and started the recording. A-S Dollpet quietly waited for her to prepare and then took her place on the other chair.


    Nora’s usual technique was to let her interviewees speak freely for a while. She often waited for information to reveal itself spontaneously. Once it did, she would attack that little clue and reveal as much as possible. This time, however, she didn’t have that luxury. She didn’t know how much Marcel could last. Even if he could, would she feel comfortable letting it go on for too long? Every second meant more emotional damage for her partner, and certainly Melody was suffering too.


    “In the interest of time, let’s skip your early life, Agent-Slave Dollpet ”she started, “and talk about your ‘recruitment.’”


    “Yes miss.”


    Nora waited for a few seconds for the other to continue, but Dollpet didn’t seem to know what to say. She was a slavecop who was used to take orders. Nora realized that she had to ask specific questions if she wanted to force any meaningful information out of the woman.


    “How did you join? I heard that slavecops are recruited in high school. Was that the case for you?”


    “Yes miss, this cunt was informed after her primary inspection that she met the necessary physical requirements for an SEFR agent. A couple weeks later SEFR recruiters visited this cunt’s high school and sequestered her with two others who were S-listed by the inspector.”


    “Sequestered?”


    “Um… This cunt was given the choice to volunteer for service, and she took it, Miss.”


    “So, technically, you’re um… a volunteer.” Nora felt a little dizzy. She was heavily distracted by the raging double-rape at the far end of the room. The two sexretaries were ordered to serve quietly during the interview, but the sight of their reddened bums moving up and down on the sitting men’s dicks was impossible to ignore. She couldn’t help but feel hot and wet between the legs again. Even without looking she could imagine the victorious smirk on agent Grant’s disgusting face. His crude but effective plan to mess with Nora and Marcel was definitely working well.


    “Then what… um… what happened?” She shook her head with regret the moment she asked the question. So much for hard-hitting journalism! She should have dwelt on this word ‘sequestered,’ perhaps… or was it that important? Did she have time for that? It was getting hard to think clearly with this urge growing in her genital area. She uncomfortably moved in her seat.


    Another slap! This time Jean did her best to suppress her scream. She immediately fell on her knees and started to suck the agent’s cock which had been sodomizing her for the last 15 minutes. Melody didn’t need a slap to follow her. The moment she took Marcel’s hard rod in her mouth and started to suck on it, Nora felt uneasy again. Just like back in the hotel room, she felt possessive and jealous. She felt a big desire to jump over there and intervene… no, join… She shook her head involuntarily and tried to focus on the slavecop again.


    “What… oh, sorry, what were these physical requirements? This… um… S-list thing?” Nora did her best to keep her eyes on the young woman, but she couldn’t help but catch the movement of the young sexretaries’ heads bobbing on hard cocks in her peripheral vision.


    “Superior athletic ability, mental acuity and high fuckability, Miss,” Dollpet replied. Nora would have easily caught the momentary tinge of pride in the slavecop’s voice and pulled on that thread if she weren’t so distracted by the sight of her partner holding Melody’s head with both hands and guiding her mouth on his big fat dick. The agent was right. With the girls doing all the hard work, the men could go as long as they wanted.


    “I see. So, what… what happens when a girl is recruited by the SEFR, Iris?”


    “Immediate enslavement, Miss. The recruiters register girls as state property and send them directly to basic training. It involves crash courses on law, regulations, hand-to-hand combat, weapons training, and of course, cock-service.”


    “Were you… raped in training?”


    “Of course. This cunt is a fucktoy first, Miss.”


    “Right. Of course.”


    ‘Of course?’ Nora couldn’t believe she responded with a ‘Right, of course.’ This interview was a total disaster. Was any of this footage even usable? She felt like she talked like an idiot, nodding along as a young woman detailed her systematic rape in a robotic, clinical manner.


    Even is she didn’t sound like a stammering buffoon, the camera certainly caught her frequently looking at Marcel fucking Melody in different ways. After a long cocksucking service, the beautiful blonde was now back on his lap, his organ fully buried in her pussy, and his hands wrapped around her big tits. Their movement was slower and less violent this time, but it was even more disturbing for the journalist… because of the look of ecstasy on Melody’s tear-soaked face.
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    “I’m sorry,” Nora sighed. “I think I have a… I have a terrible headache. Perhaps we should take a break… or just stop… May I have a glass of water?
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    Nora gulped down the water Dollpet brought her and exhaled. “Thank you. I don’t know what’s with me today. I guess I’m still a bit jet-lagged.”


    “Take your time,” Agent Grant yelled from where he raped, “Looks like your buddy is getting the hang of girl-use, Pussiana style.” He laughed and gave Marcel a pat on the shoulder. Marcel’s eyes were closed. Nora wasn’t sure whether he was too embarrassed to look at her, or was just overwhelmed by the pleasure Melody’s tight little pussy was giving him.


    Either way, it was too much for Nora. She wanted to stop and flee for the first time in her career. She realized what Grant was doing to both of them, and she had to stop it. She was in no condition to conduct a proper interview anyway. Her body and mind were both under unprecedented stress.


    “Perhaps we can do the interview later. I don’t feel like I-”


    “No, you can’t stop now.”


    Nora looked at Marcel with surprise. The giant waved his hand around erratically to urge Nora to continue.


    “Do the interview. This is your chance.”


    ***


    Melody was surprised by the elation she felt when Marcel encouraged his woman to continue the interview. She had never been crazy about the “caning and rape” part of her job and encounters with the BFA folk always terrified her, but she didn’t hate the treatment she was getting at the moment.


    She had liked this man the moment she had seen him at the airport. He had an unusual, soft, caring look on his face. Something Melody had never seen before. The simple absence of arrogant look of entitlement to her body would be enough to set him apart from all the men she encountered, but he also had the most beautiful eyes. He was the first man to look at her face even before scanning her voluptuous figure. His smile didn’t have any guile or lechery.


    His woman, on the other hand, immediately disliked her the moment they met. Melody blamed herself for that, of course, for initially assuming that Nora was the big man’s property.
 To Melody, the journalist’s overreaction to her mistake was rather surprising, but she did what she knew best, and apologized profusely.


    The sexretary was confused further as she witnessed the conversations between the two tourists. She couldn’t believe her eyes and ears when Nora talked to Marcel assertively and at times even disrespectfully. What was she trying to do, and why was he letting those transgressions go unpunished? Perhaps the state propaganda about the pre-slave countries was not completely full of crap after all. These foreigners were certainly uncivilized.


    Still, Melody didn’t dislike the woman as much as the other disliked her. Nora was a complete stranger to androcratic values after all. They were coming from a war-torn backwater still ravaged by the after effects of the Calamity. She didn’t know any better. She was confused, unaware of her true purpose in life: Serving men.


    How did the pre-slave world work anyway? What did women do there, if they didn’t serve the men who planned, built, and ran things? Stay at home and fiddle their thumbs?


    Nora certainly didn’t look like a thumb-fiddler. She was intelligent, confident, and self-assured, perhaps to a fault. She talked back and made jokes at her man’s expanse. To Melody, that was outrageous, but kinda fascinating too. She had realized that she admired the unrefined foreigner more every passing minute.


    But the big man of muscles was her favorite of the duo, of course. She had felt a strange attraction to him from the start, but she had fallen under his spell the first time she had relieved him at the hotel. When she had knelt before him to suck his cock like she had done hundreds of times before, she had had no idea that this one would be special. But it had been. It hadn’t been his big beautiful penis that penetrated her, it had been his big beautiful eyes… The way he had looked at this lowly slut on her knees. Eyes without cruelty.
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    From that moment, she had wanted to please him to the fullest. Even Nora’s obvious move to assert her dominance over her couldn’t slow her down. She had done her best, her “real” best to relieve the big man. And she had loved every second. After he had been done and she had stepped back, she had wanted to do it again immediately. She had wanted to beg for another facefuck, and maybe more, but she had contained herself.


    And now, she was serving him again. This time with her pussy. It was scary at the beginning. For a moment she had thought the asshole in uniform was going to “correct” her himself, in order to demonstrate what a Pussianan woman was for. Melody had always been a perfect femployee and never screwed up so badly as to be sent to “correction,” so she hadn’t known what to expect in here. A hard beating? A long confinement? There would be violence and violation, surely, but the intensity and duration of those two was rather arbitrary, totally dependent on the correction officer.


    There had been a beating in the beginning, but Melody had already forgotten all about the intense pain of the cane now that Marcel’s cock was buried deep inside her. Before she had known it, the soft-spoken giant had firmly grabbed her by the hair and the waist and impaled her squirming young body on his steely hard rod.


    When Marcel had first penetrated her from behind on the rape-horse, she had felt some pain. He had a big one after all. Much bigger than the ones she served at the Department. The pain quickly transformed into a much satisfying “fullness,” an intense, animalistic, brutal pleasure. It took her entire strength to stay in control of her screams and moans. She had managed to keep them subdued for a short while. But when Marcel had dragged her to the chair and started to use her like a weightless sex toy, she had lost all control. The feeling was overwhelming. She was no longer able to control her reactions.


    This was the best rape of her life.


    When the journalist woman had wanted to stop the interview for some reason, Melody’s heart had skipped a beat. She had wanted to scream “no! Please don’t stop. I can serve him for hours. I want to please him for hours.” But of course, she couldn’t do such a thing.


    Thankfully, Marcel wasn’t ready to stop either. His motivation was to give his partner more time to conduct the interview, no doubt. But that didn’t matter to Melody. She got to stay on his cock, and that was more than enough.


    The foreign woman seemed indecisive for a while, mumbled something and acted somewhat erratically, but eventually continued to talk with the slavecop. Melody was relieved. Her pussy, on the other hand, was overwhelmed. The pleasure was intense, powerful, extraordinary. It wasn’t the usual reaction her body had when she was utilized by a superior. No, this time her mind was in full agreement with her body. She wanted it. She needed it.


    And that made all the difference. When the big guy eventually grabbed her by the waist firmly with both hands and started to pump her fuckhole with full force, it was too much for poor Melody to take. His huge organ, unrelenting, kept pulling in and out of her eager pussy, stretching her, ripping her, tearing her into two, pushing her internal organs around. Her tight, young hole fought the intruder for every inch, playfully, passionately, and loved every defeat it suffered. The pleasure was rich, colorful, confusing, marvelous.


    Within seconds she quickly climbed to heights of pleasure she had never reached before…


    And then, for the first time in her short life, Melody had an orgasm.


    And it was even better than what she had always imagined. Her body started trembling. Her legs shook and twirled in air, as he continued to move her up and down his girthy shaft. She felt like falling, even though his strong arms held her firmly. The walls of her vagina contracted and relaxed in an effort to milk one more millisecond of pleasure from his dick. She was rendered breathless for a long moment. Her mind was wiped clean. Not a single thought or worry remained. Just a blissful moment of nothingness that felt like eternity.
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    Nora caught herself staring at the blonde guide once again. This time, Melody’s angelic face was contorted into rapid succession of shapes and finally froze in a silent, blank, distant stare that betrayed a mind-wiping orgasm. A very brief flash of surprise in her blue eyes made Nora think that this wasn’t an ordinary peak of pleasure for the young girl. It looked like a first, an unprecedented moment of sexual bliss.


    Marcel, in his own stupor, noticed the girl’s body’s reactions and slowed down to a halt. When her eyes rolled back and her limbs shook violently, he embraced her tightly and pulled her body down, onto himself, burying the rest of his fat cock in her overwhelmed fuckhole. Melody responded with a bigger jerk, and a louder groan.


    For a moment the two looked like the magnum opus of a master sculptor. Nora was struck with a jolt of admiration and envy. She wondered if she ever had that divine look on her own face.


    “Ms Jasiri?”


    She turned to the slavecop and awkwardly smiled. The tall athletic woman was still sitting in front of her, also like a statue, but in a much less fascinating pose. Back straight, palms resting on her hips, knees pressed together. Nora had always fancied herself as a master of reading people’s body language and facial expressions, but this slavecop was giving her nothing. Her posture was in no doubt a perfect replication of an instructional drawing in a BFA handbook, and her face hardly ever changed.


    Nora felt lost for a long moment. She looked at her notes, trying to figure out the last question she asked. The stuff she scrambled in her note pad meant no sense to her. Why was her handwriting so weird, erratic, and nonsensical? Did she really wrote down “Marse’s cock” there?


    No, it said “Matryschek.”


    “Sorry,” she apologized, perhaps for the hundredth time since the beginning of the interview. “Could you elaborate this Matryschek doctrine?”


    “Yes Ma’am,” replied the slavecop. “It is a set of rules for women devised by none other than Dr Agata Matryschek. It has been one of the main tenets of theoretical training of female BFA personnel.”


    “Agata… That’s a woman, right?”


    “Yes ma’am. Dr Agata Matryschek is a… Well, the female theoretician of androcratic philosophy. She is… world famous.” The slavecop ended her sentence almost like a question, as if she was surprised that Nora didn’t know about the woman she mentioned. Of course Nora had never heard of an Agata Matryschek, or any other “androcratic philosopher” for that matter. No self-respecting woman with half a brain would take that misogynistic cuckoo drivel seriously.


    “Forgive my ignorance,” she smiled. “I like to read a lot, but unfortunately I’m not well-read on academic justifications of androcratic systems.”


    “You should read it,” Dollpet responded, with a slightly disappointed expression. “I’d love to talk about it with you. I enjoy discussing it with my sisters.”


    “You discuss theory with your sisters? Other slavecops?”


    “Of course,” replied the woman. When shelved, we pass the time discussing our training and missions, among other things. Matryschek doctrine is one of the most popular topics. Especially the…”


    “Shelved?” interrupted Nora. “Are you talking about your sleeping quarters?”


    “Yes,” replied the other. She was visibly frustrated that the journalist wasn’t interested in her take on the doctrine. This Jasiri was an uncultured foreigner, after all. “Standard sleeping cell contains 8 to 12 shelves and a shower area. The highest ranking agent-slave is responsible for the discipline of the cell. She’s informally called the ‘Mother Hen’.


    “Ah!” exclaimed Nora. This was what she really wanted to talk about. She was finally finding her rhythm. Even Melody’s quiet moans and her beautiful body wiggling on Marcel’s cock couldn’t distract her at that moment. “Are you a mother hen, Iris?”


    “No,” she replied quietly. “I’m only level three.”


    “Is that low or high?” asked the journalist.


    “Oh, it is low,” laughed Master-Agent Grant. He was done “correcting” the poor sexretary on his lap. He slapped the crying woman on the ass as she struggled to adjust her clothes. “There you go. No more wastefulness, okay Jeanie?”


    “No sir, thank you sir,” she said and left the room as swiftly as possible.
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    Grant approached his charge with a smirk and put his overly hairy hand on her shoulder. The slavecop’s lower lip trembled for a microsecond, but it was enough for Nora to catch. “Agent-slave Dollpet is still a level three because she is stuck at this desk job with me.” explained the man. “Before we were banished to this shithole together we tracked down… how many was it, Dollpet?”


    “Twelve, sir” the slavecop answered. Nora heard a tingle of anxiety in her voice.


    “Ah yes. Twelve! Twelve runners retrieved in two years, makes her a level three, and makes a me a huge loser.” He laughed bitterly. “You know, I wasn’t the most popular guy at the HQ, I admit. I had a few scuffles with the wrong people. Mistakes were made. But even with that record they wouldn’t be able to banish me here if my retrieval count was decent enough.”


    Then he stopped, turned to Dollpet and slapped her hard across the face. The slavecop seemed to expect this and braced herself, but the slap was too hard to withstand. She fell down and hit her shoulder on the floor. A shocked Nora jumped out of her chair and took a step back. Marcel was already there to protect her against this sudden eruption of violence.


    “Relax! You can unclench those fists. Your woman is safe,” Grant waved at Marcel. “Mine, not so much.” He grabbed Dollpet by her hair and pulled her onto her knees. She quietly adjusted her position and braced for an impromptu facerape.


    “I protest!” Nora hissed. “You promised to let us talk as long as Marcel… did the thing.”


    “Eh! You can still ask your questions,” grinned the agent, then he unzipped his pants, took out his cock and shoved it in Dollpet’s mouth without warning. “but I’m not sure if she can answer. It’s not polite to talk with you mouth full, you see.”


    Nora opened her mouth to scold the guy further, by Marcel put his hand on her shoulder to stop her. “Let him vent,” he whispered under his breath.


    “Vent?” Nora raised her eyebrows and then turned back to the Master-agent. Grant was now holding Dollpet’s head firmly between his two big hairy hands and fucking her mouth with a vicious tempo. The young woman was struggling to keep her conformation proper. Her back was arched, her wrists were joined at her back, and her well-endowed chest was pushed forward. She looked obedient and eager to serve. The only thing that didn’t fit was the tears of pain and shame freely running down her cheeks.


    Nora was getting used to seeing such acts of violent humiliation on the streets of Maidenfair, but her emotional response was not getting any weaker. A few minutes ago she was having a normal conversation with this young woman. Now she was getting raped in front of her. It was how Pussiana worked. Women were constantly reminded of their place under heel and cock.


    “Look at this worthless whore!” Grant hissed and slapped the kneeling slavecop a few times. Dollpet momentarily paused to receive the slaps and continued to suck the man’s cock with apparent devotion. “Top of her class in high school. Possibly the best cocksucker I ever face-raped. But she is simply dog shit as a cunt-tracker. I’d say she was a FLF mole, but even a fluffer spy would accidentally retrieve more runners than this moron.”
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    He continued to slap and fuck the slavecop’s tear-soaked face a few more minutes, all the while ranting and berating his obedient victim for various vague accusations, until he finally ejaculated in her mouth. Then he calmed down, pulled out of the girl’s mouth, and zipped up his pants.


    “The interview is over, big guy” he said, and pointed at Nora, “take your nosy slut and get the fuck out of here.”
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    The quiet ride back to the hotel was eventless. Still feeling awkward and conflicted about all the things that had happened at the Ministry, Nora was reluctant to look at her companions. Instead, she kept looking outside, staring blankly at the seemingly endless instances of abuse and humiliation. After a while she felt bad about that too. These outrageous acts looked more and more mundane and normal to her. She certainly didn’t want that to happen. She was supposed to be impartial and apathetic as a journalist, sure. But as a woman, she also wanted to stay mad.


    When they finally reached the hotel, Marcel suggested to have a few drinks at the bar. Nora assumed that he was uneasy about what transpired too, so she readily accepted the offer. Of course, their overly helpful guide followed them to the hotel bar without any comment. She was wearing her default smile already. It was impossible to guess that she was beaten and raped only a few minutes ago.


    It was impossible to guess, but certainly reasonable to assume. Nora looked around, at the women in the bar, servers and customers. Who knew how many of them had been ‘utilized’ before coming in here, or would be soon?


    “This is a no-sex establishment,” said Melody, as if she read Nora’s thoughts. She probably could. Nora was constantly walking around with a look of mild shock and disgust on her face, after all. “It means the waitresses and barmaids are not on the menu,” she explained, when the tourists looked at her with blank expressions. Then she turned to Marcel. “But of course, there are private raperooms at the back, if you want to use me or…”


    “Thank you,” interrupted the big guy. “No-sex establishment sounds great. I think it’s perfect. I need to take a break from the usual scenery anyway.” He pulled a chair for Nora, and did the same for Melody after his partner sat down. The pretty blonde stood there for a moment with a puzzled face and sat down awkwardly.


    “Thank you,” she mumbled. “You are very kind to me. And thank you for…” She hesitated and looked down.


    “For what?” asked Marcel as he waved to a waitress.


    “For letting me have one… I never…”


    “Letting you have what?” Marcel asked again, obliviously.


    “Oh my!” Nora exclaimed. “I think you gave her the first orgasm of her life. I saw it in her eyes back at the ministry, but I didn’t think…”


    Melody looked down again, embarrassed. The way their guide turned into a shy virgin immediately humanized her further in Nora’s eyes. She no longer saw her as a brainwashed drone who served this unjust system, but a hopeless victim of it. Not after seeing her bearing the brunt of oppression at the Ministry.


    “Oh? Is that true?” Marcel asked. Melody nodded coyly after a moment of hesitation. “Don’t mention it,” he continued awkwardly, unable to find the appropriate response. Thankfully the waitress arrived at that very moment and saved him from a hopeless search for words.


    “Welcome to the Virgo, folks!” the girl curtsied. “I’m Maya. What can I get you?”


    Nora was pleasantly surprised to see someone who didn’t only address the male in the group. “Hi Maya,” she smiled, “what’s good here?”


    “Oh, I am,” the short-haired brunette winked, and slapped her own butt suggestively. “But don’t you get any ideas! Especially you, big guy! This is not one of those places, you know!” She paused for a moment and playfully pouted at the trio staring back at her with puzzled expressions. “Ah! Not that kind of a table, eh? Sorry, just a joke, folks. You know, to break the ice? I’ll start you guys with a cool bottle of ‘Le Jus des Vierges’. We don’t serve that on the rocks, so no need to break any ice, anyway.” She winked and laughed at her own joke as she handed them menus.


    “Thank you, that sounds nice,” Nora replied with a surprised smile. She didn’t expect to see a woman with a sense of humor in this land of oppression and gloom.


    The petite brunette turned around on her pointy ballet boots and walked away.


    “That was unusual,” said Marcel, and turned to Melody,” isn’t it?” Melody didn’t say anything, just smiled. He immediately remembered the awkward conversation the waitress interrupted. He quickly averted his eyes and turned to Nora. “I’m sorry you couldn’t finish your interview. You had a slavecop right in front of you.”


    “No problem,” Nora replied. “I wasn’t doing a good job anyway. I was feeling a bit sick and disoriented. I’m still jet-lagged, perhaps. I was distracted too, because of all the…” She waved her hand dismissively. She wasn’t lying. She should be angry and disappointed after missing this opportunity, but in actuality, she was relieved when she got out of that room.


    “Well, at least it wasn’t a complete loss,” she smiled bitterly. “Melody had her first…” She paused when she realized what she was about to say. The poor girl had her ass caned and then forced to serve a stranger sexually for about half an hour. And she was presenting this abuse as a “win” for her? Was she out of her mind? She no longer had doubts. This country was changing her, turning her more callous, making her insensitive to all this suffering, making her… hornier.
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    She caught herself looking at Maya’s attractive behind from across the floor. The girl was shorter than the average Pussianan bimbo, but she still head a goddess-like body. Her tight uniform accentuated her full round boobs and shapely butt perfectly. The pointy-ballet boots she was wearing ended over her knees and made her legs look extra long and beautiful.


    Nora had always appreciated the female form, but she had never seriously lusted after a particular female before this moment.


    “They are required to wear these boots now, no matter if they are on the menu or not. It’s a new regulation for all female servers.”


    Nora quickly averted her eyes from Maya’s sexy bottom and turned to Melody. This girl proved again and again that she could read her face. Undoubtedly a valuable skill all women had to pick up to survive in this hell. “A strange choice for a server, don’t you think?” she asked, in the hope to show that professional curiosity was the reason of her interest in the beautiful waitress. “I wouldn’t be able to walk straight for a few meters in those hellish things, let alone carry heavy trays and serve food. Yet they seem to float like angels on clouds.”


    “They are trained ballerinas, of course,” Melody smiled. “I wouldn’t be able to do that either.” She looked more relaxed now.


    “Looks beautiful, but it’s still strange,” Nora shook her head. “Maybe they work them in hard mode because they actually want them to screw up. You know, so they can punish them. ‘Correct’ them. It’s obvious they enjoy doing that.”


    “Of course,” Melody replied. “Women exist to fuck and hurt. Our suffering pleases men as much as our obedience and service.”


    “Oh, are we talking about fucking and hurting women?” Maya was standing there with a bottle of pricey Chattelandaise wine in her hand. She threw Melody a mischievous wink. “You are teaching these tourists our wonderful customs, huh?”


    This last comment caused the ever-smiling blonde to frown a bit. Nora enjoyed seeing that. “How did you…”


    “Oh come on, blondie,” Maya interrupted again. “I can smell a government sexretary from a mile away. Look at that respectable but very cock-accessible attire, that forced smile, that bureaucratic posture.” She paused and grinned when Melody’s frown deepened further. “Relax. I have nothing against sexretaries. I love you guys a lot, actually.” Then she bent over to whisper in Nora’s ear. “They don’t tip well, but they give great cunnies, these babes!” Her alluring scent and warm breath sent chills down Nora’s spine.


    Melody straightened up in her chair in order to hear what the waitress whispered in Nora’s ear. Whatever she said, it made Nora chuckle. Probably some bad joke at her expense?


    The brunette filled their glasses and left swiftly. Nora caught herself looking at her behind once again.


    “She is so… improper,” commented Melody. “I’m so sorry about that. Some women just don’t know their place.”


    Nora felt the urge to defend the waitress’ behaviour, but she decided to let this one go. She took a sip of the wine instead. She immediately liked Maya, who was the first person in Pussiana who addressed her first. Actually, she had barely paid any attention to the only male at the table, Marcel, whose muscled body and rugged handsome face always drew the eye in public places like this.


    The rest of the night went eventless, boring even. Marcel and Nora went through two bottles, in an obvious attempt to calm the confusing voices in their heads and unexpected urges in their genitals. Melody, on the other hand, never finished her first glass. Nora wouldn’t say no to ordering a third bottle, but Marcel offered to go up to their suite.


    When they stood up and started to walk towards the elevator, Nora felt a hand on her shoulder. She turned and found the waitress smiling at her. She approached her to whisper in her ear again. “I’m pretty good at it too, you know.”


    “What?”


    “Cunnies, silly. Get rid of them and find me by the restrooms.” Once again, she did her power move, did a quick 180-degree turn on her toes and walked away showing off her mesmerizing bottom.


    Nora, still half drunk, looked on, befuddled and aroused. This was probably the first time she was blatantly hit on by another woman. In Pussiana, of all places!


    “Nora, are you coming?”


    “I think,” she stammered, “I think I’ll have something to eat first. You guys go ahead. I’ll be up in a jiffy.”


    Marcel looked concerned for a moment. He didn’t want to leave Nora all alone. This wasn’t the most female-friendly place in the world, after all.


    “Go!” repeated Nora, this time like an order. “I’m fine.”


    Marcel recognized the resolute tone in Nora’s voice. There was no arguing with her. He blew her a kiss and got n the elevator. Melody readily went in after him. Nora saw a smile appear on the girl’s face as the sliding doors closed.


    Nora waited for a moment to make sure the elevator departed, and then turned around to look for the restrooms. After a few seconds, she found the brunette she had been lusting after since the moment she had cracked those bad jokes.


    “So… I’m here,” she said, not knowing how to act. She rarely found herself in such fish-out-of-water-type situations. “What now?”


    “Now we’ll make out,” the other said, and pulled Nora in for a passionate kiss. Nora immediately gave in to the girl’s aggressive lips and tongue, and returned the kiss with matching fervor.


    After what felt like minutes, Maya broke the kiss and grabbed Nora’s long wavy hair. “And then, we’ll fuck.”


    Nora looked into the girl’s eyes and smiled. “I was told this was a no-sex establishment, and the servers weren’t on the menu?”


    “It is,” the brunette replied, “but my shift is over. I can fuck on my own time.”


    “Oh? You’re going to fuck me? In the restroom?”


    “Now why would I do that?” the girl chuckled. “We have a perfectly fine raperoom right here.”


    Nora was confused only for a second, until she finally read the sign on the door. It didn’t say what she thought it said.


    Maya pulled Nora by the hair brutally, like only a man would and dragged her into the private raperoom. She locked the door and turned around, letting the stunned Nora have a look inside. It was a small rectangular space, perhaps 4-by-3 meters. At the center stood a metal rape-bed with adjustable height. It was lightly padded on both sides where the victim’s head and butt would be placed. Behind the uncomfortable looking thing, rose an X-cross with worn-out leather straps to secure wrists and ankles. Various paddles, whips, and floggers hanged from the hooks on the wall on the left side. On the other side there was a small sink and shelves with cleaning supplies on them.
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    “You didn’t bring your own strap-on by any chance, did you?” asked the girl as she forced the half-drunk journalist onto the rape bed. “No” replied Nora as if it was a normal question. She was not just tipsy, she was fully under the thrall of the brunette. As the girl pushed her down on her back and strapped her wrists to the bed one by one, all she could think about was the waitress’ beautiful lips, her intoxicating smell, her commanding hands pushing and pulling her around the room. She didn’t even think of resisting. She desperately wanted to feel her lips again. On hers, anywhere, everywhere.


    “Never mind,” the girl said and kissed Nora on the cheek. Then she opened a box under the sink and pulled out a big dildo with straps. She held it over Nora’s widened eyes for a moment and brushed its tip along her captive’s full lips.“Don’t worry, it’s brand new and clean,” she smiled. “Nobody uses these but me. The rapists who use these stalls have their own cocks, you know.”


    She put the thing on and waved it like a little windmill. “You can see why the guys always swing theirs around. It’s kinda fun, isn’t it?” She walked around to the end where Nora’s legs hanged from, and grabbed her pants from the waist. “I showed you mine, now let’s see what you have for me, babe.” She smiled to her victim one last time and pulled her pants down with one fluid motion. Nora whimpered with a mixture of surprise and excitement.


    Maya looked at the journalists long, well-toned, bare legs and grazed her thighs with her fingertips. Nora moaned with desire. “You are so beautiful, babe. Now, be a good girl and open your legs for me.”


    Nora hesitated, partly because she was too inebriated to understand the command. A hard slap woke her up. Maya raised her hand to slap the journalist again, but she didn’t have to. Nora groaned and parted her legs as wide as possible.


    “Good girl,” Maya grinned. “Don’t worry. I’m not like those bastards. I know what you really want, and I’ll give it to you before dicking you down hard.” She took her place between Nora’s legs, went down on her knees, and dove face first into her hungry pussy. Nora moaned loudly this time and went silent as Maya started to masterfully lick her wet cunt.


    The pretty waitress wasn’t lying before. She was very good at it.
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    “Good night, Melody.”


    The girl opened her mouth to say the same, but froze with parted lips. She looked at Marcel for a very long moment, indecision in her pretty blue eyes.


    “I… I.. t-thank you,” she stammered, as the big man unlocked the door to his hotel room and prepared to step inside. “You’re so good to me.”


    The blonde guide’s angelic voice carried nothing but a grateful tone, but Marcel was immediately overwhelmed by guilt again. He had been drinking all night in order to forget the shame he felt for treating her like a piece of meat at the Ministry, but the feeling came rushing back with her words.


    “No,” he mumbled, “I’m terribly sorry. I was really out of line. I treated you like a …”


    “A princess,” she completed. “You were so gentle and thoughtful while utilizing me. I’m grateful.”


    “What? What are you…”


    Melody smiled and grabbed Marcel’s huge biceps. “You drank a bit much. Let me help you to your bed.”


    “Thank you,” Marcel resisted, “I don’t want to bother you further. I’m not that drunk. Well, maybe a little. I need to visit to the little boy’s room first.”


    “No, you don’t need to do that,” smiled Melody, and closed the hotel door behind them. She kissed Marcel on the cheek and then went down on her knees. Without breaking eye contact, she opened his zipper, pulled down his underpants and took his erect cock out.


    “You have been walking around with this for a while now, and that wo-… I mean, Ms. Jasiri doesn’t seem to notice, or care. I don’t understand. Someone should relieve you regularly.”


    Marcel opened his mouth to explain his relationship with Nora to the kneeling girl, but Melody’s mesmerizing puppy eyes took his breath away. He immediately forgot what he was about to say.


    “You are erect and you need to pee. I know how hard it is to…” She stopped and chuckled at her unintended pun, “I mean, you really need to be relieved.” She smiled again and took the big penis in her mouth. She moved her lips up the shaft and sealed them around the organ. She sat on her heels and joined her wrists at her back submissively. Then she arched her beautiful body in the sexiest way possible to look at Marcel from under his cock. “Please, Mr Nguvu. Go ahead and relieve yourself into me.”


    Marcel’s mind screamed “no,” but he couldn’t vocalize it. He knew how wrong, how unthinkable the act was, but his body seemed to be out of control at that very moment. His bursting bladder certainly wasn’t going to listen to his rational mind.


    Before he realized what was happening, he started to piss in Melody’s eager mouth.


    Melody let out a satisfied moan when the stream hit the back of her throat. Without breaking the seal of her lips around his cock, she started to suck and swallow the warm liquid that filled her mouth. It was her turn to drink everything the big guy had imbibed downstairs.


    He was done in a few moments, but she was only beginning. After swallowing down everything in her mouth with a loud gulp, the blonde smiled again and started to suck on his engorged penis like a well-trained whore. The pretty sexretary had found herself in this position hundreds of times before, on her knees with a cock shoved down her throat, but for the first time in her life, she felt like she was in her happy place.


    Marcel didn’t say anything. The pleasure was overwhelming. Even if he hadn’t been this intoxicated, he wouldn’t be able to resist the charms of this coy angel on her knees and her otherworldly fellation skills.


    She was sucking him with such devotion and deference, it almost looked like a religious experience. He watched the blonde’s beautiful head moving up and down his big rod, the way her full lips stretched and contracted as they embraced the contours of his organ, listened to the melodious, sexy slurps she made every now and then. She looked incredibly beautiful and alluring, innocent but seductive at the same time… her shy smile instilling in him foreign urges… indecent, incorrect, unseemly, even violent ones.


    For a moment he wanted to grab her and and throw her on a table. Rip her clothes off and force himself into her without worrying about the consequences. He was overcome by the feeling that she was there to satisfy his most primitive urges and nothing else. She was made for his use. She existed to serve him.


    “Yes, please!”


    That was the signal that ignited Marcel. Did Melody really say those words? Did she read the sexual rage on his face and begged for the release of it? Or was it all in the man’s head? It hardly mattered now.


    It felt like the world slowed down to a halt when he reached for the girl. He shoved his fingers in her golden curls and clenched his fist. With her mane in his firm grip he turned and half-blindly walked towards the closest piece of furniture. Melody let out a surprised shriek, fell on her hands and knees, and hurriedly crawled to catch up with the big man.


    Driven insane by her mind-blowing blowjob, Marcel pulled the beauty onto her feet, grabbed her neck with his free hand, and lifted her up in the air like a feather to give her a peck on the lips. Then, without letting her back down, he rotated her body around like a ragdoll. Melody gasped as his fist clenched further around her slender neck but she didn’t put up any real resistance. Instead, she arched her back up to press her round little butt against his big fat cock like a kitty in heat.


    “Top drawer!” she moaned, “the restraints.”
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    Marcel let her hair go and pressed her body against his chest. The extra pressure forced the air out of her lungs and she gasped again. The man took a few steps towards the large commode with the girl, her feet dangling in the air as she tried to catch her breath. He opened the top drawer and took out a bunch of leather cuffs.


    “Yes! please!” she moaned again.


    Marcel no longer needed help or instructions. His primitive instincts were fully in charge now. His rational, civilized mind was in the back seat, watching his barbarian side act in the most inappropriate ways. He was ashamed and confused, but not enough to rein in the unleashed urges. He wanted to… no, he had to have her.


    He went back to the dinner table and slammed the poor girl onto it tits first. She let out a groan and joined her wrists at her back once again. Marcel cuffed the girl’s hands and ankles with surprising speed and dexterity, then started to rip her dress without wasting another second. The young sexretary was lying bound and naked in front of him in a moment, completely defenseless.


    He grabbed her bound wrists and pressed them down pinning the squirming girl onto the table. She could barely react to the pressure on her back before he took his cock and shoved it into her swollen pussy from behind. The giant organ parted her labia violently, stretched the walls of her vagina, and hit her cervix in one brutal move. She screamed at the top of her lungs with an unprecedented mixture of pain and pleasure. It felt like her internal organs was being pushed into her rib cage.


    Once again, Marcel didn’t care whether he hurt the girl or not. He was now fully convinced that Melody belonged to him for the moment, for the night, for as long as he wanted. She was given to him to serve his needs after all, this was a fact. And now it was time to serve him. He needed a tight, warm, wet hole. She was that warm, tight, wet hole.
 He started to move his clenched, impatient hips ruthlessly. He wasn’t gonna bother with gentle, slow, probing shoves. He was going to let his ravenous wild cock feed on her soft pink flesh. He was going to fuck her into a pulp.


    Melody immediately started to moan like crazy. She wanted to serve the big guy, for the entire night if he wanted to, but the speed and intensity with which he had started to use her was surprising. It seemed like he had abandoned all his inhibitions. His rod was pumping her fuckhole like an unfeeling machine, pushing her up a steep slope of pleasure. It was nothing like she had felt before. There was no way his thing wasn’t causing some kind of permanent damage to her insides.


    She of course knew why he was no longer in control of his basic urges. Marcel had definitely wanted to fuck her again since the Ministry but he was too shy to admit it for some reason. That’s why he had drunk a gallon of Le Jus des Vierges at the bar, after all. Nobody would drink such a strong aphrodisiac if he didn’t want to fuck the girl he was with. And that girl definitely wasn’t that cold, arrogant hussy who ignored his erections all day. No, it was Melody. He wanted to use her as much as she wanted to serve him. She could see it in the giant’s gentle eyes.


    Marcel kept fucking the tiny blonde like a wild animal discovering the act of sex for the first time. She was delirious from the incredible depths and speeds his cock reached. She felt like dying again and again, in a good way. She lost control of her screams immediately. It felt like the room was shaking with his every trust. The intensity of the pleasure was so overwhelming, she wasn’t sure if her bones were still intact, and if she would be able to walk afterwards.
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    It was a red hot blur. Marcel barely knew what he was doing with… to the fragile female body he was carrying around the room. She felt so small, so delicate, so soft. He held her between his huge hands like a… No, he basically wore her on his giant cock. He wore her tight body, stretched her like a lump of clay, rearranged her insides mercilessly… During that long stretch of lust-fueled madness, she no longer felt like a human being. She was just a toy doll to fuck, a mere cockwarmer, a warm, soft, amorphous ball of pleasure.


    After crushing the poor thing on the table and pumping her full of spunk, he grabbed her limp body and and swung it around like a ragdoll, still moving her up and down his rod brutally. She didn’t resist or protest, only screamed and moaned. He barely paid attention to her sounds. Was she in pain, or delirious with pleasure? It didn’t matter.
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    Unable to sate his animalistic urges, he pinned her to a wall and kept fucking her. He crushed her big round tits, and kept slamming her buttcheeks with his groin ruthlessly. Her screams got louder and louder with every violent thrust and finally turned into quiet whimpers as he filled her with jizz again.


    Marcel should be exhausted, but he wasn’t. He was still blind with lust and bursting with a strange energy. He swung the girl’s drained body around once again before deciding to carry her to his bedroom. He didn’t stop fucking her wrecked hole even for a second. She was barely conscious. Her eyes were rolled back. Her breathing was erratic.


    [image: ]


    He collapsed onto the bed with his cock buried deep in her bound body, crushing the poor thing under him. Melody no longer made any sound. She was certainly unconscious at that point. Marcel didn’t notice. He kept fucking her, until he ejaculated into her blushing naked body once more.


    Once his balls were finally completely empty, he stopped pumping the poor girl’s ruined pussy and rested for a moment without pulling out. Then he rolled to the side and blacked out, exhausted.


    ***


    When he finally regained consciousness, Melody was lying on top of him. Her head was resting on his muscled chest and her big boobs were smooshed against his abs. Her wrists and ankles were still bound and her entire body was red, covered in bruises. Once he saw the young sexretary in such a battered state, Marcel’s eyes widened with alarm. Did he do that to the poor thing?


    When his muscles clenched with horror, Melody noticed that he came around and looked up.


    “Thank you,” she said with a smile.


    “What? I’m… I’m sorry, Melody. What have I done! I don’t know what happened to…”


    “You gave me two more orgasms, maybe three,” she replied. “Thank you so much. This is… This is the best day of my life.”


    Before he could react, she gave him a peck and put her head back on his chest. Despite her bruises, she looked peaceful and content. Marcel didn’t know what to say. He was embarrassed and nervous. He decided to let her rest a bit.


    They lay there for half an hour without saying anything.


    “Do you want me to untie you?” he eventually asked.


    “No,” replied the girl quickly. “I prefer to be pacified like this. I never know what to do with my hands. I’m always scared of using them inappropriately and angering my rapists.”


    “I won’t be angry with you,” replied Marcel after a brief pause. “How could someone be angry with such a delicate creature?” He gently brushed aside a clump of hair that obscured the girl’s pretty eyes. Melody drew a deep breath. Her entire body tingled with pure bliss at his touch.


    “I still prefer,” she whispered, “to be vulnerable and defenseless in your arms. It excites me. Knowing that you could do anything and everything to me… To my body… It’s yours now. It belongs to you as long as you want. You just took possession of me back there… Even if you untie me, I…” She stopped and took another deep breath. His musk filled her lungs and enveloped her mind once again.


    A long, peaceful silence followed. Melody felt like she had to do something to serve the big guy. Suck his cock again, prepare him something to eat, give him a massage. Anything to please and comfort him. But she couldn’t move. Not just because she was tied and his strong arms kept her pressed against his manly chest… She was paralized by a viscous, all-encompassing, mind-numbing serenity. She wanted to stay there forever.


    “Thank you for keeping me,” she mumbled after a while. Marcel looked down with a puzzled expression. “Back at Director Holm’s office, when he suggested to replace me with another sexretary, I thought you’d…” She stopped and smiled bitterly. “I’m glad you gave me a chance to show my gratitude.”


    Marcel smiled. His mind was mired with contradicting thoughts about Pussiana, their mission, and especially about this beautiful, incredibly attractive young girl in his arms. How could he end up in this situation? He heard from people that Pussiana had a mind-altering effect on visitors, of course. Constant exposure to acts of sex and debauchery was to blame, for sure. But he never thought he’d fall victim to the charms of a young and pretty Pussianan.


    What would Nora think of him, if she saw him like this? She wasn’t his girlfriend or anything, but he still felt uneasy about the prospect. Would she think less of him for taking advantage of this poor girl? Using her, hurting her like this? After all, he didn’t seduce the girl at a bar, or something. She was basically ‘given’ to him, not just as a guide but a as a ‘sex toy.’ They had made that fact clear many times. The director, the cop, and Melody herself. This practice was natural and commonplace for them, but it distressed the Saharan anyway.


    At that moment he didn’t care. The girl’s warm naked body covered him like a snug blanket made of sunshine. His heartbeat matched the rhythm of the beauty’s breathing. Intoxicating smell of her blonde curls filled his lungs. He felt content.


    “What will happen to you?” he asked as he softly stroked the back of her head. “after we leave, I mean.”


    Melody sighed and looked up with sad puppy eyes. “I guess I’ll go back to my usual job. Paperwork and…”


    “Not work. I mean… What is the big plan? Do you have the means to keep your freedom? Do you have money? A nest egg, perhaps?”


    “No, I mean… Yes, as long as I work at the Ministry, I can pay for my freedom,” she replied. But of course…” She stopped. “I know the statistics. I’ll be most likely fired or expropriated within 5 years.”


    “Enslaved?”


    “Yes,” replied the girl. She didn’t look as sad as Marcel thought she’d be. “I made my peace with it. There is nothing I can do to escape that fate. Short of a miracle…”


    “What kind of a miracle?” asked the big guy.


    “I could find a husband, who doesn’t want to enslave me,” Melody smiled bitterly. “Or I could be abducted by aliens. The latter, more likely.”


    Marcel mirrored her bitter smile. He wasn’t really amused.

  

  
    13


    Nora managed to walk across the hall without falling despite the thick haze she had been swimming through. Normally, she had a strong resistance to alcohol. She knew how to drink and when to stop. It was a skill she had developed on the job. The tough men she usually dealt with for some reason respected a woman who could hold her drink.


    But tonight was different. This wasn’t an ordinary inebriation. There was an extra element that punched through her inhibitions and self-control. She assumed that this unexpected factor was Maya, the sexy waitress who had successfully seduced and fucked her downstairs.


    As she stumbled towards her room, she licked her lips with lust. She could still feel the girl’s maddening touch all around her body, and feel her hard strap on dildo deep in her well-used vagina. She felt like she could have another orgasm if she concentrated hard enough.


    But that wasn’t what she wanted at the moment. What she wanted was a real dick. She wanted one in her mouth. She wanted to smell, kiss, lick, and suck one. She craved cock… Marcel’s… or not. Was she out of her mind?


    She managed to get in after struggling with the key card for a few seconds. The suite was dark. A thin column of warm light caught her eye immediately. It led to Marcel’s room like a magical trail. His door was cracked open. “I hope he is awake,” Nora thought to herself. He had to be. She wanted him. She wanted his big fat cock more than anything.


    Then she noticed a faint… slurping sound. It got louder and louder as she approached. She pushed the door and froze. There he was, lying on his bed, with the blonde slut kneeling between his legs with bound wrists and ankles, sucking his cock zealously.


    When she stepped in, Marcel noticed her and raised his head. “Nora?” he exclaimed like a kid caught with his hand in the cookie jar. “We’re just… Melody was…”


    While Marcel stammered, the blonde kept sucking without pause. Nora noticed that she was wearing a long white shirt that barely covered her bottom. It looked familiar. “I lent Melody one of your shirts,” Marcel explained, “Her dress was… I kinda ripped it and…”


    Nora didn’t respond. She pursed her lips ambiguously and walked towards the edge of the bed.


    “Move aside, will you?”


    Melody looked up at Nora, and moved a little to the side after a brief pause. The journalist then knelt down on the spot the blonde vacated and bowed down to lick Marcel’s balls. The giant looked on for a moment, totally puzzled, and then his head fell back on the bed as the two beautiful young women double-teamed his delighted member.


    What followed was kind of a competition. Two sets of lips and tongues were locked in a dance of cat and mouse over the erect organ, constantly competing for every square inch. Both women were hyper aware of what the other was doing, and they paid close attention to the responses of Marcel’s body.


    Nora realized right from the start that she lacked the skill and expertise necessary to suck cock. The blonde Pussianan was literally running circles around her, with her hands tied behind her back. She kept leading the assault on Marcel’s dick at every stage, getting the reactions she desired immediately. Whenever Nora reacted and tried to catch up, her experienced rival switched gears and left the intoxicated journalist behind. It was an eye opening experience, if not simply humiliating.
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    But Nora was not one to accept defeat that easily. She patiently observed, learned, copied, and emulated techniques the sexretary used. Melody seemed to have a lot of tricks in her tool bag at the very beginning, but she kept abandoning the least effective ones as the fellatio progressed. Nora knew to let her rival demonstrate her best and copied her as well as she could. Towards the end, she was a much better cocksucker.


    Once she regained her confidence, she decided to take advantage of the power imbalance between her and the guide girl and blatantly pushed her out of the way. She wasn’t going to let this little Pussianan slut take her Marcel away from her, after all. Finally she took full control of the cock by swallowing the entire shaft into her cum-hungry throat and massaging his balls with her hands, effectively blocking access to the tied blonde. Melody had to retreat and wait on her knees until Nora was done.


    She continued to suck and lick him like they were alone. She was victorious. Marcel was hers again.


    “He is out.”


    Nora looked at Melody. “He passed out,” the sexretary repeated. “He passed out a while ago, long before you pushed me away.”


    Nora stopped and raised her head to check. The blonde was right. Marcel was sleeping like a baby, with a half smile on his ruggedly handsome face.


    She sat back on her heels and took a deep breath. She was exhausted.


    “You are quick learner,” Melody commented. “I can see that. It’s a shame you never learned how to suck cock properly before tonight.”


    Nora turned to the sexretary with a bitter smile. She wanted to slap the little slut so badly. She had wanted to slap her since the moment she had met her at the airport, actually. This little whore kept getting on her nerves at every step of their journey.


    But she didn’t. She wasn’t going to let this fucking country change her. No amount of alcohol would be enough to turn her into a bully.


    “Technique is easy to pick up,” the other continued, even though she saw signs of impending violent outburst on the Saharan’s beautiful face. She didn’t care if Nora hit her at all. She felt good, confident and victorious. In her mind, she was the winner. “What you really lack is endurance. I can do this all night. Actually, I can do this for days, if I have to. It is just sex for you, but it’s survival for me.”


    Her last words hit Nora like a truck. She immediately remembered what she was here for. She was there to understand how this hell worked, and hear the stories of its victims, not to compete with them over a dick.


    “Survival?” she repeated. “Aren’t you being too melodramatic?” She continued to stroke Marcel’s still hard organ with one hand, without thinking.


    “Melodramatic? Not at all. If I fail as a woman, what good am I? If I cannot serve and satisfy men, I’m useless. A burden on society. Waste of resources. Such women are quickly replaced, discarded.”


    “Is that what a Pussianan woman is?” the other asked.


    “That’s a what a woman is, period” Melody replied. “All pussied things are meant to be dicked.”


    “What a silly sentence,” Nora chuckled. It was highly unprofessional of her to respond like that, but she was very drunk, and this certainly wasn’t a proper interview. “If you’re pussied, you’re dicked!” She repeated mockingly, and laughed again.


    “That’s from the book” Melody responded with a frown. “You cannot make fun of the book.”


    “The book? Ah, that stupid collection of pamphlets that clown Marteau wrote, right?”


    Melody bit her lips and backed away slightly. Her already blushing cheeks turned blood red. She took a deep breath and tried to remain calm.


    The way Melody made herself smaller as a defense mechanism was something special to observe. Nora chuckled at the other’s reaction again, but she decided not to poke the scared girl any further.


    “He is still erect,” she said as she kept stroking Marcel’s steely rod. “I don’t know how… Perhaps we gave him a lasting wet dream?” She got up, turned around and slowly sat on his organ. Marcel’s cock slowly disappeared into her pussy until she decided to stop half-way. “He has a really big one doesn’t he? I cannot fit it all. Never could.”


    Melody nodded. “You can take it all anally,” she said after a while. “Our secondary fuckholes are made to accommodate the bigger ones.”


    “Secondary fuckhole? You mean your butthole?” Nora giggled, uncharacteristically.


    “Well, yeah,” the other replied.


    “The primary is the pussy, right? That makes the mouth the tertiary, I guess.”


    “Yes, the face pussy,” Melody said in a matter-of-fact manner. She didn’t understand what was so funny about the proper names of their fuckholes.


    Nora was now fucking Marcel’s dick with a slow pace. She couldn’t believe how good it felt, and how cum-thirsty her pussy still was after all she’d done with Maya just minutes ago.


    “I’m not a big fan of letting men use my ‘secondary fuckhole,’ but I enjoy this,” she moaned. This very hole is meant for cocks, for sure.”


    Melody didn’t say anything, but Nora could see in her pretty eyes that she was silently judging her. For the blonde, Nora was basically a barbarian without manners. She simply wasn’t shutting up, she kept interrupting her man, and she wasn’t falling on her knees every time Marcel had an erection.


    “Maybe I should, more often,” thought Nora to herself, “fall on my knees whenever he gets a boner. I obviously need practice and have to work on my endurance.” She chuckled again. Melody ignored her. Pleasure was building between her legs, and Marcel was beginning to respond to the sways of her bottom.
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    She didn’t care about his reactions this time. All she needed was his hard dick, which continued to defy the laws of physics and biology. She kept fucking her unconscious partner for a long time, and soon, sure enough, she reached another powerful climax. Then she pulled his still hard penis out of her well-fucked vagina and fell next to the big guy, fully drained.


    The last thing she saw before passing out was Melody silently taking her place on Marcel’s cock.
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    The three waited silently in front of the hotel until the car the ministry sent arrived. Neither Nora nor Marcel wanted to talk about what happened the previous night. Their memories were blurry and patchy, but they remembered enough to feel bad about it.


    Nora kept sneaking glances at their blonde guide to see her expression. The girl looked perfectly calm and proper as usual. She stood with perfect posture in her revealing but tasteful two piece suit, wearing a light make-up that made her look young and innocent. She didn’t have a single hair out of place.


    The Saharan journalist tried to recall if Melody drank as much as they did last night. Did she even touch her glass of the strange Chattelandaise sparkling wine? Nora’s attention had been hijacked by the brunette waitress who served them the entire night, so she hadn’t paid any attention to what Melody did. She was sure of one thing, the blonde was totally sober when they had that crazy cock-sucking competition. Nora shook her head when the memory resurfaced. She looked down with embarrassment.


    After a few more awkward minutes, the black SUV pulled in front of the hotel and picked the travelers up. “Today we are going to a ‘The Fisted’ recruitment event” said Melody, after looking at the schedule the driver handed her. “It starts in an hour.”


    “The Fisted? What’s that,” asked Nora. She remembered reading the word somewhere, but she was drawing a blank at the moment.


    “It’s the youth organization of the Fist and Arrow Party,” said Marcel. “For youngsters from 18 to 20, I believe.”


    “The Fisted is the youth organization for girls only” Melody quickly corrected. “The boys are called The Young Arrows.”


    “Oh, yes. But they are basically part of the same thing, right? The book I read said…”


    “It’s a bit complicated,” smiled Melody. “They have different indoctrination classes and activities, but they spend a lot of time together at camps. You know, they share dorms and such. Every Young Arrow is given a Fisted to serve him.”


    “What? Like a sex slave?” Nora asked.


    “Yes… I mean… no,” Melody replied. “They aren’t utilized sexually, of course. Well… I mean, they aren’t penetrated. Most of them are virgins.” She paused for a second. “But they serve the boys they are assigned to in every other way. They carry their stuff, cook for them, do their laundry, stuff like that.”


    “Were you a member?” asked Nora, intrigued. Her brain cells were finally waking from their drunken stupor.


    “No,” replied Melody, visibly embarrassed. “The Fisted is an elite organization. Mostly the daughters of party members and the wealthy join… I was just a poor farm girl with no prospects. I was raised to be sold as cattle. It’s basically a miracle I could find work as a sexretary.”


    “How did you end up here?” asked Marcel. He seemed more interested in Melody’s story than in this fascistic organization that turned young people into obedient soldiers of androcracy.


    Melody smiled and turned to Marcel to reply, but Nora interrupted her before she opened her mouth. “Ms Svinina can tell us all about her own journey when it’s time to visit the Harvest Festival. Now I’d like to hear more about these Fisted and the young assholes.”


    “Young Arrows,” corrected Melody, looking frustrated.


    “Whatever. Earlier, you emphasized that they were ‘not penetrated.’ That sounds oddly specific.”


    “Well, the boys aren’t allowed to deflower them,” Melody replied. “The organization wouldn’t allow anything that lowers the girls’ market value, of course.”


    “How considerate of them,” commented Nora with an eyeroll, “But how can you hand a subservient girl to teenage boy with raging hormones and expect him to keep his hands to himself?”


    “I guess they wouldn’t keep their hands to themselves,” Melody shook her shoulders. “They certainly would take full advantage of the situation.”


    “So penetration isn’t allowed, but everything else is. Is that right?”


    “I guess.” Melody was getting more and more uncomfortable with this line of questioning. She actually had no idea what really happened in the camps. “I guess the girls have to serve the boys if they want them to.”


    “Like… Undress for them?”


    “No, they are not allowed to wear clothes anyway.”


    “They aren’t allowed clothes? Are you saying that these young girls walk around naked and do whatever these boys say, all day, every day?


    “Yes,” replied Melody. She wasn’t sure why Nora was so surprised. “Nothing untoward I’m sure. Puppy training, blowjobs, rimjobs, stuff like that.”


    “Blowjobs?” Nora exclaimed. “You just said no penetration?”


    “Of course they have to suck the boys’ cocks,” the other responded. “They are girls.” She was getting a little angry now. What was this uncultured foreigner trying to imply? Was she acting obtuse on purpose? Was this a journalistic technique to aggravate her and make her blurt out stuff?
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    A short, uncomfortable silence followed. The Saharans looked at each other with incredulous eyes. Melody understood that her answers were unacceptable for the tourists, but she resisted the urge to explain these traditions further. She knew little about the camps anyway. Her information was mostly based on TV shows and second hand accounts.


    At the risk of annoying the temperamental brunette further, Melody examined her indignant face longer than usual. Nora’s overreaction to the information about young girls giving blowjobs made perfect sense to the young sexretary. The way she had performed on Marcel’s giant member last night was mediocre at best. This foreigner obviously didn’t suck enough cocks when she needed to. It was a shame, Melody thought. Nora’s full lips were made for that, and she had proved to be a quick-learner too. She could have been great if she had let her stupid ego go and embraced her natural purpose as a woman. So far, she didn’t impress Melody much as a journalist, but the blonde could see the Saharan’s potential as a highly desirable fuckmeat had she received proper training.


    “Sooo,” asked Marcel, “are we going to one of those camps?” He looked uncomfortable. Melody immediately felt bad. Was she the cause? She didn’t care if she made Nora feel angry or uneasy, but she never wanted to cause any discomfort to the big guy.


    “No, this is just a recruitment event,” Melody said after taking a quick look at the schedule she held. “You’d need a special permit to go to a youth camp. Frankly, I think it is easier for you to access the BFA headquarters.”


    “Well,” Nora raised her hands and pointed to the schedule. “I definitely want to do both. Please relay my official request to your boss.”


    “Of course,” Melody smiled. She could already picture Director Holm laughing his ass off in response.


    Nora stared into Melody’s eyes for a second and turned her head to look out of the window. The driver was taking them through that one ornate street built to impress firstcomers.


    “You said we have an hour, right?”


    Melody nodded.


    “Can we grab a coffee before we head there?”


    Melody turned to the driver to check, and nodded again. “Of course,” she smiled “ what would you like?”


    “Just coffee.”


    “We have a lot of options,” said Melody proudly, “There is a Cafe La Poufiasse at the corner.”


    “I rather not,” replied Marcel and turned to Nora to explain. “All furniture are made of naked slavegirls in that chain.”


    “What about that one?” asked Nora without even thinking about what Marcel said, and pointed to a popular looking shop.


    “Hot Momma’s? Sure, that’s the best place to rape pregnant women,” said Melody. “They always have fresh milk too. Right from the tap.” The tourists looked at each other for a moment, and quickly rejected the idea.


    “Isn’t there a coffee shop that sells just coffee?” asked Marcel. “Without all the… um… rape? You know, like the hotel restaurant. What did the girl say? No-sex establishment.”


    Nora moved in her seat at the mention of “the girl.” She felt a tingle between her legs and a sudden urge to see Maya again.


    “Sure,” replied their blonde guide and said something to the driver. “I thought you wanted to see how regular Pussianans lived, that’s all.” The vehicle slowed down and stopped in front of a small coffee shop. They got out of the car.


    “Wow!” exclaimed Nora. “It looks totally normal. Actually, it looks exactly like my favorite coffee joint back home.” She smiled and pointed to the big structure next to it. “ Of course, my favorite coffee shop doesn’t have a giant statue of a naked slavegirl next to it.
 Melody looked at the 4-storey-high statue of a beautiful young woman and shrugged. “Ah, yes. That’s the Girl-Mart. All of their stores have one of these by the entrance.”
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    “Girl-mart, huh? We have to get in there and see what’s going on.”


    A wave of excitement and curiosity enveloped Nora’s body. It was another uniquely Pussianan thing she kept hearing about, but she was never able to visualize in her mind’s eye. A supermarket chain selling females and female use equipment? Bigger ones even had in-house training facilities and evaluation/pricing services.


    “This isn’t part of today’s program,” Melody frowned and looked down at her clipboard. “And you already have a store tour scheduled for Monday. So I think-”


    “A low level manager giving us a boring, 5-minute, completely-sanitized, well-rehearsed tour? I prefer to go in there and experience it myself.” Without waiting for Melody’s response, Nora turned around and started to walk towards the big gate placed between the long legs of the giant slavegirl statue.


    “Wait! You just can’t…”


    The blonde wanted to rush and stop the Saharan beauty, but Marcel grabbed her by the shoulder and embraced her gently before she could move. “Relax, Melody,” he whispered. “I’m sure it won’t be a problem if she looks around the place for a few minutes, right?”


    Melody knew that she was supposed to stop Nora, but she couldn’t move. Her will was immediately broken at the giant’s soft touch. She felt like melting in his strong arms. “Holt will have my butt flayed for this,” she thought to herself, with the hint of a carefree smile twinkling at the corner of her mouth.


    While her partner pacified their blonde handler, Nora was already through the sliding doors.


    “Welcome to the Girl-Mart, Miss!”


    Nora turned and saw a beautiful young girl on her knees looking at her with her big green eyes. Half a second after their eyes met, she smiled coyly and lowered her eyes in a respectful manner. Then she straightened her arms that were restrained behind her back, and pushed her chest forward. Her big round tits stretched the cheap looking ribbon that held them, and jiggled in a very sexy way.


    Nora froze for a moment as this blatant attempt of seduction unfolded in front of her eyes. It was not subtle at all, and she would be laughing at such behavior under normal circumstances… but for some inexplicable reason she was mesmerized by the girl’s well-choreographed move.


    “Can this cunt help you find anything, Miss?”


    Once again, the utterance of the word “cunt” hit Nora like a punch in the gut. The last time she had heard a female call herself that had been at the Ministry. That young sexretary who had recently been enslaved had used it to introduce herself… and of course there had been the slavecop she’d briefly talked to. Both those women had used the term in a very matter-of-fact manner, like they were describing the roles they had been assigned. This girl, on the other hand, used it so naturally, like she was born with it. As if it was her essence.


    She wanted to hear that magical internalization once again. “Will you repeat that?”


    “Can this cunt help you find anything, Miss?”


    There it was. Nora knew nothing about this extremely beautiful young girl, except that she was a cunt. She had no doubt about it.


    “I’m not looking for anything specific,” she replied. “Just browsing.”


    “Ah!” exclaimed the girl with an even wider smile, “have fun, Miss. Please remember, the slaves with pink tags are cunny-trained. Our guide-slaves can help you further.”


    The girl continued to smile at Nora for a few more seconds, then turned to the next customer. “Welcome to the Girl-Mart, master!”


    Nora turned around and started to walk toward the aisles. Behind the turnstiles, she could see cascading rows of bound women stretching far and wide. The bland shopping mall-style music wasn’t able to fully suppress the cacophony of moans, sobs, and screams emanating from the mostly-reluctant and miserable stock of the store. Nora continued to walk towards the nearest turnstile with her jaw wide open. Her rational mind and her hormones were already engaged in a fierce battle.


    She paused in front of the turnstile, not knowing exactly what to do. After a second of indecision, she took another step forward. The metal bar rotated with a click and pulled her into the store.


    “Can this worthless cunt help you find anything, Miss?” asked another kneeling slavegirl waiting at the entrance. “Are you looking for something for the special man in your life?”


    “For the special man in my life?” she repeated with a semi-sarcastic question mark at the end.”


    “Yes,” the girl smiled. “You must be here to buy pain or pleasure tools for your man to use on you. Would you like this cunt to show you the way?”


    “Ah! Tools, yes. Of course, I can’t buy a girl or anything… I’m a woman, after all.”


    The girl smiled but didn’t reply. She wasn’t sure if she was able to read the tone of this unusual customer.


    “Okay, why the hell not!” said Nora after thinking for a second. “What’s your name, sweetheart?”


    “This cunt is called Softbuns, Miss,” replied the brown-haired girl with a widening smile. Two cute dimples appeared on her pale, pinkish cheeks. She always felt flattered whenever a customer asked her name. Also, nobody called her “sweetheart.”


    “Softbuns, eh?” Nora resisted the urge to chuckle. “Very well. Go on, Softbuns, lead the way. You aren’t tied, are you?”


    The girl unjoined her hands at her back and placed them on her knees. “No, Miss. Guide slaves aren’t restrained while on duty, of course. We should be able to bitchwalk.” She leaned forward and put her palms on the floor.


    “Will you be crawling around?” asked Nora, seeing the girl ready on all fours.


    “Of course, Miss,” she replied. “Is this cunt correct to assume that this is your first time in our store?”


    “This is my first time in your country,” Nora smiled. “I’m a journalist, here to make a documentary about Pussiana.”


    This sudden revelation stopped the slavegirl in her tracks. Her beautiful pale visage contorted with confusion as she awkwardly tried to find the appropriate response. This was a completely off-script situation for her. This woman was the first foreign freewoman she had ever seen.


    “That’s right, I don’t have any horns,” chuckled Nora, in an attempt to pull the befuddled girl out of her shocked state.


    “But… Why would you come here?” the girl asked, her trembling voice disappearing into a whisper.


    “Like I said. I’m filming a documentary. Don’t worry, I have all the necessary permits from the Ministry.”


    “Softbuns immediately corrected her posture when she heard the word ‘Ministry.’ “How interesting,” she smiled, “this cunt will assist you in every way she can, of course.”


    “You can relax,” said Nora. “I’m not filming this. My cameraman isn’t here. Our conversation is off-the-record, okay?”


    The girl stared at Nora trying to maintain her smile, but said nothing in response.


    “Alright, let’s go, I guess.”


    Softbuns nodded and started to crawl towards the closest aisle. Nora froze for a moment, and watched the beautiful slave’s perfectly round butt dance in front of her. Then she followed her like being pulled by a magical force.


    Soon her attention was swayed by the beautiful young women on either side of the wide aisle. Some of them were locked in heavy duty cages, while some were shackled to the walls with weak-looking chains. Majority of them were either completely or partially naked, but there were a lot of beauties still neatly wrapped in some sort of clothing. Nora wondered if there was any method to this madness.


    “Why are some of them still clothed?” she asked naively.


    “They weren’t cock-tested yet,” replied the girl. “This is the lightly-used sluts section. Customers are allowed to take these items to rape-booths and try their holes.”


    “Of course, silly me” said Nora, “But not the virgins, I assume. It seems virginity still means something in this country.”


    “Certainly not,” said her brown-haired guide, choosing to ignore the snide comment. “If you deflower ‘em, you buy ‘em.”


    “If you deflower, you buy,” repeated Nora with a bitter smile and looked around at the junction. Before she entered this place, she had imagined a few hundred girls inside, huddled in a big cage or something. Perhaps like a terrible pet shop, but with human females instead.


    The reality was much more shocking than that. This store was not dirty, or particularly dungeon-like. It was practically undistinguishable from a normal department store. The only difference was the items on sale. Rows upon rows of beautiful women filled the shelves, categorized by age, hair color, skin tone, profession, and level of training.


    They continued to advance until a strangely familiar image drew Nora’s attention. She stopped in front of a kneeling dark skinned young woman in an ornate wicker cage. Her wrists and ankles were bound with rough thick ropes, and her slender neck was locked in an unforgiving heavy leather posture collar. Her beautiful naked body was completely immobilized in the most uncomfortable position. As is this wasn’t enough, a thick metal bar was inserted in her mouth and secured by leather straps behind her neck, making it impossible for her to make a peep.


    Nora looked down to read the label on the cage and her eyebrows immediately twisted into a surprised frown.


    The plastic strip read “Whoreharlot (21) - Sub-Saharan Confederacy.”


    “What the fuck!”
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    Softbuns quickly turned around and rushed to Nora’s side to provide assistance. “How can this cunt help, Miss?” she asked.


    “There is a Saharan woman here,” Nora yelled. “How can this be?”


    Softbuns looked in confusion. “Yes, Miss,” she nodded, “As you can see, this is the international section. Imported fuckmeat from all around the world, and…”


    “Fuckmeat? This woman is from my country, and we don’t have female slavery. Matter of fact, we are staunchly anti-slavery!”


    Softbuns smiled briefly, assuming the customer was now joking, or playing a prank on her. An anti-slavery country? The notion was utterly ridiculous. However, Nora’s indignation wasn’t fake at all. Perhaps she wasn’t kidding?


    “This cunt doesn’t understand,” the slave continued after a few seconds of ambivalence. “Would you like to learn more about this item?


    “Yes! Yes I do!”


    The slave guide leaned forward to read the label below the cage and returned with a smile. “Item KF5467 Whoreharlot is part of our special Fall collection,” she explained. “This item was kidnapped from Bikira region by poachers just a week ago. She is a 21 year-old untrained virgin, only lightly raped in the ass and the mouth. 5300 bucks. It’s quite-”


    “Lightly-raped in the ass?” Nora yelled. Her face was about to explode.


    “Well, probably the poachers shared her as a fucktoy on the way here,” Softbuns guessed. Men have needs, after all.


    Nora tried to contain her burning rage as she raised her eyes to look into her bound compatriot’s. The gagged young woman was looking back with wide tearful eyes. She reminded Nora of herself. The slave was several years her junior, but she looked a lot like her. Same height, same size, similar facial features. She was even from her home province. It was entirely reasonable to think Nora could have been in this predicament instead of her.


    Nora of course knew illegal slave poaching in their region existed, but it was sporadic and statistically insignificant. She certainly never thought she’d come across a victim of it.


    But these she was, looking back at her with pleading eyes.


    “I want you to take her out of there,” she said to the slave guide.


    “Take her out? but… why?”


    “You said customers can… try them, right?”


    “Yes, but… this item doesn’t have a pink tag.”


    “What does that mean?”


    “We aren’t allowed to let female customers to play with items without a pink tag. She doesn’t have cunny training, you see?” Softbuns put her finger on the label and moved it along the explanation. “She has no training at all. Makes sense, since she was kidnapped from a backwards…” She stopped when Nora’s frown turned into a demonic scowl.


    “Just tell me, sweetheart,” thundered Nora after taking a deep breath to calm herself, “what the hell do I have to do to take this poor girl out of there?”


    ***


    Melody knew that their daily schedule was ruined already. They certainly wouldn’t be able to make it to the recruitment event in time. She’d definitely be punished for that, but she didn’t care. Thanks to that unruly bitch woman who never listened to reason, Melody was able to find the opportunity to be in her happy place again: Kneeling between Marcel’s muscled legs, dutifully sucking his huge member.


    After Nora had run into the slave store, Marcel had dragged the frustrated sexretary to the cafe and bought her a cup of cappuccino. One thing had led to another, and now she was slurping down his cum again. How tasty, warm, and filling it was. It had such beautiful consistency and aroma… It was definitely a lot different than the watered-down stuff her male colleagues kept feeding her.


    She knew well that Marcel was initially trying to keep her from running after Nora, but he didn’t really need to let her suck his cock for that. He enjoyed it a lot, Melody was sure of that. The man enjoyed Melody’s blowjobs a lot, perhaps even her companionship in general.


    Melody felt a strange connection developing between her and the giant Saharan. Marcel was the most attractive man she had ever met. He was strong, but he didn’t use that strength to crush women. To the contrary, he had used it to protect her on a couple occasions. He had a mighty cock, but he used it to please and feed her, instead of tormenting her with it. The blonde was delightfully surprised every time he fucked her. Each rape was better than the previous.


    And the blowjobs… Ah, the blowjobs! Melody was addicted. She loved the smell, the shape, the size, the taste, the way it moved, throbbed and ejaculated. It was the greatest thing in the world. She dreamed about it while asleep, she lusted after it during the day. At the beginning, for some reason, the giant had been too shy to use her willing mouth to relieve himself. But thankfully he had started to understand what Melody was there for. He no longer held himself back, especially when his bitchy companion wasn’t around.


    When they’d finished their cappuccinos 15 minutes ago, Melody had decided to test her theory. The opportunity had presented itself in the form of a noticeable erection in his pants. This time, the blonde hadn’t said anything or sought permission. She had simply gone down on her knees, unzipped his pants, and taken his rock-hard cock in her warm, eager mouth. Without even looking at his face, she’d started to lick and suck softly. The only response she had received had been light panting and shivers of pleasure. It had been there and then Melody had known. Marcel liked her.


    She relieved him twice and drank it all. She didn’t seek permission for those either. She felt like they had an unspoken agreement between them. He was a giving man, and he wanted to feed her his cum. He was that generous. Melody was grateful.
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    “Thank you, Melody,” said Marcel as she swallowed the last load in her mouth and stood up.


    “It’s my great pleasure, Mr Nguvu,” beamed the blonde. “Would you like to fuck me properly? I mean, while we wait for Ms-”


    “Marcel!”


    The two turned around to see Nora rushing towards them. Her face was bright red with rage. Her entire body was shivering.


    “Marcel!” she yelled again, “come on, we have to go inside. I need you to buy me a slavegirl!”
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    “Such a striking resemblance,” said Melody as she examined the heavily bound Saharan woman in the cage closely. “Are you sure you’re not related?”


    “You know what, it’s not entirely impossible.” Nora’s voice was trembling with rage. “This slave says she was taken from Bikira. My family migrated from there only a couple of generations ago.” She then turned to Marcel, who was visibly confused and disturbed by this unexpected situation.


    “I understand why you’re mad, and I agree with you wholeheartedly… but honestly, I don’t know what we can do here,” said the big man, when he finally saw Nora’s piercing stare.


    “What do you mean?” snapped the journalist, “We have to take her out of there. Free her. Don’t you see? She is a kidnapped Saharan!”


    “A banded woman cannot be freed,” blurted Melody, but Nora’s crazy gaze shut her up before she could add “except if she’s a Slavecop.”


    “Then we’ll buy her!” yelled Nora. “We’ll take her back. Pussianan slavery laws mean jack shit back home.”


    “You’ll need a permit to take her out of the country. And I don’t think you’ll be issued one, given your… um… unorthodox opinions on female utilization.” Melody took half a step towards Marcel as she spoke, as if she was trying to escape Nora’s explosive wrath radius. The big man would certainly protect her if the hysterical bitch tried to attack her or something. “Also, you’re foreigners from an anti-slavery country, so…”


    “So, it is true,” said the guide slavegirl who had been respectfully sitting on her heels the entire time. “There are anti-slavery countries?”


    “Pre-slavery,” Melody corrected herself, and took another half step towards Marcel. Thankfully, Nora was too deep in thought to notice the last exchange between the Pussianan girls.


    “Doesn’t matter. We should buy her anyway,” she mumbled. “We can’t leave her here like this. We should give her food, clothes…”


    “Nora, sweetheart,” interrupted Marcel, “even we were allowed to buy this woman, we simply don’t have the resources. Her tag says 5300 bucks. That’s more than half of our entire budget for the expedition. We cannot…”


    “What else can we do?” despondently asked Nora, standing at the threshold of a serious breakdown. She took out her water bottle and took a big gulp to calm herself down. She felt hot and intense. Once again, she was falling into the grip of an unusually heightened emotion. This wasn’t normal for her. She was known for her cold-blooded control in much much much worse situations. “I just want to take her out of there first. After that…”


    “This cunt can take her out of the cage if the Master wants to give her a test rape,” Softbuns suggested innocently. She had been trying to find an opportunity to be helpful. This unusually tense situation was making her more and more nervous. She had little to no idea what the big deal was, but she wanted it resolved as soon as possible. Talking to foreigners was fascinating at first, but now she wanted to get away from these weird people as soon as she could.


    “Yes, we will do that!” said Nora. “Take her out. My friend here will rape-test her.”


    This time Marcel threw his hands up in the air. “Nora! Will you listen to yourself!”


    “I’m afraid we can’t let you do that!”


    All heads turned to the man in a dark blue suit walking towards them. He was a middle-aged tall man with a well trimmed bushy moustache. His athletic build and posture betrayed a long career in the armed forces. He certainly wasn’t an ordinary store manager. Marcel was very familiar with the type. He quickly placed himself between the man and his female companions in a not so subtle way.


    The man stopped and smiled to the giant cameraman. “Some customers reported a disturbance in this section,” he started, as he casually examined everybody in the group one by one. “I hope I can help sort out the problem. I’m Toby Micheals. I’m a store manager here.”


    “Give me a break!” Nora yelled and took another sip from her water bottle. “You’re not a store manager. You are obviously ex-military.” She was about to go on, but Marcel gestured her to calm down.


    Micheals shot a fake smile at Nora and turned to Marcel again. “Your female isn’t wrong. I used to be a sergeant in the army, but I am a store manager now.”


    “My female,” Marcel interrupted, “is rarely wrong. And I agree with her.” He pointed to the woman in the cage. “She is outraged, because she came across one of our citizens among your stock. She was apparently kidnapped and smuggled here.”


    The man raised his right hand and waved dismissively. “I assure you, Mr Nguvu. All items in this store are ethically sourced. We have a fair price policy and always pay the vendors above market averages.”


    “I never told you my name,” replied Marcel.


    This gave the man a pause, but it was impossible to see any confusion on his mask-like face. “Yes,” he restarted after a long hesitation, “someone from the Ministry informed us about your visit and asked us to offer you all the assistance we can.”


    Both Marcel and Nora turned to Melody. The blonde looked as confused as they were. “Wasn’t me,” she stammered.


    Marcel no longer had any doubts. This man was obviously an agent tasked with following them around and making sure that they stuck to the plan. Nothing unusual to see in an authoritarian regime that had lots to hide from meddling strangers’ unwanted gaze. Marcel met a lot of these bastards during their travel, of course. The safe response was to ignore and stay away. He decided not to poke the bear any more.


    “Fine,” he replied. “We welcome your kind offer to assist. We need that woman taken out from the cage. I will… um… test her.”


    “I’m afraid we cannot help you in that particular matter, sir,” the man declined. “A regrettable oversight. This item was sold to an online customer earlier. Apparently our employees forgot to remove it from the display area.”


    “Bulshit!” Nora yelled and launched toward the man. Marcel quickly caught the out-of control woman and restrained her with a tight embrace.


    The man’s only response to this weak assault attempt was a raised eyebrow. “Let me warn the females in your party against such hysterical outbursts,” he said coldly. “Committing violent acts against male citizens will end in immediate enslavement, or even death, depending on severity.”


    “We apologize,” Marcel replied as calmly as possible. “I’m sure she’ll be back to her jovial self once she has her morning coffee.”


    At this point, two burly store employees arrived and swiftly carted away the unfortunate Saharan in the cage. Nora wanted to react, but Marcel’s steely grip made it impossible for her to move.


    “So, is that it?” Marcel asked with a cold voice. He wanted to punch the man hard, but of course, that would be the stupidest thing to do in this situation.


    “Yes, please enjoy the rest of your stay,” the man replied with the fakest smile possible. He turned to leave, but then stopped like he remembered something.


    “Ah! One last thing. The call we received had one more detail. It’s about a Ms. Svinina.”


    Melody’s eyes opened wide at the mention of her name. “Yes Sir?”


    “A director Holm, your boss, I assume, requested an emergency correction to be administered on you, Svinina. Of course, our establishment highly values our relationship with the state and fully cooperates with official requests. We will discipline you according to the instructions. Follow me to the flogging parlor.”


    Melody froze for a couple of seconds. Her pleading big blue eyes searched for Marcel’s for a moment, but she knew that the giant Saharan couldn’t do anything about this. She already knew that her failure to stop Nora was going to put her in hot water. She just hadn’t expected it would be so quick and in this highly unusual manner. Apparently Holm wanted to nip the problem in the bud, and give the tourists a good lesson.


    “What the hell is this? You are going to beat this girl up, on behalf of the Ministry?”


    “Yes, Mr Nguvu,” Michaels smiled. “It is rather out of the ordinary, but certainly not unheard of. We have the facilities and the experienced disciplinary personnel, after all.”


    “Torturers!”


    “A regrettable misnomer,” protested the man. “Professional female trainers.”


    Melody bowed her head down and started to walk after the man. This time it was Marcel who looked like he was about to launch at Micheals.


    “Careful, Mr Nguvu,” the man warned. “As I understand it, Ms. Svinina is in trouble because of your female’s irresponsible behavior. You don’t want to make her punishment even worse, do you?”


    He turned and walked away, with Melody dragging her feet behind.


    Marcel froze where he stood with Nora in his arms looking for the best course of action, then decided to follow their poor guide. He was to stay in a safe distance and hope for the best. He understood well that he was powerless to influence the situation at the moment. Anything he’d do would probably make matters worse for the poor sexretary.


    When he caught a glimpse of the desperation in Melody’s eyes, he felt like he was punched in the gut. He also felt a tiny bit of anger… towards Nora. There was no denying it. Sweet fragile Melody was going to be flogged mercilessly because Nora couldn’t stick to the schedule. Sometime she was too much to handle. Why did she always have to be so stubborn?


    The group eventually found its way to a colonnade in the middle of the store. It was basically an enclosed aisle with two lines of faux-marble columns with rusty metal chains and rough ropes loosely wrapped around them. Stripped bodies of a number of beautiful women were shackled to some of them, getting ruthlessly whipped by store employees and customers.


    “Looks like all the trainers are occupied,” said Micheals. “No problem. I’ll administer the flogging myself.”


    “Yes Sir, thank you Sir,” Melody replied timidly.


    “Undress.”


    “Yes Sir.”


    Melody dutifully began unbuttoning her two piece suit, while Micheals took his own jacket off, folded it neatly, and placed it on the table with the whips and floggers. When he started rolling up his shirt sleeves, the blonde was already standing next to a vacant column, completely naked except for her high heels.


    Micheals turned around and started to look through the floggers and whips laid out on the table. Once freed of his oppressive cold gaze, Melody raised her eyes and quickly scanned her surroundings. Before her turned around with his selection, her eyes caught a lot of disturbing images that doubled her terror. Bloodied, bruised, striped backs, butts, and tits of beautiful young women, and a million versions of lustful cruelty on the men’s faces. The space was filled with blood-curdling screams and sobs.


    Micheals’s choice of weapon was a black leather flogger. It wasn’t the worst he could pick, but it wasn’t the best either. He approached Melody, grabbed a fistful of her hair to drag her towards the column, then pushed the girl onto the faux marble.


    “Raise your hands!” he commanded. She swiftly obeyed. He reached up and shackled her wrists one by one. Then he pulled on the chains to check if they held firm. “Turn around.” he ordered again.
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    Melody sighed quietly and turned around. The beating hadn’t started yet, but her wrists were already hurting like hell.


    “You’ll receive 20 lashes on your back, and 20 more on your buttocks. It you fail to count properly, I’ll start from the beginning. For each hit you fail to clearly verbalize your gratitude for, you’ll receive an extra lash on your tits. Do you understand the rules, Svinina?”


    “Yes Sir, thank you Sir,” Melody replied, with tears gushing out of her eyes. She had received floggings many times, but she could never get used to them. The last moments before the first lash were always the worst. The wait was simply terrifying.


    “Very well,” the man said coldly and and took a few steps back. “Count with gratitude.”


    “Yes Sir,”


    Melody held her breath and braced for impact. A couple of seconds passed before she heard the whistle of the leather flogger cutting through air. Her muscles flared, and she went deaf to the cacophony of screams and groans of the whipped women around her.


    Then she felt a red hot searing burn. Leather stripes ruthlessly sliced her bare back like a thousand daggers, leaving a throbbing pain across her pink flesh. Another wave of tears gushed out of her tightly closed eyes and soaked her cheeks.


    She took a deep breath, gathered her strength and yelled.


    “One! Thank you, Sir!”
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    “Twenty! thank you, Sir!”


    As soon as he heard Melody’s last pained scream, Marcel stepped into the flogging area and rushed towards the sexretary. The poor thing was barely standing, propped up by the chains, smooth pale skin of her back striped with vicious looking red and purple welts.


    He passed several bound naked women who were still receiving violent floggings and canings. He barely noticed them. His only thought was reaching the young blonde before she fell down.


    He caught her broken slender body half a second after Michaels removed her shackles. She wobbled on her tiptoes and collapsed into Marcel’s big arms. She saw him coming at the last moment, and a coy smile appeared on her tear-soaked angelic face. It used up her remaining energy. She passed out and her head fell onto Marcel’s muscled chest.


    The two men exchanged a silent glare before Marcel picked Melody up and carried her out of the flagellarium. Nora also received a dose of her friend’s scowl as he passed her by. He clearly blamed her for Melody’s suffering.


    She sighed and quietly followed him out of the store. Marcel was very protective of the young blonde sexretary. Perhaps too protective.
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    He carried the girl to the black SUV and gently laid her down on the back seat. “We have to take her to a hospital,” he said to the driver who held the door open.


    The man threw a glance at the bruised naked body of the girl and shook his shoulder indifferently. “Hospital? What for? There is an FV right over there.”


    Marcel looked at the nondescript three-story building across the Girl-Mart the driver was pointing at. The faded sign above it read “Fem-Vet: Quick Female Recovery and Restoration.”


    “Fine,” he sighed. “I guess they would know how to deal with such injuries.” He knew from his previous research that fem-vets were technicians who put incapacitated women back in service as quickly as possible. He grabbed the unconscious girl and rushed towards the clinic that specializes in female maintenance and rehabilitation.


    Once again, Nora followed him without saying anything, but she remembered to pick up a couple of small body cameras from the car.


    The fem-vet clinic was located above a whip dealership. The irony would have made Nora grin any other day, but she wasn’t in the mood at the moment. She wasn’t particularly fond of Melody of course, but just like Marcel, she blamed herself for the poor girl’s current predicament. The ex-military guy who personally administered the punishment was perfectly clear about the cause. It was Nora’s blatant disregard of the Ministry-approved schedule.


    A lower-grade slave in her mid-twenties greeted them at the door and showed them to the waiting room. Marcel refused to drop Melody in the “patient chute” and chose to cradle her in his arms as they waited.


    After a long and uneasy silence, Nora finally found the courage to talk to her companion, who refused to look at her since the flogging. “You know, they’re using her to discipline us,” she said quietly. “You care about her. I can see that. They can see that too.” She paused to see how Marcel would react. “I always admired your instinct to protect the weak against bullies of all kinds. You want to shield her from harm. But as you can see, it’s impossible to do in this fucked-up country.”


    “It’s a lot easier than saving a slave from Girl-Mart,” said Marcel, sarcastically. “Just stick to a damn schedule and nobody gets flogged to the last inch of their lives.”


    Nora resisted her natural urge to react to that jab. “I won’t apologize for my outrage,” she said, “but I regret the way I lost my cool. I don’t know what happened. You know me. I rarely go bonkers like that.”


    Marcel nodded and peeked at the bruised body in his arms. Melody looked as bruised and broken as the day before, right after he blacked out and raped her violently. “I have lost my cool a few times too,” he said. “It’s the Pussiana effect. It’s real.”


    “They will continue to use your affection for her against us, you know,” continued Nora. “Perhaps we should send her back and request a replacem…”


    “No! She stays.”


    The receptionist-slash-nurse slave arrived to let them know the fem-vet was ready to receive them. Marcel stood up and carried Melody to the recovery room. He placed her body on the bed and took a step back.


    “What a beauty,” said the mustachioed stocky man in the white coat. The crooked plastic name-tag pinned to his chest pocket read FV J. R. Harris. He didn’t strike the Saharan as a medical professional at all. Were FVs real doctors? He wasn’t sure. This guy looked more like a cartoon villain from the old comics Marcel read as a child.


    “Such a shame,” the man shook his head. He scanned Melody’s face with a small electronic gadget and waited for the face-recognition software retrieve her file from the Registry. “A Ministry sexretary?” he exclaimed in surprise and looked at Marcel. “They definitely have better fuckmeat restoration facilities than our humble operation. Why on earth did you bring this tasty piece of ass here?”


    “It was closer,” replied Marcel, with a frown.


    The man looked at the Saharan’s face for a while. “You’re not from around here, are you, big guy? Your accent is… sorta exotic.”


    “No,” he replied.


    “A tourist, eh? I see a lot of tourists around here these days. All flock to our fine city to sample our world-famous sluts and cunts. To play with their world famous boobs and pussies.” He put his hands on Melody’s big tits and gave them a shake, then he pinched her nipples and pulled them up. Marcel’s muscles constricted with sudden anger.


    “Well, she’s definitely out cold,” the fem-vet commented, and let the girl’s nipples go. “You really did a number on this little harlot. Did you rape her unconscious? Was she responsive when you started to beat her?”


    “I didn’t do this to her,” hissed Marcel. This fucking asshole was starting to get on his nerves.


    “Relax, I’m not pointing any fingers,” the man waved. “I’ll just put ‘casual gangrape’ on the report. No need to name names.” His hands moved to the girl’s crotch area this time. He started to tug and play with no apparent purpose.


    “I told you,” said Marcel, “I didn’t do this to her. Will she be okay?”
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    The man scanned the girl’s naked body from tip to toe one last time and shrugged. “Yes. She doesn’t appear to be heavily utilized very recently. Just a discipline flogging, it seems. She must be a well-trained whore. There are no bruises on her tits. Means she counted and thanked properly. I’ll apply some cream and she’ll be fuckable again in less than an hour. Actually, I can inject her with the good stuff and wake her up if you don’t want to wait. She’ll be in pain for a while, but you’ll be able to use her holes without any…”


    “I can wait,” Marcel interrupted. “Make sure she is comfortable.”


    The man raised his brushy eyebrows and threw his palms in the air in an overly-theatrical manner. “Alright, I get it. She’s not just a fucktoy. I’ll take care of it, big guy. Come back in an hour to pick up your… er… girlfriend?”


    Marcel looked at the man with a threatening frown and left the room without saying anything.


    A few minutes later the two journalists found themselves sipping coffee next to the Girl-Mart. Behind Marcel stood the four-story tall slavegirl statue, with deep sorrow frozen on her giant face. They looked at each other for a moment and smiled bitterly. Their situation was utterly surreal.


    “You cannot take her back with us.” said Nora, her gaze wandering around the statue’s impossibly idealized body. Marcel didn’t say anything. “You cannot save her from enslavement either. You told me yourself. The statistics…”


    “I know,” Marcel interrupted and paused for a long moment. Then he cleared his throat and continued: “I’ve been thinking… I have some money. Just enough to pay for her next two freedom permits. And if she saves enough, she could stay free until her early thirties.


    Nora scoffed. “You’ll give your life savings to a girl you’ve known for a few days? And just to keep her ‘free’ for a few extra years.” She took a sip from her coffee with her eyes fixed at the slave-band around the statue’s neck. “You really don’t understand, do you? The word ‘free’ has no meaning here. These women are all in a giant, inescapable prison. Neckband or not. Even the males.” She pointed to the constant stream of men climbing the stairs that lead to the Girl-Mart. “They are all addicts. If you take away their precious fucktoys, the entire country would implode within a day.”


    “And that’s why,” Nora continued, “they would never let you take away their toys. Not the big-titted greeter-slave in that store, and not the free-for-now blonde sexretary you took a liking to. They all belong to them.


    Marcel shrugged with deep sadness in his eyes. He knew that Nora was right. She was always right.


    The rest of the wait was eventless. Neither had much to say. When the hour was up Marcel jumped to his feet and hurried towards the fem-vet without waiting for Nora. She sighed again and followed him.


    “Your female is in the recovery room four, sir,” the slave-nurse informed. “She is conscious, cleaned and refreshed. Ready for utilization whenever you like.”


    “Thank you,” said the big man and launched towards the direction nurse pointed at. Nora followed.


    As they entered the room, the fem-vet moved aside to reveal the beautiful patient behind him. Melody was sitting on the bed, still entirely naked and a bit flushed, but now her pretty face was glowing, radiating some kind of energy.


    “Marcel!” she exclaimed with the biggest smile he had ever seen. She ignored Nora completely and jumped on the man. It was probably the first time she ever used his first name. He liked the way she said it. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled herself up, then wrapped her legs around his waist.


    “Please! Fuck me, Marcel! Crush me like a bug! Just like yesterday.”


    Before Marcel could say anything, Melody pushed him towards the recovery bed and dropped to her knees in front of him. She unzipped his pants frantically and shoved his semi-erect dick in her mouth. Then she started to suck his cock as if nobody else was in the room.


    The FV laughed aloud at the the gentle giant’s stunned expression. “It’s the rejuvenation cocktail,” he said, and turned to Nora. “It contains a couple of very potent ‘girlheater’ drugs. Much stronger than what you’re used to. She’ll be all over him for an hour or two.”


    He picked up his equipment and checked his watch. “You can have the room for another twenty minutes if you like. I charged the Ministry for it anyway. As a state femployee, she has full rape insurance.” He paused to look at the naked beauty on her knees again. “A wonderful little slut, but a little too handsy for my taste. There are a few restraints in that drawer if you want to keep her under control.” He winked and walked out of the room.


    It was a scene to behold. Melody’s pretty head was bobbing on the big man’s now-fully-erect member like a crazed woodpecker. She was simply out of control. Marcel seemed as surprised as Nora by the unusual manner with which the sexretary blowed him, but he didn’t complain.


    Nora rolled her eyes and followed the fem-vet. The man didn’t notice her until he opened the door to his office.


    “Couldn’t get in there, eh?” he winked. “Yeah, she won’t be willing to share that cock with anyone for a while. But don’t worry, she’ll calm down in a bit. Give it 15 minutes and you might be able to lick that big boy without losing your tongue.” He grinned mischievously and sat down.


    “So, how can I help you, young lady?” he then asked, as he leaned back in his squeaky office chair.


    Nora walked in and stood in front of the wall of diplomas. Then she turned to the man with a cutesy smile on her face. “I have a lot of questions, doc,” she said in a little girl voice. “Maybe you could start by telling me about these “girlheater drugs” you mentioned back there.”
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    “I want to serve you. I want to please you forever.”


    Melody continued to mumble the same words as she sucked Marcel’s cock, again and again. She had been blowing him like a cum-thirsty whore for the last 8-9 minutes. Marcel had already ejaculated once in her mouth, but that barely slowed her down. She had quickly swallowed everything and continued to fellate him as hard as before.


    She stopped only to catch her breath every now and then and returned to her task as quickly as possible.


    “I want to be your slut, your cunt, your harlot, your fucktoy!”
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    It was too hard to bear for the Saharan. He felt another climax approaching. He didn’t want to cum again before returning the favor. He grabbed the girl by her hair and pulled her head back. His cock popped out of her mouth with a loud slurping sound. The poor thing struggled to shove it back in her throat but Marcel had something else in mind. He lifted the slender blonde up and held her over his steel-hard cock for a moment.


    “Yes, please!” she screamed with desire, “Impale me with it! Rip me apart!”


    He smiled and pulled the girl onto his organ, buried it in her swollen wet pussy and started to fuck her like crazy.


    He continued to fuck the girl as if she was an inanimate cocksleeve, not unlike the way he had the day before, roughly, violently, with no regard for her safety. She didn’t mind. To the contrary, she egged him on.


    “Rape me! Tear me! Crush me! Destroy my cunt! Ruin my holes!”


    A click was heard. Nora put the remote on the desk and walked towards the screen. She put her finger on the frozen image of Melody being impaled on Marcel’s cock, begging for more.


    “There. Look at her face… then look at your face.”


    “We look good,” smiled Marcel. “Actually, I look extremely good. Perhaps I can change careers and do this instead.” He winked. “Why did you film us with that body-cam, anyway? You dirty pervert!”


    “Stop messing around,” said Nora with a serious face. “I placed the camera in order to secretly film the fem-vet. But the ugly bastard left too early because you two started to copulate like animals.” She drew a big circle around the sexy image on the screen. “Do you think these are the faces of normal people? Do you even remember this happening?”


    “Now that you mention it, I barely remember it,” replied Marcel. “I mean, I remember doing all this… with Melody. But yes, this is much more intense than I remember.”


    “That’s because you were both under the influence of drugs,” said Nora and put her finger on Melody’s pretty button nose. “The fem-vet gave her what he called ‘girl-heaters,’ some kind of hyper-aphrodisiac, a rape drug. He told us that in the recovery room, remember?”


    Marcel made a face. He didn’t remember much after the point the blonde had jumped on him and started to suck him.


    “The doctor told me that different kinds of girlheaters are used to keep females ‘fuckable and compliant,’” continued Nora. “Fem-vets administer them all the time, he said. He used some to rejuvenate the sexretary, make her fuckable again as quickly as possible.” She paused and moved her finger across the screen and stopped on Marcel’s contorted face. “But it doesn’t explain your reaction, does it?”


    “You think I somehow ingested some kind of a rape drug too?” asked Marcel. His mind went back to the way he had roughed Melody up the day before. His memory of that one was rather blurry too.


    “I think they have been drugging us right from the start, from the very moment we set foot in this fucking place,” said Nora. “Think back to all the times we acted weirdly, lost control, got very angry, or excited, or aroused.”


    Marcel nodded. She had a point. “ Wait. What about you? Why doesn’t it affect you like it affects me?”


    “It does,” replied the girl, with a tinge of embarrassment in her voice. “Last night, after you left. I fucked that cute waitress. Again and again. I remember some of it.” Her finger moved back to Melody’s lips on the screen. “I probably had a similar expression on my face throughout.”


    “What are we going to do?” asked Marcel after a brief contemplation. “I think it’s in the bottled water,” replied Nora. “We’ll drink tap water for a while. See if we turn back to normal.” Marcel nodded.


    “I think that champagne was drugged too. I’ll go downstairs and talk to that waitress. Perhaps she knows something about it.”


    “Or perhaps she was the one who drugged us,” said Marcel. “She was quite a character. Maybe she is one of our clandestine ‘guardian angels,’ like that ex-military asshole at Girl-Mart?”


    Nora pursed her lips. She really hoped that Maya was innocent. She liked her a lot.


    She wanted to fuck her again.


    “Perhaps,” she said. “I’ll be careful.” She smiled and walked out of the suite.


    Marcel waited for Nora’s footsteps to disappear in the distance and picked the remote up. He paused for a moment with his gaze fixed on Melody’s lust-filled blue eyes. Then he pressed the play button.


    “Ravage me! Violate me! Rape me!” screamed the girl as Marcel slid her tight body up and down his giant member. Her beautiful face was lit with pleasure. It was an expression of pure ecstasy. Marcel smiled.


    This wasn’t real? It looked real enough to him. Whatever the reason was, the pleasure on that gorgeous visage was as real as it could be. Melody’s intense screams and moans went on and on. It was music to his ears.


    This animalistic copulation was quite arousing. He was impressed with his own performance and endurance too. But this wasn’t the part he wanted to see again. He hit the fast forward button until the very end, right before the moment he ejaculated in the girl for the last time. He pressed play.


    The couple on the screen was fucking in much slower pace now. They were exhausted, and maybe the effect of the drugs were subsided too. They no longer looked like crazed animals. Extremely passionate humans, perhaps.


    Marcel on the screen was holding the young blonde by her slim waist, moving her up and down. Her arms were around his neck. She kept giving him little kisses all around his face and neck, blowing whimpers and moans into his ear. “I’m going to cum,” she whispered softly, “please-please-please let me cum again, master.”
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    Did she say “master?” Marcel paused the video and backtracked a few seconds. Then pressed play. “Please let me cum, Marcel,” pleaded the girl. He replayed again. “Please let me cum, mastel,” was what he heard this time. Perhaps the audio was playing tricks on his ears?


    He decided that it wasn’t that important anyway. He let it play on. Screen Marcel picked up the pace, slowly let her pleasure to build, and finally gave her one last orgasm. It was a powerful, long lasting one. Once her body stopped shaking, she tightened her embrace around his neck and gave him along, passionate kiss. Then she put her lips next to his ear and whispered.


    “I love you, master.”
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    Nora’s heart started to pound as the elevator descended to the lobby. Her ears were throbbing by the time the doors opened to reveal the ornate entrance of the Virgo, the restaurant Maya worked at.


    She felt like a newborn foal when she stepped out of the cabin. She took a moment to find her balance. She was extremely self conscious of her posture. Did she suddenly forget how to walk?


    She nervously snickered at her own clumsiness. She felt like a high-school girl again, who was excited to see her crush. Back then it was Kito, the neighbor’s dreamy son. Now, it was this strange petite waitress who floated like an angel in her pointy leather boots.


    She entered the restaurant and scanned the floor. She didn’t see her. “Is Maya here?” she asked the blonde girl at the bar. Before the girl could answer, she felt a tap on her shoulder. She turned to find the mischievous smile that enthralled her the night before.


    “Missed me, sweet puss?”


    Normally, such and outrageous pet name would enrage the journalist. She coyly smiled instead.


    “I have a couple of questions for you,” she said quietly, trying to hide her bubbling lust for the waitress. “Do you have a few minutes?”


    Maya smiled and gestured towards the closest table. “For you, sure. I was going to take a jillin’ break anyway.”


    They sat down next to each other. Maya instantly pressed her body onto hers and put her hand on her leg. “I was hoping to see you again, sweet puss,” she said as her hand moved to Nora’s inner thigh and made its way to her crotch. Nora jumped a little when the waitress’s fingers made contact with her labia over her pants.


    [image: ]


    Nora felt a strong impulse to give in to the brunette’s advances and enjoy some girl-on-girl intimacy, but she had to resist the urge. After all, she still didn’t know if this attractive creature was an agent of the state or not. She grabbed the girl’s wrist as gently as she could and pushed it away from her genitals. Maya made a cutesy pout to signal her frustration but did not look really upset at the rejection.


    The journalist cleared her throat. What was the best way to interrogate this minx? She wasn’t able to decide on a method. The girl’s flagrance was making her dizzy. Perhaps the direct approach was the best, under these circumstances?


    “Last night, before we had all that fun…” She paused and looked into the waitress’s big beautiful eyes. “Did you drug us? Did you slip some kind of aphrodisiac in our drinks?”


    “Of course.”


    Nora’s next word froze in her wide open mouth. “Of co-… Did you say ‘of course?’ You understood the question, right?”


    “Yes, I gave you aphrodisiacs. You ordered two bottles of them, actually. That Chattelandaise wine, Le Jus de Vierges, is a good one.” She stopped and examined Nora’s stunned face. “You didn’t know? I thought…”


    “The wine had drugs in it?” Nora asked incredulously.


    “Mild ones. Gets you wet for sure.” She raised her hand and caressed Nora’s left cheek lovingly. “And it got you wet and sweet alright. You tasted so good. I can’t wait to lick you up again.”


    Nora looked on, trying to remember the events of the night prior. Did they pick the wine themselves, or…


    “You didn’t know,” Maya chuckled. “Of course! You sweet innocent child!” She reached for the menu on the table and opened it in front of the stunned Saharan. “Look at this list. You probably see nothing but a restaurant menu, but I see a pharmaceutical catalogue. All these items have some kind of aphrodisiac in them. Especially the drinks. It’s a well-known secret. Everybody knows that.” She chuckled again. “Well, everybody except clueless tourists, apparently.”


    Nora finally managed to close her mouth and picked up the menu to examine it closely. “These drugs… do they work like ‘girl-heaters?’ Are they mind-altering, black-out inducing drugs? Can they turn one into a sex-crazed maniac? Did they turn me into a sex-crazed maniac last night?”


    “Like a girl-heater? No, nothing compared to the good stuff an FV can prescribe, of course.” Her smile faded. “I see. You think I drugged you to rape you,” she said after a pause. “And I thought you liked me. You kept staring at my cute bottom all night, so I…”


    “I like you,” replied Nora reflexively. “I did stare at your cute bottom the entire time. But you see, I wasn’t myself last night. I was… I don’t know how to put it… heightened? Out of control, without inhibitions. I never felt like that before.. that kind of urge… There was nothing but the need to have sex. It was all I could think about. It was unnatural.”


    “Sounds like girl-heaters alright,” commented the waitress. “Can’t be the wine, but you probably had strong girl-heaters in your system.”


    “You think?”


    Maya looked around nervously and stood up. “Will you follow me to the raperoom?”


    “Oh? I… don’t think it’s a good time to…”


    “Come ooon! Nobody can hear you moaning in the raperoom, sweetheart,” interrupted Maya, and winked. “It’s sound-proof.”


    Nora nodded and followed the waitress to their dirty little love nest. The mood was entirely different this time, but she couldn’t help but feel a tingle between her legs when she entered the small room designed to rape women in. Maya locked the door and leaned on the metal bed.


    “You realize that there is a guy following you?”


    “What?”


    “A guy, out there. In a dark blue sweater, round glasses, athletic. He walked in after you a few minutes ago. He was here last night too.”


    Nora shook her head. She had no idea.


    “I’d have dismissed it as a coincidence… But with your drugs story… He could have been another resident of the hotel, of course, but I‘m almost positive he follows you.”


    She paused and leaned towards Nora. “Who are you? Someone important?”


    “I’m a journalist,” Nora answered. “Yes, I’m kinda well-known around the world, but certainly not in this isolated prison of a country. Didn’t I tell you last night? We’re here to make a documentary about the Androcratic regime.”


    “Of course, last night, the blonde girl who sat with you… She’s a government sexretary.”


    Nora nodded. “She’s from the Ministry of Propaganda. She’s our guide.”


    “She is a spy,” Maya corrected. “Not like the blue-sweater-guy with the round glasses, but she’s a spy too. Perhaps the person who drugged you is closer than you think?”


    ***


    Marcel finally stopped playing the ending of the video repeatedly and dropped the remote on the commode. He didn’t know what to think or feel. Everywhere he looked he saw Melody’s angelic face. She was the only thing he could think about. Only thing he wanted to see, touch, embrace, fuck.


    Nora’s theory about the mind-altering drugs was convincing enough and fit their symptoms perfectly. He had little doubt that they had been under the influence of strange chemicals. It explained why and how he acted the way he did. The animalistic rough sex, fuzzy-patchy memories, black-outs… He was drugged alright.


    But why was Melody stuck in his mind right now? He was certainly sober, calm, in full control of his rational mind. Despite all that, the only thing he wanted was to go check on the blonde sexretary, to make sure she was alright.


    He stood up and paced back and forth nervously for a few minutes, trying to find something else to do. He reached for the door knob and pulled his hand back a couple of times. Finally, he decided that there was no real reason to avoid the poor girl. Nora was downstairs, looking for answers, he could do his own investigation here. On the third try, he grabbed the knob and turned.


    He crossed the corridor and knocked on Melody’s door. It immediately opened, revealing the beautiful young woman on the other side. Marcel’s brain cells flared at the sight of her bright eyes and beautiful shy smile. She was in a short blue dress that accentuated her slender neck and impressive chest. It was another formal sexretary outfit: Not too skimpy with easy access.


    “Mr Nguvu,” she chirped. It sounded like a scream of joy.


    “You called me Marcel at the Fem-Vet,” said the man. “I liked it. Call me Marcel, will you?”


    “I’m not sure if I should…” She stopped and looked into his eyes. “Yes, of course, as you wish… Marcel.”


    He smiled, walked in and closed the door. “I was worried,” he started. “Once again, I must apologize. I think I was too rough at the Fem-Vet. I don’t…”


    “There is nothing to apologize,” she interrupted with the brightest smile he had ever seen. “You’re so strange. You keep giving me wonderful orgasms, making me the happiest girl in the country, in the world… Then you apologize as if you hurt me or something.”


    “But I did hurt you,” said the man. “Perhaps not a lot while we were making love, but before that, at the slave-market.”


    “Nonsense! That wasn’t your fault at all. To the contrary, you tried to protect me, save me. I was in incredible pain while you carried me to the FV, but I wouldn’t mind living that again and again as long as you held me the way you did. I was in heaven.”


    She took a step forward and pressed her big round boobs against his muscled chest, then raised her head to look into his eyes. Her shy gaze hit him like a magic spell and made his head spin.


    “Ms Jasiri isn’t here?” she asked. Marcel nodded. “And you wanted see me?” He nodded again.


    “Fuck me?” she whispered.


    This made Marcel wake up from his trance and remember what he came for. “I have a few questions for you, Melody.”


    “You can ask me anything,” she replied, beaming. She grabbed his shirt and started to pull it up. Marcel hesitated for a moment but didn’t try to stop her.


    “What is your mission?” Marcel asked. “Why did they assign you to us?”


    “My mission,” started Melody as she took his shirt off and threw it on the floor, “is to help you. Show you around…” She started kiss his bare chest. “To comfort you. To help you relax.” Her hands moved down, quickly unbuckled his belt, and then started to pull his pants down.


    “What about reporting back to Director Holm about our activities?”


    “Yes, that too,” replied the girl, unfazed. “I report back to the department regularly about our schedule.” She grabbed his butt with both her hands and gave his pants a final push. They dropped down to his ankles.


    “Like a spy?”


    “Like a sexretary,” chuckled the girl and dropped to her knees. “Like a good, obedient sexretary.” She held his semi-erect cock and started to rub it with her left hand, while giving it soft licks around the tip.


    “Is that… all you do?” asked Marcel, trying to resist the charms of this unbelievably attractive young woman and her skilled tongue.


    “Of course not. When you guys dismiss me, I come here and sit on my bed. I can’t sleep, I can’t do anything. I stare at the door and wait… dreaming… hoping that you’d call me for something, anything… wishing you’d come… Come and take me. Drag me to the bed, slam me to the wall, throw me on the table… Then ravage me like the little fucktoy I am. Crush me with these big hands, squeeze the life out of me with your strong arms, destroy me with this mighty cock!”


    She finished her monologue and took his now-fully engorged member in her mouth, ravenously. Without breaking eye-contact, she started to suck him like it was her sole purpose, her only reason of existence.


    Marcel groaned and held his breath. No matter how many times he felt this beauty’s lips on his penis, she was always able to surprise him with her skill. Every blowjob she gave was different, fresh, and mind-bogglingly pleasurable. Was she the best cocksucker in the world, or was he enjoying her head because he had feelings for her?


    He had one last question to ask, but he decided to wait until she was done. It felt too good to stop.


    “You like this, Marcel?”
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    He nodded. She was now doing something very different, something he never experienced before. “This is called ‘the shuttle,’” she explained. She moved in further between his legs and arched her beautiful body like a cat. She sucked his cock with short bursts, between which her tongue moved down his shaft, licked his perineum, and rimmed him very quickly and loudly. She perfectly knew how, when, and where to lick. Her technique was perfect.


    “You’re perfect,” groaned the big man.


    “You are the perfect one,” she replied with a sloppy smile and continued to suck him like a wild cat.


    She didn’t have to work long. Few moments later, the big hunk of muscles began to shake and exploded in her warm mouth like a geyser. When the inevitable moment arrived, she grabbed his buttocks tightly and shoved the throbbing rod deep into her throat to catch everything he unloaded. Once she swallowed everything in her mouth and licked off a few runaway drops, she finally let him pull out of her. Then, as if she wasn’t fully satisfied, she continued to land little pecks around his groin.


    “Thank you,” said Marcel with a breathy voice.


    “Thank you for letting me serve you, Master.”


    Marcel stopped and took a step back. “Did you call me master?”


    Melody’s face changed with embarrassment. “I’m sorry. It’s… I shouldn’t have done that… Just a slip of the tongue. I had been… fantasizing… you know. It’s nothing. Please, just forget about it.” She sat on her heels and bowed her head down in shame.


    The big man crouched down and put his finger under the young woman’s chin to lift her head up.


    “You know that I’m not here to save you, don’t you? I can’t, even if I-… I just can’t.”


    “I know,” sniffled Melody. “Please, let’s forget it. It was just a mistake, like I said.”


    Marcel held her hand and helped her to her feet. Then he pulled her to his chest and embraced her. Melody wrapped her hands around him and took a deep breath. She was in her happy place again.


    “Tell me about this fantasy,” asked Marcel, “what do you dream about?”


    “You,” replied the girl without thinking, then took a long moment to search for words. “All girls dream the same dream. A good master. A loving master, perhaps a husband. Someone who’d not rape and beat you too hard. That’s the best a girl can hope for.” She stopped to kiss his chest. “But since the moment I met you… I have been dreaming about you, and only you. Nobody, nothing else. I don’t even care if you love me or not, beat me or not. It’s… so strange. I just want to be close to you. Serve you in every way… as a guide sexretary, a fucktoy, a punching bag, a doormat, anything.”


    She stopped again and sighed. “I know it’s an impossible dream. You already have a woman. Even you didn’t, you wouldn’t want a well-used common slut like me. And more importantly, you aren’t a citizen. You aren’t allowed to keep a Pussianan female anyway.”


    “Nora isn’t my woman,” said the big guy and pressed the girl onto his chest further.


    “I’m nobody’s woman.”


    Marcel turned back and saw Nora standing at the doorway, calmly watching the duo.


    “Nora? How long have you been standing there?”


    “Long enough,” replied the woman. Marcel didn’t detect any anger in her voice, which felt unusual. “I heard the dream talk and all that. Speaking of dreams, do you know what I learned a few minutes ago? I learned that tens of thousands of men from around the world apply for citizenship in Pussiana every year. The Pussianan dream, we can call it, eh? They come here hoping to join the lucky elite. Every man in Pussiana has his own harem, they believe. They are salivating at the prospect of owning their own fucktoys. Gorgeous, obedient, eager to please girls.”


    She walked around the couple who were frozen in an awkward embrace. “But it is not easy to become a citizen, you know. After all, the glorious state of Pussiana isn’t keen to share its limited cunt reserves with the riff-raff of the world. Not everyone can become citizens. There is a high-bar… and a steep price. You need to bring some useful skills, experience, some kind of value.”


    She stopped in front of Melody and brushed her blonde curls with her left hand. “Most importantly, you need to bring a high-value female as payment.”


    “Tell me, Melody,” she asked with a stern voice this time. “Am I that payment?”
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    “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” stammered Melody, tightening her arms around the big man’s muscled body defensively. That barely noticeable move triggered a frown on Nora’s stern face. She grabbed a clump of her golden curls and violently pulled the secretary away from her companion’s chest.


    “Put on your clothes, Marce,” Nora said with her piercing gaze fixed at the blonde’s widened blue eyes. “We are taking her for a walk.”


    “What are you talking about? Let her go. You’re hurting her.”


    “Not yet,” the reporter said as she put her free hand on the big guy’s chest to calm him down. “She’s used to this treatment anyway. She’s a loyal servant of the regime, the glorious and unassailable Androcratic Republic of Pussiana.” Then she pulled the girl onto her chest and embraced her from behind, almost like a constrictor python.


    Marcel quickly put his clothes back on, with a nervous expression on his face. He was confused and worried about the way Nora manhandled the sexretary, but he always trusted his colleague’s instincts. Nora had a sharp mind and a magical nose to sniff out traps and moles.


    “Where are we going?” he asked with a worried voice.


    “Oh, just some place with better… acoustics,” replied Nora as she pointed her finger upwards and waved it around the room. “The girl at the bar recommended a place down the street with big sound-proof playrooms. You see, I want to hear Melody’s screams of pleasure, but I don’t want to disturb our neighbors here.”


    “We… should inform the Ministry if we are going to leave the hotel,” complained Melody. She was visibly distressed by the situation, but she wasn’t putting up any resistance at all.


    “We aren’t going too far,” sweetheart,” replied Nora and gave the girl a peck on her cheek. “And I’m sure someone will let them know anyway.”


    Nobody spoke on the way out. Only Nora seemed to have a rough idea about what was going to happen next. Marcel trusted her and followed her quietly even though he had tens of questions. Melody, who looked uncharacteristically bewildered and nervous, dragged her feet between the two Saharans. As they left the hotel Nora noticed the guy in the blue sweater Maya was talking about. This time she was able to see the military posture under his inconspicuous clothes.


    They walked down the street and saw their destination around the corner. It was a 5-story building covered with tasteless explicit depictions of female abuse. The badly-illuminated sign above the main gate read “Viol8.”


    “What the hell is this place, Nora? Looks rather… tacky, to say the least.”


    “Absolutely hideous,” chuckled Nora, without weakening her stern expression, “but comes highly recommended. This is a short-term hotel chain where you can rent themed rooms to use and abuse women. Apparently a very popular first-date spot for young people.” She turned to Melody and put her hand around her shoulder. “What did you do on your first date, little spy?”


    “Please, don’t call me that. I’m not a spy.” The blonde looked at both Saharans pleadingly. “Believe me. I’m just doing my job. Showing you around, assisting you…”


    “Pulling our leash. Reporting our steps.”


    “That’s… That’s not spying. That’s simply…”


    “Shut up!” ordered Nora. “We’ll continue in there.” They entered the building and walked towards the reception desk. The lobby looked as tacky as the facade of the building. As usual, a young pretty slavegirl greeted them with a perfect smile. The only thing she wore was a wide tit-band with her servonym inscribed on it, not unlike the Girl-Mart greeter slave had on.


    “Welcome to Viol8, master. How can this cunt serve you today?”


    “We want a room with full torture gear… Cumscum” Nora replied with an authoritative voice. She barely held a chuckle when she red the girl’s servonym. The girl’s perfect smile faltered with confusion for a millisecond when one of the women addressed her instead of the big guy. She turned to Nora deferentially, but kept looking at the man of the group with the corner of her eye.


    “What kind of a theme you-“


    “Do you have a medieval torture room?” asked the journalist and turned to an alarmed Melody with an ominous grin. “You know, garrottes, stretching beds, fire irons, all kinds of rusty, pointy things. Oh, and whips… Lots of whips. Nasty ones.”


    “Certainly,” the girl smiled and pressed a few buttons. “The Inquisition room is the third one on the left. I activated it. You can now open it with your credit card.”


    “Thank you,” Nora beamed back, mockingly mirroring the girl’s fake smile. “We don’t want to be disturbed for at least an hour. I want perfect isolation. It’s perfectly sound proof, I’m told?”


    “Of course,” the girl replied. “It’s basically a vault with a timer-door. Once you are in, the door cannot be opened unless you unlock it from the inside.”


    “Can we film it?” asked Nora this time.


    “Yes, if you like. We have rental cameras available.” She sidestepped to let them see the equipment behind her.


    “Perfect!” Nora turned to Marcel with satisfaction on her face. “Could you pick up one of those cameras for me, Marce?”


    Her expression made the big guy a bit nervous. She was acting rather unusual since the moment she caught them in Melody’s room. He expected her to be angrier, but the woman looked quite calm except for the mild frown she wore to intimidate Melody. He turned to Cumscum and pointed to one of the recording devices on the shelf. “I’d like that RRC6 over there. And two extra data sticks.


    “Yes, master. Right away.” Cumscum’s smile widened. She was more comfortable taking orders from the superior gender. She never knew exactly how to act when women addressed her.


    He picked the equipment up, paid the hourly fee, and walked towards the room she pointed at, but he couldn’t see Nora or Melody. Perhaps they went ahead and entered the room already?


    He arrived and knocked on the door, but nobody answered. He knocked again, then again. Still no response. Frustrated, he started to bang on it. “Nora, open the fucking door!”


    The ruckus he made was eventually interrupted by two men who appeared from nowhere. They were even bigger than him.


    “Sir, you can’t be doing this here. We’ll have to ask you to calm down and leave the premises. All rooms on this floor are sealed for the next hour.”


    ***


    “She wasn’t exaggerating” commented Nora, “it really is silent in here. I can’t hear anything but your heartbeat, little spy.” She pushed the nervous secretary towards the center where a small wooden table stood under a dim light. When they arrived, a fireplace at the far side lit up and illuminated the room with a warm yellow-orange glow. A few torches around the room also came alive in sequence, revealing the faux-brick walls and stone floor.


    “Wow!” exclaimed the reporter, sarcastically. “It’s like we traveled in time and found ourselves in a dungeon in medieval Furcia.” She picked up the iron shackles lying on the table and locked Melody’s slender wrists in them. The blonde seemed reluctant, but complied without protest.


    “I don’t know why you’re doing this,” she said, while the other shackled her ankles. “I told you. Whatever you think I did, I really didn’t. This must be a misunderstanding. I’m not a spy. I’m just a-”


    “A sexretary, I know,” Nora interrupted. “A sexretary who regularly drugs us. Trying to seduce Marcel at every opportunity, and creating conflict… Trying to turn us against each other.”


    “What? No!” cried out the girl. “I didn’t do any of that. I… I… I like Mr Nguvu a lot, Yes… He’s so kind to me. He abuses me so considerately and gently. But I never intended to…”


    Nora smiled and turned around to scan the torture equipment scattered around the room. While the decor looked fake and tacky, the equipment looked terrifyingly real. “Ah! She chuckled. “They actually do have a garrotte here. It’s rather different than the ones I’ve seen in books, but…


    She walked around the heavy wooden chair and pushed it towards Melody. The scary looking device moved with a monstrous screech and stopped right next to the girl standing with widened eyes.


    “Are you really going through with this?… Are you seriously going to torture me?”


    Nora didn’t reply. She pursed her lips ambiguously and started to unbutton the blonde’s dress.


    “This… this is just silly,” continued the girl. “You don’t have to do any of this. I’ll answer all your questions honestly, I promise.”


    Nora smiled. “I know you would, eventually. But I want to do this too. You know, for fun?” She decided that enough buttons were undone and pulled the sexretary’s dress down. It fell down to her ankles, revealing her gorgeous, youthful body in its full glory. The reporter took a step back and scanned the blonde beauty from head to toe. “Wow! Just wow! I have to admit, you are something. Every time I see a Pussianan chick in the nude, I’m simply flabbergasted. What kind of genetic manipulation could-”


    “You like me, huh?”


    “Don’t you interrupt me, little seductress,” yelled Nora and slapped Melody across the face really hard. The blonde, shocked by the unexpected physical assault, stumbled backwards and fell on the wooden torture equipment. Before she could understand what was happening, Nora walked around and wrapped a leather strap around her neck. She wanted to stand back up, but Nora quickly tightened the strap before she could even move. The back of her head hit the wooden beam. She let out a pained scream.
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    “I don’t know if you heard about this ingenious device,” said Nora and crouched next to the girl. Melody shook her head. The straps bit into the the delicate skin of her slender neck. “It’s simple really. When you turn the lever at the back, the strap around the victim’s neck tightens. Slowly. Until she can no longer breathe. Until she passes out, or dies.”


    “You are crazy,” Melody groaned. “Mr Nguvu will never let yo-… Where is- Where is he?”


    “Oh! He won’t be joining us for the rest of the night, sweetheart,” Nora grinned. “It’ll be just us, alone.”


    “Melody’s eyes gone even wider with shock. “You… You locked him out deliberately! You tricked him?”


    “Well, I guess you can say that,” said the Saharan woman, “He’s probably banging on the door right now. There is no way to know in this perfectly sound-proof space, eh?”


    A sudden feeling of doom hit the blonde secretary. She was truly terrified now. Was this foreign bitch crazy enough to torture a free Pussianan citizen?


    “I have a lot of questions for you, little spy,” Nora said. She threw her leg over Melody’s trembling body and sat on her thighs facing her. She leaned in and gave the girl a soft kiss on the lips. “I have talked to hundreds of people as a journalist. I have to confess, I rarely find myself this close to my interviewees.” She chuckled and caressed her captive’s blushing cheek on which she landed a hard slap earlier. “To be honest, none were as pretty and sexy as you are. Not even close.”


    She leaned in for another smooch. Melody instinctively parted her full lips and returned the kiss, but she gasped when the strap unexpectedly tightened again. “Please,” she begged with a breathless whisper, “Stop!”


    Nora let go of the lever. The strap gave a little, letting Melody exhale again. She leaned back to look into her captive’ pretty blue eyes. “What was your orders? What did that asshole Holm told you to do?”


    “I was told to escort… help you… assist you. I swear,” Melody stammered rapidly.


    Nora made a face to signal her disbelief. Her hands were now casually exploring the blonde’s defenseless naked body. She grazed her stomach, moved up to cup her big tits from below, and bounced them up and down as if she was weighing them in scales. “Were you ordered to seduce Marcel?”


    Melody opened her mouth but didn’t say anything. Her hesitance made Nora look into the girl’s eyes again. “Were you ordered to seduce Marcel?” she repeated with a sterner voice.”


    Melody bit her lower lip and then nodded. “Yes. I was… I was encouraged to… gain his sympathy.”


    Nora leaned back, with a visible relief of vindication. “There. Now I believe you. You are a very good liar, Melody. Best I’ve ever seen. I guess it makes sense. Girls have to hone that skill to survive here.” Her left hand let go of Melody’s tit and started to descend towards her crotch. Melody held her breath when Nora’s fingers reached her clit and slipped into her wet hole without hesitation. A quiet moan escaped her strained throat.


    “I’ll reward you when you be a good girl, Melody,” the Saharan whispered in the girl’s ear and started to move her fingers to make her point. “But if you lie to me again…” She reached for the garrotte’s handle with her other hand and tapped on it threateningly. I can render you breathless either way. It’s your choice.”


    Melody moaned and nodded.


    Nora slightly increased pressure on the girl on both ends. “Now tell me. Have you been spiking our drinks, food? Have you been slipping us some kind of mind-altering drug to make us mor-“


    “No!” hissed the girl frantically. “I never… Please. I have no idea about that… But I…”


    “But you?” asked Nora, and turned the lever a little further for extra motivation.


    “I was told to report if… when you acted weird… in an unusual way. I thought… It thought they meant like… weird like a stranger… A foreigner who doesn’t understand our ways, and…”


    Nora let the lever go again. Melody coughed and took a deep breath. But this time, she almost regretted the loosening of the strap. Her asphyxiated brain was overwhelmed by Nora’s assault on her clit and labia. “Perhaps,” started the Saharan as she continued to fingerfuck the blonde faster and deeper after getting another piece of truth out of her, “perhaps they were trying to adjust the dose. We aren’t citizens of Pussiana. We weren’t raised with this sex-craze stuff. They couldn’t estimate their effects on us. Didn’t know what amount would cause what.”


    Melody nodded along as Nora speculated, but she weren’t really paying much attention. She was slowly inching towards a type of climax she never experienced before.


    “Do they have listening devices in our rooms?” asked Nora, “Hidden cameras?” She tightened the garrotte again. This time it squeezed out a moan of ecstasy out of Melody’s throat. “No… I mean… I don’t know,” she moaned.


    Nora could clearly see the effects of her efforts on her captive’s face. She increased the pressure again. Melody, now almost half-conscious, found herself at the brink of a mind-wiping orgasm. “What about my theory?” asked Nora, carefully pacing her attack on the sexretary’s fuckhole. “Is the Ministry trying to entrap me with such a convoluted plan? Were you ‘encouraged’ to push Marcel to a bid for citizenship?”


    Melody continued to moan and whimper like an idiot for a while. She was willing to answer, but she was too overwhelmed to do so. Nora cleverly slowed down to pull her back just enough.


    “Nooo… please!” Melody begged between lustful moans, “I don’t … oooh!….I don’t know… I received… oooh… no such orders.”


    Nora thought for a second and jumped to her feet. Melody let out a scream of frustration when her tormentor’s fingers left her suddenly. She instinctively tried to trap Nora’s hand with her thighs, but failed to act in time. The Saharan was already a couple steps away when she managed to open her eyes.


    “That makes sense. I guess they wouldn’t trust a lowly woman with their grand plan anyway,” Nora continued to speculate as she walked around the shaking naked body of the shackled blonde. “Still, it fits.” She turned back and approached her captive again. She stood facing her, with her crotch area in Melody’s face. This time, however, she didn’t sit down.


    “Knowingly or not, you have been working against us,” she said, looking down at the blonde’s big blue eyes. “I will give you a chance to redeem yourself, little spy.” She pulled her pants down to reveal her shaven, pretty womanhood. Its intoxicating fragrance hit Melody right in the face and immediately took over her oxygen-deprived brain.


    “Lick!”


    Even though she was initially shackled and stuck in a medieval torture device against her will, Melody didn’t need much convincing this time. As soon as Nora pressed her beautiful vulva on her face, she stuck out her talented tongue and started to lick it with enthusiasm. Neither she nor Nora expected to find themselves in this very situation only an hour ago, but both were surprised by how pleasurable it was.
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    “I hate this country with every fiber of my being,” groaned Nora as the blonde’s tongue started to make her vibrate with pleasure. “It represents the lowest point of human civilization. The absolute lowest. You people have no class, no dignity, no humor, no spark of intelligence…”


    She gulped as she quickly approached a powerful climax. “But man… you gorgeous little whores can suck and fuck!”
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    Marcel jumped to his feet when he heard female footsteps in the hall outside his hotel suite. He had been pacing around the room trying to calm himself down for the last hour. What Nora did was unacceptable. A total betrayal of the trust they cultivated throughout the years.


    He was the laconic type. He rarely complained or whined about the difficulties they faced. He generally preferred non-verbal communication in any situation. But this time he had a long fiery rant in his head, one he rewrote several times as he anxiously waited the women to return. They were about to walk out in a few seconds. He took a deep breath and fixed his angry gaze at the door.


    A beep and a click was heard and the doorknob turned. The door flung open and a female silhouette appeared at the entrance. Nora walked in and stopped in front of the big guy.
 Marcel expected her to have a guilty smile and puppy eyes to soften his heart, but she looked as cool and stern as before. This gave the man a pause. Should this make him angrier?


    He opened his mouth to scold his long-time companion, but his gaze was hijacked by the second silhouette that emerged from behind Nora. Melody’s angelic face immediately brightened the room and placated his swollen anger.


    Nora picked up the TV remote and turned it on, found a music channel and turned the volume up. Then she walked back and faced her friend. “I know you’re angry with me,” she started, with a slight tinge of guilt in her voice. “And you have every right to be. I can explain why I did what I did. But first, I think Melody has something to confess.” She put her hand on the blonde’s shoulder in a sisterly manner.


    The sexretary took half a step towards Marcel and knelt down deferentially. She fixed her eyes at the big man’s feet and spoke with a shaky voice. “I’m sorry. Ms. Jasiri was right. I was… I was tasked to seduce you and cause trouble between you two if I could,” She paused and looked up with teary eyes. “But I… I really…. It’s no longer just a mission… I… I love you, Mr Nguvu. I’m so sorry for…”


    “See, she loves you,” interrupted Nora with a victorious grin, and put her hand on the girl’s shoulder again. “I think I’m now able to tell when this dirty little spy lies, and she sounds genuine enough to me. I mean, she definitely thinks she does.” She paused and approached the man, stopping short of touching him. “Makes sense. You’re definitely a catch,” she smiled. “You’re different from every single men she met in her life. You’re a gentle, thoughtful, and generous lover too. I can attest to that.” She put her hand on his chest subtly, in order to see his reaction to her touch. Even though she thought her unusual interrogation was a total success, she expected him to be angry with her for locking him out of the room. To her relief, Marcel didn’t react negatively. His eyes and thoughts were fixed on Melody at the moment.


    “She told me that you gave her her first orgasm. Did you know that?”


    Marcel nodded.


    “Can you imagine? A woman who ’s convinced that she exists only for sex, never had an orgasm until she met you. No wonder she thinks she loves you.”


    “I do!” Melody protested. “I do love him. I love you, Marcel! Please believe me. I would do anything for you.”


    “You would, huh?” Nora bent down and whispered into the kneeling blonde’s ear. “Would you betray your masters… your country for him?”


    Melody turned and looked into the journalist’s eyes, swallowed, and gave her a barely noticeable nod after a long pause.


    Nora smiled and put her arm around the big guy. “I think she’s telling the truth, Marce.”


    Marcel stood there for a long time, thinking. Nora waited patiently. She knew him well. For the blonde, however, this prolonged silence was too nerve-breaking. She eventually broke down and started to cry, interpreting his inaction as rejection of her feelings.


    Marcel barely contained himself when the beautiful girl on her knees started to sob uncontrollably. He was still full of anger, but now he didn’t know whom to direct it towards. “What do you suggest we do?” he asked as calmly as possible. “Pack up and return home? This trip was an abysmal failure so far. We’ve been here for days and we have nothing to show for it, if you don’t count the crappy b-rolls of Maidenfair streets. All we did was… fuck.”


    “Pack up? Are you out of your mind? We are in friggin’ Pussiana! Where no other journalist from the free world managed to get.”


    Marcel unlocked his eyes from Melody’s at last and turned to Nora. “But you said it yourself. They let us in for a specific reason. It’s a trap.” He looked at Melody again. “They want to trap us. Corrupt me… Enslave you… Use us for propaganda… We are invited by the Ministry of Propaganda, for godssake!”


    “Oh, we both know that you’re incorruptible,” smiled Nora. “I’m not worried about you. I was never worried about you.” He leaned in and kissed the giant on the cheek. “They don’t know you as well as I do. They have too much trust in their system, their drugs, the nature of men as they perceive it.”


    “So?”


    “So, we’ll play along. Let them think their plan is working.”


    “What do you mean?”


    Nora put her hand on Melody’s head and grabbed a fistful of hair. Then she pulled her up and pressed the girl’s chest against Marcel’s. “You’ll continue to fuck her at every opportunity. Rape her rougher and rougher each time. Slap her around too. This little spy tells me she loves getting slapped. Don’t you, Melody?”


    The blonde nodded enthusiastically. She didn’t know what Nora was trying to do, but she was visibly excited all of a sudden. She definitely liked what she was hearing.


    “You’re out of your mind,” yelled Marcel. “I’m not going to rough her up knowingly. I’m still feeling guilty for doing it under the influence and…”


    “Please!” moaned the blonde. “Please do. You’ve done nothing to me that I didn’t love.”


    “See? She means it,” chuckled Nora. “I think I understand the women in this country better than the men now. They are rather easy to figure out, actually. They are simpler. They are programmed from the start to be simple, task-oriented, purpose-driven. And they have only one purpose.”


    “Pleasing men!” moaned Melody. She wanted to help Nora convince Marcel.


    “Pleasing men”, repeated Nora, smiling. “Nothing wrong with that, if the man is worthy.” She kissed Marcel again, this time on the lips, briefly but passionately. Marcel’s lips’ reaction gave her a jolt of confidence. She felt alive. She felt powerful. It added to the adrenaline rush she often felt before facing dangerous, unpredictable monsters in remote locations of the world. She felt strong enough to take on this soulless regime built and run by lecherous cavemen. She was too clever for them.


    “Me too,” she added after a long pause.


    “You too what?” asked the man.


    “Rape me. Slap me around. That’s what they want to see, right?” She smiled mischievously. “And that’s what you want to do too. I know. I’ve seen it in your eyes, when you fucked me in the bathroom when I was trapped. And that was even before you had any drugs in your system.” She grabbed his left hand and raised it. She put her ponytail in his palm and closed his fingers as she looked into his confused eyes seductively.


    “Now… Slap me!”


    “Nora! I don’t think…”


    “Don’t think! Go with your instincts. You know you want it. You know I deserve it. I deserve to be punished. We both do.” She pulled Melody to herself. “Slap me! Slap her! Turn our cheeks blood red. Then drag us back to your room and rape us as roughly as you could! As roughly as you want!” She raised his other hand and placed her cheek in his palm. “Become the man they think you’re. Let them hear it too.”


    Marcel stood there holding Nora’s beautiful head between his big hands for what felt like infinity. He was stunned, but also incredibly aroused by her out-of-character tirade. A Pussianan pop song with a repetitive string of lewd words was banging in his ears, exacerbating his confusion. Both Nora and Melody was looking at him lustfully. This situation was surreal, to say the least. The angry rant he prepared was long gone from his memory already. Nora sure knew how to dazzle and disarm.


    He didn’t know how long he stood there frozen before reacting, but when he did, he didn’t do it as a result of a rational calculation. It was pure instinct, born out of a latent primal lust, a rage he didn’t know he had. A spark ignited his brain. His muscles flared. The world turned red for a millisecond. When he got his senses back, Nora was dangling from his fist like a rag doll, with a big red palm print pulsing on her left cheek.


    His eyes opened with alarm but he resisted to urge to apologize. Nora was right. She deserved some kind of punishment for betraying his trust earlier. But was violence really the right choice? He felt like an uncivilized barbarian.


    And he liked it.


    He pulled her up and let her find her balance. Nora raised her head and looked at him with teary, shocked eyes. She was the one who suggested this, but she obviously didn’t expect Marcel to respond this quickly and this forcefully. She barely had a chance to let out a surprised groan before the big guy landed another slap across her beautiful face. Her beautiful body swung the other way this time.


    She braced for another impact when Marcel pulled her up again, but the third slap didn’t come. Instead, the giant grabbed Melody by the hair and pushed the two young women together. The blonde yelped and held her breath when his strong hands forced her to rise on her toes.


    Getting bolder with every move, Marcel pushed the girls’ cheeks together and leaned in for a triple kiss. With her full lips smooshed together, the women could barely return the kiss. Marcel didn’t seem to care if they responded anyway.


    “You want me to rape you hard, huh?”


    The two nodded clumsily, their faces squished between Marcel’s big strong hands.


    “Very well. Let’s put on a good show, then.”
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    He pulled the women apart and turned around, swinging their fragile bodies like sacks of feathers. They struggled to keep their balance and stumbled along as he walked towards his bedroom. Marcel indifferently dragged them to the bed and pulled them onto their tiptoes again.


    “Undress each other.”


    Melody immediately complied and started to work on Nora’s top. The disoriented journalist wasn’t as quick to respond. Her lateness was quickly punished by the lustful giant, when he pulled her up in the air. The sudden pain in her scalp made Nora shriek. She frantically started to unbutton the blonde’s dress to alleviate the pain.


    When enough of their beautiful, fuckable bodies were revealed, Marcel pulled them to attention once again. “Turn around!”


    They quickly obeyed. It was clear to Nora that Marcel wasn’t playing a game of pretend any more. She could see it in his eyes. The two beauties were about to be raped hard for real.


    Once they turned around and presented their round bottoms, Marcel took a moment to admire the view. Then he threw Melody onto the bed, and pushed Nora on top of her. Without letting her hair go, he adjusted her body to perfectly line up their fuckholes, and pressed her down. Both let out a breathy groan as the air was pushed out of their lungs.


    Marcel finally let Nora’s hair go and put his fist on the small of her back to pin the two women down. With his other hand, he opened his zipper and took his engorged organ out. The two young women held their breath. Which hole was going to be his first target?


    Nora shook with anticipation when she felt the head of Marcel’s rod pressing against her slit. He pressed it into his slit and rubbed it up and down for a few seconds. “Yesss!” she moaned, expecting him to shove it in. Marcel, however, had a different idea. Once his organ was well-lubricated by her juices, he quickly moved a few centimeters up, placed it against her asshole and thrust inside with full force. Nora screamed in pain and shock. “Nooo!” she screamed this time.


    Marcel wasn’t discouraged at all by his long time fuckbuddy’s loud protests. Once he buried his entire length in her butt, he started to move in and out slowly. Nora was screaming bloody murder now. Unfazed by her pleads, he started to pick up the pace and fucked her deeper and deeper with every thrust. She wanted to be punished hard, and a hard punishment she would receive.
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    He took his time, paced himself. Once Nora’s screams started to die down after a while, he suddenly pulled out and stuck it into Melody’s butthole without warning. Now it was the blonde’s turn to scream. A long and hard assrape followed.


    Marcel wasn’t a big fan of anal sex. He preferred the purpose-built pussy instead. But this time, he immensely enjoyed fucking his two victims in the ass. He enjoyed their pained screams. He loved the way their bodies struggled in vain as he penetrated them violently.


    But he wasn’t going to assrape them the entire night. He pulled out of Melody and entered Nora’s pussy this time. The saharan beauty, barely recovered from the ruthless attack from before, immediately started to moan with pleasure. He fucked her long and hard, letting her cum at least three times. Melody also got lucky several times when it was her turn to get fucked in her tight little pussy.


    After an inhumanly long rape, Marcel felt he was running out of energy. It was time to end it with a big bang. He sped up and let himself pass the point of no return this time. Then, moments before the impending climax, he grabbed his two captives by the hair and pulled their heads together again. He exploded the moment their cheeks met. Loads of thick, warm liquid hit the exhausted well-fucked women in the eyes. He groaned like a wild animal and continued to unload onto their pretty faces until they were fully covered in his bountiful semen.


    Once his balls were completely empty, he let their hair go and stumbled back to the chair behind him. He collapsed, totally exhausted, leaving the cum-covered girls panting on their knees.


    The three stayed in that position for a while. Nobody had the energy to move. As expected, Melody was the first to catch her breath and muster the energy to talk. She adjusted her posture and sat on her heels like a proper sexretary.


    “Welcome to Pussiana, Master Nguvu,” she whispered with a tired smile.
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    “Sooo… What do we do now?”


    Melody turned to Nora, whose face was glistening under a thick layer of jizz, just like hers. “Don’t ask me,” she replied, “Ask our Master.” She turned to Marcel, who was still recovering on the chair he collapsed on, and bowed her head respectfully.


    “Master? Let’s not go that far, eh?” smiled Nora. “I can do a sub session and enjoy it too, but I’d never…”


    “Actually,” replied Marcel, I’m kinda-sorta your Master, legally speaking.”


    “What the hell are you talking about?”


    “Well, do you remember that little box on our visa application forms? The little cross you put in that box made me your temporary CMR in this country. Your keeper, I should say. I.… um… own your trade rights.”


    “What?” Nora raised on her knees like a loaded bow. “Do you mean you can-”


    “Enslave you. Sell you. Even kill you.” He waved his hand dismissively. “You know, I totally forgot about all that until now.”


    “Kill me?” Nora repeated with a frown.


    “I mean, I wouldn’t do that anyway. That’s just like burning money. An international celebrity like you could make me rich.” He grinned.


    “Fuck you!” hissed his cum-covered companion.


    “Sure, but give me a few minutes to recuperate,” replied the man. “Maybe you girls would like to wash up in the meantime?


    “Oh!” interjected Melody. “Would you like us to clean each other up, Master?”


    Marcel squinted his eyes and gawked at Melody for a moment, then his faint smile widened. “Yes! Do that. Slowly.”


    Melody turned to Nora and leaned into her neck. She stuck out her tongue to lick the viscous strings of whitish liquid that reached Nora’s left clavicle. The Saharan beauty flinched at the other’s touch but remained in place despite the strong instinct to pull away.


    “What is this? Are we going to tongue clean each other like cats?”


    Melody hummed affirmatively and continued to lick Marcel’s jizz off the journalist’s slender neck. “It’s standard procedure. Saves water too.” Marcel chuckled and leaned back. He was enjoying this unexpected spectacle a lot.


    Nora’s frown started to give in and turn slowly upside down as the blonde’s enthusiastic tongue continued to explore her face. The girl performed her task rather skillfully, almost in a systematic way. After finishing her left cheek, she skipped her parted full lips and started to lick the right side of her face. Her warm breath and barely-audible whimpers were hard to resist. Nora realized that she was getting wet again. She pressed her legs together and put her palms over her crotch to hide her arousal.


    Melody finished licking her right cheek clean and was working on a few droplets on her forehead already. Once she was done, she pulled back an inch and moved down until they were eye-to-eye and lip-to-lip. She took a deep, extremely seductive breath before moving in for an open-mouthed kiss. Her tongue forced her way into Nora’s mouth in search of more spunk. Her intrusion turned into a long, passionate kiss when Nora decided to stop resisting her urges and responded in-kind.
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    When she reluctantly broke the kiss, Nora couldn’t remember what had been holding her back earlier. Melody had the most-kissable lips, and a certain quality that pulled one in. She looked shy, innocent, and fragile, which made her irresistible to men and women alike. She was definitely well-chosen for the job. She leaned in for another kiss, and then went on to return Melody’s kindness by licking the spunk dripping from her flushed angelic visage.


    Soon they found themselves sitting on their heels again, with Marcel’s taste on their tongues and jizz in their tummies, their beautiful faces glistening under the light still. Marcel’s stoic face showed no emotion beyond a subtle smile at the corner of his lips, but Nora could see that he was delighted. She felt good. She always enjoyed sex with Marcel, but it was always an act of mutual relaxation for them. This time, however, she was performing a lewd act only to amuse him, for his satisfaction. And his satisfaction made her day. The feeling surprised her.


    “Would you like us to clean you up too?” asked Melody this time. Marcel nodded, and parted his muscled legs to show the way to the girls. Melody swiftly fell on her hands and knees and crawled into her happy place before Nora could even understand what was happening. Nevertheless, she followed a second later. She wasn’t going to let this little slut run the show.


    ***


    Melody smiled to the Saharans as she left the suite. She felt giddy. From that unexpected medieval-torture-slash-lesbian-rape to the marvellous threesome she just had, this tempestuous day was ultimately a good one. It was thrilling ride to say the least, and at the end she was utilized by the most wonderful man she ever met. She closed the door and turned with a stupid smile on her pretty face.


    Her smile froze and faded quickly when she saw the two dark figures at the end of the corridor. One of them raised his hand and subtly pointed to the door they were standing next to. Melody took a deep breath and started to walk towards the men in black, trying her best to appear calm.


    She forced a smile at the emotionless ministry agent and walked in. The unmistakable smell of Holm’s Costa Mujerzuelan cigar hit her nose as she entered the room. The director and two others turned their heads and looked at her with their tiny soulless eyes.


    “Ms. Svinina!” exclaimed Holm and gestured towards the middle of the seating area. “Come here.”


    She nodded with a less convincing smile and walked to the spot she was ordered to.


    “Welcome, Director,” she greeted respectfully with a little curtsy. “What a pleasant surprise to see you here in person. I was just about to report-”


    “No need,” he interrupted. “You aren’t our only source of information, Svinina. We have redundancies.” He turned to the man in the blue sweater standing behind her. Melody almost jumped when she noticed him. “I’m told that you had some success in stirring some discord between our guests. The Saharan slut locked the big guy out to play with you alone?”


    “Yes, sir,” replied Melody, slightly relieved. Perhaps Holm wasn’t here to punish her? Perhaps she was to be commended for her success.


    “Unfortunately, the trouble in paradise proved to be temporary, it seems. They just fucked in there, didn’t they?”


    “Um… Yes sir. I can assure you, Mr Nguvu properly raped Ms. Jasiri as you intended. She was punished hard and put in her place.”


    “Oh yeah, we know. We were watching,” Holm grinned in the most ominous way possible. Melody’s face contorted with a sudden rush of anxiety. “Surprised, Melody? You didn’t think that we had no surveillance devices in there, did you?”


    “I didn’t know, sir,” she stammered, and took a deep breath. Had she been caught lying?


    “I wouldn’t call what happened in there a ‘proper rape,’ but that’s a subjective opinion of course.” He laughed, and the other two men joined with chuckles. “But he is definitely starting to take the reins and she is starting to submit. That was clear. It seems you are doing a good job so far.”


    “Thank you sir,” said Melody and forced another smile. Holm’s praise should have given her some relief, but she was way too nervous to relax.


    “This Jasiri woman obviously suspects that we are listening in, and actively tries to disrupt and evade surveillance,” commented one of the other men. Melody recognized his voice from a recent department gangrape. He was one of the senior analysts.


    “Yes, she does, doesn’t she? She turned the TV up to mask the conversation. What was the main gist of that intimate exchange, I wonder?”


    “Nothing worth reporting, Director,” Melody replied. “She thinks I’m trying to steal her man. She often insults and humiliates me verbally. That’s why she-”


    “Not just verbally,” the third man joined. “She tortured you with a friggin’ garrotte, didn’t she?”


    Melody looked at the man and nodded. These men were well informed, she thought, but they wouldn’t have possibly known what happened in the Viol8 medieval room. They didn’t know where Nora was headed, so they wouldn’t be able to bug the place beforehand. “Yes sir. She punished me for seducing Mr Nguvu and threatened me.”


    “Interesting,” said the second man. “She punished and threatened you, but then brought you in for a threesome?”


    “I… y-yes, sir.” stammered the blonde sexretary. “That’s what happened. She is quite unpredictable, this foreigner.”


    A nerve-wrecking silence followed. The three men kept staring at Melody’s face which turned pale as a ghost. All her energy was going to keeping her lips from trembling.


    After what felt like infinity, Holm put out his cigar in the ashtray next to him and hissed like a snake. “Take off your clothes.”


    “Sir?”


    “Undress, Svinina! On the double.”


    Melody bit her lower lip and started to unbutton her dress with trembling hands. This was highly unusual, even for a lowly sexretary like her. She quickly took her dress off, carefully folded and placed it on the table, then returned to the spot in the middle of the room. This wasn’t the first time she stood completely naked in front of her male co-workers, of course. But this certainly wasn’t a regular office gangrape.


    The men didn’t say anything for a while. Then, the third guy, the one Melody had never seen before, took out a laptop and a camera from his suitcase. He stood up and pointed to the wall behind her.


    “Go stand over there!”


    Melody looked at the man and the wall, then looked at Holm with confused eyes. Holm’s face remained unchanged except for a slight deepening of his intimidating frown. “Yes sir,” she said, and dragged her feet to the spot the man shown.


    He approached her and took a couple of photos of her face. Then he took some of her well-adorned chest. When he crouched and pointed his camera to her primary fuckhole, Melody suddenly filled with dread. She started to perspire profusely.


    “Turn around. Push your butt out.”


    She swiftly complied. Her eyes were watering now. She bit her lips again tried to calm down.


    “That’s good. Return to your spot.”


    She stumbled to the center of the room once again. Her efforts to calm down wasn’t working at all. She was at the brink of a panic attack.
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    “Training?” asked the man, as he connected the camera to his laptop.


    Melody opened her mouth, but froze like a deer caught in headlights. She didn’t know what to do, what to say.


    “College-level office sluttery training,” said Holm without averting his gaze from Melody’s widened eyes.


    The man started to type. “Main uses?”


    “All-purpose. Pain-heavy.”


    Melody held her breath. Panic was setting in. She was about to faint.


    “Tax-rate?” asked the man this time.


    “Communal.”


    Melody looked at the man’s fingers hitting the keys like a mesmerized cow. The room was spinning around her. Was she even breathing?


    “Possession method?”


    Holm leaned forward, and his gaze pierced Melody’s terror-filled eyes. “Confiscation.” he hissed.


    “Alright. That will do. Ready to go, whenever you want.”


    Holm smiled and leaned back in his armchair again. He raised his finger like an orchestra conductor and opened his mouth, ready to give the command.


    “Wait! Please!” Melody dropped to her knees and looked into the director’s eyes pleadingly. “Please, sir. I’ll do anything you want. Please… Just tell me what to do.”
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    ***


    Earlier, at the BFA


    “This is the fake registry record they created for the woman. A Marisa Wolfson, married, CMR-ed by husband Alexander Wolfson. All her details are fake, of course. They just picked random corpometrics from our Registry databases and created a fake file. They sculpted a “manyface” that kinda looks like her and hundreds of other women. It’s a very good job. Perhaps even better than the forgeries we discovered with the Prancer cas-“


    “Good job, Agent Hoshiyaar,” interrupted Viltis. “Let’s not bore our team members with the details of our old cases.”


    Hoshiyaar pushed his thick framed glasses back in place with an embarrassed expression. “Yes Sir, of course.”


    “This ‘manyface’ thing you’re talking about,” Anders started, “is that what it sounds like? A composite image? Not her real photo?”


    “No-Yes, that’s right,” stammered the tech agent. “I know what you’re thinking. They probably created a few more fake IDs for her, just in case. They must have created separate composites, not similar to this one, but as convincing. I took the liberty of running a search before coming here so we could have a list of suspects. Unfortunately, there are 284581 entries on that list.”


    “Don’t we have paper copies of this stuff?” pressed Anders. “To verify and find out this kind of fakes?”


    “Not since we went fully digital 12 years ago,” replied Hoshiyaar before the other could finish his question. “Unfortunately this leaves our databases vulnerable to high-level attacks such as this.”


    “Yeah, but it creates employment opportunities for you lot, eh?” Anders squinted at Hoshiyaar and Minerva, in a comically theatrical way.


    “Not every agent cruises around in a personal blowjob cabin and relaxes with a cold beverage while his A-S chases scared bunnies, Agent Anders,” said Viltis. “Someone has to stay behind and do the real work that keeps the system running.”


    Anders grudgingly swallowed a vicious comeback. He had hated Viltis even before meeting him. His dislike had grown manifold since. But he knew that he was outnumbered in the task force as the only uniformed agent, and he didn’t want to be kicked out before he had a chance to grab Cumgulper by the throat.


    Once again, Minerva felt like Viltis was protecting her… or perhaps his older colleague, against this meathead. She felt a familiar tingle between her legs. But this sudden surge of machismo made her uneasy too. When tensions rose between men, more often than not, it was released in the form of violence against the women present. She felt safe with Viltis, but her life-long conditioning forced her to try and defuse the situation as quickly as possible anyway.


    “Master-Agent Anders raises a good point,” she said. “There may be no paper copies to verify the veracity of the records, but there are other databases, digital and physical. For example, the medical network would have records of post-rape rehab for almost all women. I wonder if the Ottohuns thought of creating parallel forgeries there.”


    “Yes,” exclaimed Hoshiyaar. “That’s a genius idea, Agent McKluge. The security of the medical network was increased recently after a case exposed its weaknesses. Fake identities created after that date would have no records of treatment. This will narrow the list down to a few thousand suspects, perhaps.”


    “They can hack the Registry but not the medical network?” snickered Anders. “Sounds like ironclad logic to me.”


    “They can hack it, if they try hard enough,” said Hoshiyaar. “But with the med-net, we have paperwork to verify the records.”


    Anders made a face. “Well, I’m glad my job is driving a blowjob cabin around. I certainly wouldn’t enjoy going through medical records.” He immediately regretted his words when he saw a grin appear at the corner of Viltis’ irritatingly thin lips.


    “You hop in that flying coffin and head to the Ministry of Health, Anders. Enlist the help of several uniformed officers and eyes if necessary.”


    Anders swore under his breath and left the room.


    “Do you need anything else from me?” asked Hoshiyaar after a few seconds.


    “The photos of these spies,” Viltis replied. “Do we have them or not?”


    “Not… They somehow managed to evade all cameras in their path. As you know, Bitcham is basically a no-camera zone because of all the… higher ups living there. We have a few blurry images from the Heimdaller camera at the FTZ, nothing more. Whenever they interacted with people, they used corpometry-disrupting disguises.”


    “They are good,” Viltis said. “They travelled from the coast to Bitcham, and who-knows-where after that, without being caught in our camera networks? They have a wanted criminal with them too.”


    “We should set up roadblocks and checkpoints around Bitcham,” suggested the tech with little self-confidence in his voice.


    “They won’t move anywhere for a while,” dismissed the Agent. “They learned a lot about us, about what we know, what we do, but they still don’t know the location of the target. We moved her immediately, and they must have expected that.” He paused. “ What would I do if I were them?”


    “You’d stay put and wait for the enemy to make a mistake. They expected us to act in panic or rage. That’s why they chose Nagel, the head of the SEFR, and that’s why they did all that to him, cut his… you know… and stole his personal slaves… Everything they did was to humiliate us. In order to make us overreact.” Minerva barely suppressed a smile when she was talking about what happened to Nagel. Their beloved chief was still in the ICU, in serious condition. She’d pray for his death if she had a single religious bone in her body.


    “Then let’s overreact!” exclaimed Viltis. “They overreacted themselves, sent a team because they were humiliated. We kidnapped their celebrity dancer, whip-stripped her on stage at a widely-televised event, had her gangraped by the audience all day, then set up a website that broadcasted her violations 24-7. Their feelings were hurt. Let’s hurt them more.”
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    “Are you suggesting a honey trap, Master-Agent?”


    “A big one. With enough honey to catch a bunch of wasps. Another big event, perhaps? Is there a slave fair approaching?”


    “There are a few regional fairs, but nothing as big as the Maidenf-”


    “The Harvest Festival!” Hoshiyaar exclaimed. “They will have female-auctions and mass-rape events all around the cow-country, but the one at Randyville is quite big. I’m taking my father there next week. He needs a new maid-slave and-”


    “That’s good,” interrupted Viltis with an unusually big grin. “Let’s give those hay-munching hicks a good boost. State funds to enhance the festivities. International TV coverage. A big promotional campaign to match. And let’s give the world a spectacular crescendo with a celebrity dancer from a pre-slavery country, begging to be gangraped in front of the cameras.”


    He turned to Minerva and smiled, human-like. “We need eyes on this. Especially from the pre-slavery countries. And I know exactly what we need” He leaned over his desk and pressed the button on the communicator. “Gloria, call that balding toad from the Ministry of Propaganda. What was his name? Holm. Garrison Holm. Tell him I need a small favor.”


    ***


    Holm smiled and leaned back in his armchair. He raised his finger like an orchestra conductor and opened his mouth, ready to give the command.


    “Wait! Please!”


    Melody dropped down to her knees and looked into the director’s eyes pleadingly.


    “Please, sir. I’ll do anything you want. Please… Just tell me what to do.”


    The director’s stone face gave way to a grin. “Come here,” he commanded after letting her tremble for a few more seconds.


    The naked sexretary swiftly crawled towards her boss with tears in her eyes and knelt between his legs. Holm gestured to the other men in the room to leave, which they quickly did as Melody started to unzip Holm’s pants.


    “When was the last time you sucked my cock, Svinina?”


    “The day you assigned me to the Jasiri case, Sir,” she answered and took his semi-erect organ out of his pants.


    “You are very good at it. I usually fuck Helen’s stupid face in your absence. She has a decent facehole, but I prefer yours, certainly.”
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    “Thank you, Sir,” replied Melody with a forced smile. Her expression wasn’t as convincing as usual. Perhaps because of the terror she had experienced only a couple of minutes ago… She held his cock in her left hand and started to lick the shaft from base to tip, the way he liked.


    “Of course, you’d be good at it. You were raised in a farm in the north.”


    “Yes Sir, Old Hickory, near Randyville.” She moved down and shifted her focus on his balls. It was obvious that he had questions for her, and she was experienced enough to delay throating until he was done asking them.


    “Yes, The Svinin Ranch. A mid-size, 4-barn farm, 11 mother-hens, 45 soon-to-be-fucktoys.”


    “Yes Sir,” she replied and continued to lick. She was getting nervous from all that talk about her past. The man had little reason to know all that about a simple sexretary like her. She was nothing but a warm mouth to fuck.


    “How did they let you go?” Holm asked and slapped her big tits. “Why are you licking my balls at the capital and not being milked like your sisters somewhere in a barn?”


    “I’m not a cow, Sir,” she said almost proudly. “My mother… she’s my father’s actual wife. She isn’t a breeder.” She went back to licking his shaft.


    “A love child? How quaint,” said Holm. “But you were trained in the oral arts nevertheless”


    “Yes, of course. My father is a responsible man. He wanted his daughter to have all the necessary life skills… I know how to serve men well.”


    “That you do,” said Holm and grabbed her hair tightly before shoving his cock in her mouth. Melody flinched but started to suck dutifully.


    “I know you are conflicted about these two foreigners. They treat you like a human, don’t they? But we both know that you’re not one, Svinina. You are a woman. A cock pleaser. A set of warm holes. A juicy piece of meat for men to tenderize, chew on, and spit out.”


    “Yes Sir,” she moaned on his cock. Her eyes were tearing up again.


    “The mofos in the BFA High Council have their own plans for the foreigners. Believe me, they are doomed. You don’t want to go down with them, do you?”


    She shook her head with his cock shoved deep inside her throat.


    “Very well. Earlier at my office, they talked about visiting the Rape festival during the Harvest. My previous orders were to restrict their access, but now, someone wants them to go there and film everything. They actually want them to make a fuss, complain, bring international attention to the event. Not sure why.”


    He put both hands on Melody’s head and grabbed two fistfuls of her hair. Then, using them as handles, he started to skullfuck the young woman violently. Initially caught off-guard by his attack, Melody swiftly adapted and relaxed her jaw, yielding full access to her tertiary orifice. She had extensive experience in serving ministry personnel, and men in general. And of course, she had been well-instructed by all the mother-hens at the farm.


    Holm’s violation of her mouth got harder and faster for a few more seconds and finally slowed down once he started to unload his man-juice into her obedient mouth. Melody wrapped her full lips around his shaft to keep the warm liquid in. As soon as he finished, she looked up with pleading eyes for his command. It came in the form of a slight nod, and she swallowed her salty reward in two big gulps, without breaking the lip seal around his meat.


    He pulled out without saying a word and slapped her twice on both cheeks as usual. She respectfully sat back on her heels and thanked for the facerape and slaps separately.


    “You may put on your clothes now,” said Holm after tucking his cock back in his pants. “You’ll go back to your room and wait for further instructions. Do whatever they say for the next few days. You’ll report everything back. Every little detail, are we clear?”


    “Yes Sir,” she replied with a barely audible voice.


    “You’ll accompany them to the north in a few days. You’ll take them to your family ranch, perhaps. Show them how your half-sisters prepare for their auction. Show them every little dirty detail, the abuse, the injustice, eh? Make them angry. Especially that Jasiri woman… She is prone to lose her temper anyway. Can you do that, Svinina?”
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    Melody kept staring at the greyed spot on the ceiling right above her head. As if in an inescapable fever dream, her mind was trying in vain to make sense of the weird shape. Was it a broken wine glass, or an old-timey key?


    She was tired. Every time she closed her eyes and managed to fall asleep, she woke up in terror a few minutes later. It was always the same nightmare, only slightly different. She was kneeling in a cold, dark room, naked and bound, shivering. She was surrounded by men with impossibly huge dicks. Sometimes they were naked, sometimes in neatly pressed suits. No, it wasn’t a gangrape. They weren’t there to fuck her. They were there to congratulate her… To witness her big day… To watch her banding.


    It always ended with one of them approaching her with a band in his hand. She woke up the moment he grabbed her by the throat.


    Sweating profusely, she sat up on the bed and put her feet in the cheap slippers provided by the hotel. Another 30 seconds passed as her confused and exhausted mind tried to adjust to the planet’s gravity.


    Once she managed to think properly again, her mind went back to the day she had decided to leave the farm. It was a week before the harvest festival, at the annual Svinin Ranch communal breakfast. All her half sisters and mother hens were gathered around the big table, “celebrating” the girls who were selected to be auctioned off. Melody remembered that day like it was yesterday, vividly. She remembered the faces of her sisters, eleven girls that year, to be enslaved and sent to the festival depot. She remembered the looks of despair and sorrow in their pretty big eyes. None knew her destiny. Would they find their way into the harem of a well-to-do city slicker and become fuckmeat, or end up as a simple milk-cow in a cheese factory?


    Enslaving girls before the auction wasn’t necessary, but her father did it every year anyway. Perhaps it was his way of making the transition a little bit less traumatic for them? To soften the blow? Melody wasn’t sure back then, but now, thinking back, she realized that it was an act of kindness. The servonyms he gave them were never as degrading as the ones the BFA handbook suggested. He always picked names like Wildflower, Morningstar, or Springbreeze…


    Of course, those servonyms only lasted until the auction, where their new owners immediately changed them to something like Whoremeat, Sluttycow, or Fuckfilly.


    She stood up and went to the bathroom. The memory of her sisters’ banding continued to unfold before her mind’s eye as she took a quick shower. She remembered them lining up and kneeling before their father after the awkward meal, trembling, tears in their eyes. Jeffrey Konstig from the neighboring farm was there to officiate it. Almost all ranchers had authorization to enslave, with the exception of Melody’s father, who for some reason never got his license from the BFA.


    It was a very “clinical” ceremony. Boring, even. Her father would name the girls one by one and Konstig would write them down. It was all done in a few minutes. Then everybody hugged the newly enslaved sisters goodbye before they were properly restrained, leashed, and loaded into the cage truck. They were then taken to the festival depot to wait for the auction, never to be seen again.
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    The moment the truck disappeared in the distance was the point Melody decided to leave the farm. She wasn’t afraid of sharing the same fate with her barned half-siblings. Her father never signaled any intention to sell her. She was his only “real” daughter. A love child he conceived with his beloved wife. A rare privilege.


    But Melody desperately wanted to leave that place anyway. The constant misery that surrounded her was gnawing on her soul. She had developed an extreme case of survivor’s guilt too. It was hard being the only girl in that little world of theirs, who wasn’t bred and raised as rape cattle. She always felt weird for being the only girl who was allowed to wear clothes. Her conscience couldn’t handle it any more.


    She went upstairs and asked her mother to beg her father on her behalf. She didn’t know what her mother said to him, but after a few hours, her father came to her room, patted her on the head, and handed her a wad of cash. Seed money for her first freedom permit.


    Three days later, she was on a southbound bus. Naive and inexperienced, she left behind the safety of her father’s house, only to fall face first into a forest of dicks in the big city.


    And now, almost 5 years later to the day, she was ordered to go back to her childhood home. She was still in contact with her parents, of course, but she never intended to return there. Now she was going to take two foreigners with her, give them a jolly tour around the barns and introduce them to her half-sisters she didn’t really know anything about.


    She dressed quickly and left the room. She crossed the corridor and stopped in front of the guests’ suite. She straightened up, took a deep breath and knocked on the door.


    “Come on in, Melody!”


    Aaah! The sound of Marcel’s voice immediately blew away the dark cloud which had been following the young woman since the night before and filled her heart with joy. She opened the door and entered with a big genuine smile.


    “Melody, come here, please!” he yelled from his room. “We need your help!”


    She rushed in there, only to find the cameraman lying on his bed, with a tied Nora sitting next to him. She was wearing a see-through nightie, and she was handcuffed. Melody assumed that the two were play-acting this new pretend master-slave dynamic before she arrived.


    “Good morning, sweetheart,” greeted the big guy. “Could you please help Nora here understand her new duties as my new cunt?”


    “I’m your what now?” exclaimed Nora angrily. “What the fuck, Marce!”


    “You shouldn’t call her that, Mr Nguvu,” said Melody.


    “See?” the beautiful reporter said, “even our Pussianan sexretary finds that inappropriate.”


    “Ms Jasiri isn’t a cunt. She is just a slut. These are legal terms in Pussiana. You have to enslave her first to call her your cunt.”


    “Oh for godssake!” exclaimed the Saharan woman. “Don’t you give him crazy ideas. He is acting weirder and weirder since yesterday. And now he is badgering me about a morning rite?”


    “The morning ritual?” asked Melody. “Sure, I can help with that. I can guide you to perform it properly. Or better yet, I can perform it myself, if you like?”


    “What is it exactly?” asked Nora and shook her handcuffs. “Apparently I had to be restrained to do it.”


    “You don’t have to be restrained. But you have to restrain yourself. It is a special type of low-intensity, slow-tempo oral service performed in the morning.”


    “You wanted me to wake you up with a blowjob? Is it what this is?” asked Nora, still with an irritated voice. “I think I did that once already. Remember? At that seedy Jinü-Mauchunbu border hotel, was it?”


    “Oh yeah,” Marcel chuckled. “But that doesn’t count. You woke me up in the middle of the night so I could fuck you to sleep. That was a selfish act on your part. You used me to cure your insomnia.”


    “That’s unacceptable,” interrupted Melody. “All that matters is the master’s pleasure. You exist… We exist to please him, not the other way around.”


    “Hold on!” said the other with raised eyebrows. “Yesterday was kinda fun, but why are you still calling him master? Isn’t that also a legal term? You are a freewoman. A slut, not a cunt, as you mentioned.”


    “Actually, no,” smiled Nora. “You can call him Master, even he doesn’t officially own you. You should, anyway.” She subtly looked up. “People would expect you to show respect to the man you’re serving.” She continued when Nora nodded. “I call Mr Nguvu my master because he is… he is my master. If he was a citizen, I’d immediately surrender to him right this moment. I’d gladly devote my life to him and become his loyal slave.”


    A long silence followed Melody’s sudden confession of devotion. Neither Marcel nor Nora knew how to respond to her words. The man opened his mouth to say something, perhaps a simple thank you, but nothing came out.


    “Unfortunately, that’s not possible,” smiled Melody after a while. She hadn’t really wanted to say all that, but she didn’t regret it. She didn’t feel awkward, nor was disappointed that he didn’t respond. No, she was relieved, actually.


    “So…” started Nora, in order to change the subject. “What am I supposed to do? He is already awake. Should I suck him anyway, or…”


    “Hush!” interrupted the sexretary. “Be silent and wait for your master’s orders.”


    Nora huffed and pursed her lips. She looked at Marcel with a soft frown.


    A grin spread around Marcel’s big face. “I can’t believe that she hushed you! Now that’s something I never thought I’d see in my life.”


    “How can I please you, master?” squinted Nora. She wasn’t amused, but she was playing along for some reason.


    “Continental,” he said and dropped his head back on his pillow.


    “Continental? What the fuck does that even mean?”


    “A style of oral service,” explained Melody. “Reduced to its essence, it means ‘no body contact except for the mouth.’ He should feel nothing but your lips and tongue.”


    “Fine!” exclaimed the reporter and raised herself on her knees. “Let’s try it.” She awkwardly bent over the man’s crotch, and hovered over his semi erect monster of a cock for a few seconds. After forming a plan of attack in her head, she lowered her lips to give the organ a few pecks along the shaft. Her soft touch made his cock swell and spring up as if it was hit by a magic spell. Nora smiled and caught the tip between her full lips, and held it like that for a few seconds before pushing her head down to suck in a mouthful of his meat.


    A little groan escaped the big guy’s mouth when she pressed further down and let his full length disappear in her eager mouth. Now with tip lodged in her throat, Nora skillfully started to use her tongue to massage him.


    “A surprisingly masterful first attempt,” commented the blonde sexretary. “See? It’s not that complicated. Now, suck him slowly and softly, until he orders you to pick up the pace or starts skullfucking you himself.”


    Nora was surprised, not only because she found herself extremely turned on by the lewd act she was performing on her friend, but also because she enjoyed hearing praise from Melody’s lips. She had little respect for the blonde sexretary and wouldn’t give a rat’s ass about her opinions on any topic… with the exception of sex, perhaps. Melody certainly knew a thing or two about pleasing men, and the girl’s genuine praise of her cocksucking technique made Nora feel very good, somehow. What a weird turn of events that was!


    “How can I enhance your pleasure, Master?” asked the blonde as Nora continued bobbing on the man’s cock enthusiastically.


    Marcel raised his head and looked at the girl for a moment. “Spank her!” He ordered with a slight grin. “Every three seconds. Hard spanks, both ass-cheeks.” He expected Nora to stop and give her a stern look, but no, no such response. The beautiful Saharan reporter kept giving his dick a good tongue polishing, even after Melody gave her a couple hard slaps on her round bottom. Magic was in the air.
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    He straightened up a little to see better. Nora was hunching over him, her lips sliding up and down his shaft. Her quiet moans punctuated with loud smacks and consequent whimpers. It was a strange scene to behold. It was too much. Not long after, he passed the point of no return and exploded into Nora’s warm mouth with little warning. She was surprised for a moment, but managed to keep it all in, and swallowed like a pro.


    “Always remember to show your appreciation for the opportunity to serve,” said Melody after giving the reporter one last spank on her left butt-cheek.


    “Thank you Marcel,” said Nora, with a skewed smile, and lied down next to him with her head on his chest. She sounded sarcastic, but not completely, Marcel thought.


    “And thank you Melody,” said Marcel. “Not a bad start for the day, eh? I can certainly get used to this morning ritual thing. So… Back to business. What’s next on today’s schedule? Were you able to convince your bosses to let us talk to someone at the SEFR?”


    “I don’t think they’ll let you in there, Master Nguvu,” the sexretary replied, “not after what happened at the Girl-Mart the other day. But I have some good news. I was informed that we had the green light to visit the Harvest Festival at Randyville next week.”
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    “Don’t you find it suspicious? That day at the Ministry, the guy didn’t seem too keen to let us anywhere near the Harvest Festival. Now we get a green light all of a sudden.”


    “I didn’t get that vibe, to be honest. I’m sure they’ll keep us on a tight leash when we get there. Keep us on the main roads that lead to safe places. But they aren’t trying to hide the event. They aren’t ashamed of it at all. To the contrary, they are proud of it. It’s a celebration of their system, triumphing at the grassroots level.” Marcel stopped and smiled at his companion. “Don’t worry, even if they let us film the officially sanitized events, we’ll get good enough footage. We kinda got used to all this cruelty ourselves, but even the simplest things here are outrageous for a blissfully ignorant non-Pussianan audience.”


    “You’re always overly optimistic, Marce. Anyway, I’m not really concerned about the footage we have. I just feel that I had been completely useless so far. I couldn’t talk to anybody, except for that disastrous interview with the slavecop at the Ministry. I’m still embarrassed about that. Utterly unusable.”


    “We can edit that into shape. Even if we can’t, no need to worry. We’ll find you another slavecop to talk to. Perhaps a retired one, one of those so-called bluenecks?”


    “That’s not a bad idea. A retired slavecop. Where do we find one?”


    “Let’s ask Melody.”


    “You never miss an opportunity to see that little blonde, eh?” Nora smiled. She realized that she no longer felt jealous. Something was changed after the “medieval torture” session with her. The mystery about the girl was unraveled then, and Nora now felt in full control of their cute liaison.


    Marcel smiled back and called Melody on the phone. The girl was there within a minute, wearing a revealing office dress and her usual big smile.


    “Cool your loins, blondie” waved Nora. “I’m sure you are dying to get back on your knees and start sucking Marcel’s cock again, but we need you for another reason.”


    Melody’s smile faded only a tiny bit. “Of course. How can I be of assistance, Ms. Jasiri?”


    “Can you find us a retired slavecop to talk to? Without the knowledge of the Ministry, if possible. I don’t want them to pick a ‘suitable one’ for us.”


    Melody was unable to maintain her smile this time. “I… I’m not sure how I can… I don’t know how to find one. To be honest, I have never met one.”


    “It makes sense,” said Marcel. “They would prefer to stay away from society. Enjoy their limited time of immunity and reduce the risk of losing it. If you think about it, they would be reluctant to reveal anything important to a foreigner.”


    “So sweet!” Nora smiled. “Jumping in to defend this cutie in any situation.” She stroke Melody’s hair like a big sister. “No, there must be a courageous, disgruntled one out there. Ready to spill secrets if we guarantee her anonymity.” Then she grabbed Melody firmly by her shoulders and looked into her big blue eyes. “You know I can tell when you’re lying, don’t you?”


    “I…” stammered the girl. “I heard… I believe one of my coworkers has an older sister who was retired from SEFR. But I never-”


    “Great. Contact your coworker. I want to meet her sister. We can meet at that rape-hotel, away from the gaze of the ministry spies.”


    Melody inhaled nervously. She now knew well that The Ministry had eyes everywhere.


    “What are you waiting for? Go call your friend.”


    Melody looked at Marcel pleadingly for a moment, then sighed and left the room. She was going to make a call, of course. To inform Director Holm.


    As soon as the sexretary left, Nora turned around, knelt before Marcel, pulled his trainers down, and started to lick his erect cock. “Now that I’m one of your dutiful slaves, I have to take care of you whenever you have an erection, I guess,” she said, semi-sarcastically. “I don’t even have to check if you had a boner. You always get one the moment that blonde smiles at you.”


    Marcel chuckled. “I don’t think you have to act for the cameras so soon. I’m sure they were satisfied by this morning’s ritual thing, the spanking and all.”


    “Who says I’m acting?” said Nora before taking the big man’s meat in her mouth and deepthroating it skillfully. “These assholes are drugging us constantly anyway. We both have these urges. Why let them go to waste? We might as well fuck till we drop, eh?” Marcel let out a surprised groan and continued to grunt unintelligibly as the beautiful reporter continued to suck him like a demoness from hell. Within a couple minutes, he was ready to empty his balls again. Nora eagerly milked him to completion and swallowed her reward with pleasure.


    Marcel sat back on the bed, exhausted. “You certainly weren’t acting, that’s for sure,” he whispered after a few seconds. “Look at us. This place certainly changed us, eh?”


    Nora shrugged. “Changed? Meh, perhaps a tiny bit… But this place certainly made me appreciate you more. It made me realize how wonderful you are, Marce. I think… all those years we worked together, I took you for granted. Took advantage of your loyalty, even. Never considered your feelings. You deserve better than that. Look at all these assholes around us, ugly psychopaths, drowning in pussy… You are a god compared to them.”


    “Oh my,” smiled Marcel. “Well, apology accepted.” He pulled the girl up, and kissed her on the forehead. “I wasn’t complaining, you know. I was fine with th-”


    “No, I mean it. These past few days, however shockingly terrible they had been, made me realize one good thing. I have a new outlook on life now. I want to make your life better like you made mine all those years. I’m your girl. Whenever you get a boner, pull me aside and stick it in the hole of your preference. Let me relieve you, serve you, pleasure you, okay?”


    Marcel looked into the young woman’s eyes, unable to say anything. No, Nora certainly wasn’t playing a role for the benefit of the listening devices in the room. The tears at the corners of her eyes were certainly real. He wanted to return the compliment, but he was unable to come up with a meaningful response. Instead, he grabbed her and placed her on his lap, pulled her nighty up and panties aside, then penetrated her wet tight pussy.


    Nora moaned loudly. Her dulcet tone of voice worked like a magic spell on the big guy. Without thinking, he pulled her arms behind her back and held her wrists in his left fist, grabbed her by the throat and started to use her slender body as a fucktoy.


    “Please…” she moaned, “rough me up. When you slapped me last night… I liked it. I liked it a lot.”


    She didn’t need to ask twice. The moment she finished her plea, Marcel felt a mysterious force take control of his muscles. He let go of her throat and slapped the quivering woman across the face twice, first on the left cheek, then on the right. Nora let out a shriek and kept moaning as the big man continued to bounce her on his dick.


    “Yes!” she exhaled, “I’m close. Please… please let me cum! Please let me cum, Marce!”


    [image: ]


    “Of course, babe,” said the man and grabbed her by the waist, lifted her up, and shoved his rod deep inside her. He picked up the pace until her breathy moans quickened to a peak of silent ecstasy. When her body started to shake violently at the very end, his cock reached that point as well. Her vaginal muscles continued to contract and milk his throbbing monster for a few more seconds. Then they collapsed onto the bed, fully drained.


    “It was great!”


    They raised their heads to find Melody standing at the door, blushing.


    “I’m glad you feel more comfortable serving our master now,” said the sexretary, smiling unconvincingly. “I wish I was here to help you-“


    “Okay, slow down, sister,” chuckled Nora. “I remember your long speech about that, yes. But I’m not going to start calling him ‘master’ just yet.” She kissed the man on the cheek and sat up. “So, any good news? You talked to this co-worker of yours?”


    “Um… Yes, I did,” Melody replied. “She’ll ask her sister if she’s… willing to talk to you, discreetly. She’ll let me know in a couple of hours.”


    “Ah! That’s not a definite no, I guess,” Marcel smiled. “See? What did I tell you?”


    “Anything else I can help you with?” asked Melody, her eyes fixed on Marcel’s glistening penis, now calmly resting between his muscled thighs.


    “Yes,” replied Nora, and picked up a book from the nightstand. “I want to meet this woman. As soon as possible.”


    Melody took the book and read the title aloud. “She Exists for His Pleasure Only…” by Agata Matryschek, PhD. A tiny smile appeared at the corner of her lips.


    “You’re familiar with this woman?”


    “Of course, everybody is. She is a huge celebrity,” replied Melody, jovially. “Actually, this book is required reading for all female college students. I have read it twice, cover to cover” She handed the tome back to Nora. “But I knew of her even before she rose to prominence. She happens to be from my hometown. Born and raised in the neighboring farm. Next door, essentially.”


    ***


    The short flight to the Eville-Snatchfield Airport was eventless. Of course, a number of female passengers and strewardesses were abused and raped during the flight, but the two Saharan journalists barely noticed the commotion. After all, it was an ordinary occurrence in the daily life of Pussiana. It was only annoying because the loud moaning kept Nora form taking her usual perfect flight-nap.


    [image: ]


    Her embarrassment was intense when she caught herself getting angry at the stewardess for crying too loudly, instead of the asshole violating her in the ass. Was she already jaded enough to find this monstrous behavior normal or acceptable? Utterly ashamed, she barely spoke during the taxi ride from the airport.


    ***


    Snatchfield University was a prestigious academy located midway between the former industrial powerhouse Snatchfield and its smaller southern neighbor E-ville. Its humanities department was considered one of the best in the country, and Dr. Agata Matryschek was their big star. She was an ardent believer of natural gender hierarchy, and a staunch defender of Androcracy, its political manifestation. She was, in every sense of the word, a traitor in Nora’s eyes. Probably just an articulate simpleton, parroting superficially convincing but ultimately meaningless half-arguments, she thought. History had seen countless ideologically-motivated whores like that, spewing pseudo-scientific bullcrap in a rather plausible way.


    Regardless, this Dr. Matryschek was infinitely interesting. An anomaly in every way. She was a well-respected female in an inherently misogynistic society. She had written numerous academic and popular books and appeared on state TV often. She was a household name, recognized by men and women alike. Her theories were held in high regard and often compared to the writings of Marteau and other fathers of the revolution. She even had a minor comic book character inspired by her, called “The Professa”. Shockingly, it was her ideas that fascinated the nation, not the size of her boobs.


    Although… her boobs looked excellent too, Nora had to admit. She didn’t have to imagine. There was a fully nude image of her keeling at the back of her book, and the illustrations inside exclusively featured her tastefully photographed nude form, often bound in extremely degrading poses.


    The taxi dropped the trio in front of the Humanities Department. It was a sunny day. Most of the students were on the quad, studying, chatting, raping, having a good time. Once again, Nora barely noticed the abuse. Her unusual lack of rage was unsettling, to say the least.


    Melody led the two journalists through serpentine corridors. Nora noted that there were no female scholars in the entire department. Could their professor be the only one without a dick in the entire faculty?


    The blonde sexretary finally stopped in front of a door that read “Dr. Agata Matryschek.” Nora could see that the girl’s hands were shaking with excitement. She took a deep breath and knocked on the door.
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    “Come in!”


    Melody opened the door and entered with a face redder than a traffic light. Dr. Agata Matryschek was a true legend. She remembered the time the professor had visited her hometown years ago.


    ***


    Back then Melody was nine or ten, walking downtown with her family. She saw her best friend Agneta Konstig in front of the hardware store and ran towards her. Agneta was holding a beautiful woman’s hand. Someone she had never seen before. A tall, exceptionally gorgeous young woman, standing upright, exuding grace and strength. It was like she was giving off a natural light, like in the movies. When she talked, everybody stopped and listened to her. Even men looked at her in the eyes, without interrupting her or giving her orders. It was a strange thing to behold.


    It was the only time Melody had seen Agata in the flesh, but from that moment on, the doctor became her heroine. As a kid, she didn’t known what she’d done, what she preached. She just wanted to be her.


    ***


    Nora waited for a moment for Melody to introduce them, but the blonde seemed to be frozen with a weird expression on her face. She almost looked like a cartoon. Was steam coming out of her ears?


    “Good afternoon, Dr Matryschek,” she said, and extended her hand. “I’m Nora Jasiri, freelance journalist and documentarian. This is my partner in crime Marcel Nguvu. He’ll be assisting me and filming us.” She paused and turned to Melody, whose blushing face was now glistening with sweat. “And this is our guide Ms. Melody Svinina, from the Ministry of Propaganda.”
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    “Very nice to meet you,” smiled Agata and shook Nora’s hand. It was a confident, exceptionally assertive shake, Nora thought. Were they already fighting for dominance?


    “Svinina?” Agata turned to Melody. “Are you, by any chance, related to the Svinins of Old Hickory?”


    “Yes, yes I am,” said Melody with the biggest smile Nora had ever seen. “Such an honor to meet you again, Ms. Konstig. I mean… Dr Matryschek. I met you as a kid once and…”


    “You’re Agneta’s friend,” said Agata. Yes, I remember you.”


    “Oh my god!” exhaled Melody.


    “I see no band, no horns. You did well for yourself, didn’t you? It’s been a while. How are your parents?”


    “F-fine,” Melody stammered.


    “Thank you for agreeing to talk to us,” said Nora, when their guide froze once again. “It’s very hard to find a female to talk to without seeking official permission around here.”


    “Well, all women need supervision. Some more than others,” replied the other and looked at Marcel. “Please, have a seat.”


    Nora pulled a chair to face Agata’s and sat down. Marcel took his place on the leather couch half covered with books and placed his camera on a tripod, and Melody leaned on a wall behind him.


    “So, you were raised on a cowgirl farm like our sweet Melody, eh? How come you’re a part of a faculty and not a herd?”


    “You’re off by several years, Ms. Jasiri,” chuckled the professor. “When I left home, the north was still known as ‘the grape country’, not ‘the rape country’. I was raised in a very religious home, almost like a nun. I had the urges, but didn’t know what they were. Sex wasn’t something we could talk about. I started to explore my true nature only after I started university. There I found my submissive side, and an insatiable drive to please men.”


    “So, you were a real farmer’s daughter, a sinner nun, and a submissive college girl. In short, a pornographer’s dream?”


    Agata laughed out loud. “Yes, I guess I was.” She leaned forward as if she was going to share a secret. “You know what, I actually played a small part in a porn film back then. Sucked several cocks. I wore a mask the entire time though. You want to hear the story?”


    “Perhaps later,” said Nora. “I’m more interested in the respected theoretician of Androcracy, rather than the promiscuous college girl.”


    “As you wish.” The professor turned to Melody, who was listening with her mouth wide open. “Don’t worry. I’ll tell you after.”


    Nora wasn’t amused at all. “Let’s not waste any time. You know why I’m here. You know what my main question is going to be.”


    “I know that you think I’m either a brainwashed idiot or an amoral grifter. You already judged our system against some universal constant you have in your mind, according to a set of imaginary universal values. Our system is a failure, amoral and unjust, because it’s based on a hierarchy of genders? I have news for you, Ms. Jasiri, all regimes past and present are systems of hierarchy, systems of oppression, unjust and amoral. All those elements remain very much intact in every system, including yours. In ours, it’s built around sexes. In others, it’s class, wealth, ethnicity, castes… Castes, Ms. Jasiri, castes, in the 21st century!”


    “Cultural relativism? Is that your answer? I have to say I’m a little disappointed.” She picked up Agata’s book and waved it around. “You don’t talk about any of that stuff in this. You simply tell the girls to shut up and obey the men in their lives, suck their cocks and make them a sandwich afterwards.”


    Agata smiled. “Picture this, Ms. Jasiri. You find yourself in the middle of a river, struggling to stay afloat, heavy storm, pouring rain, freezing cold. There are dangerous predators in the water, whirlpools, unseen stuff that could catch your feet and pull you down. The wild current takes you in one direction, and you know you should go towards the opposite direction. What would you do? Swim against the current, get tired and drown?”


    “Metaphors, huh? OK, I’ll play. I guess I’ll look for a way to save myself first. Swim to the closest shore. Find a floating object, catch a branch.”


    “Exactly. That’s simply what I do. Show women the shortest and easiest path to safety. I cannot simply hand them a map to their dream castle and let them walk into the dark deadly forest in their way. Rather lost and hungry than dead and eaten.”


    “Oh, I see. So all that cultural relativism bullshit aside, you actually know that there are universal norms, and yours is the amoral choice?”


    “Amoral? No, Ms. Jasiri, mine is the moral option. I save lives with the flick of a pen, while an FLF commander sends young girls to their deaths every time she attacks a slave convoy.”


    “Fascinating!” exclaimed Nora. “You are the hero of your story, of course. Me, I see no difference between you and many monsters I have talked to to this day. You are still a villain in my book. Albeit, a minor one, with no real power. But at least you’re mildly interesting.”


    Agata leaned back and smiled. “I was wondering when you’d go for my jugular. After you contacted me, I watched a few of your interviews with these… monsters. Less interesting, but with real power, eh? I have to say, I admire your technique. You begin as a cute little girl, big Cheshire smile, naive and open minded, ready to learn from their vast experience and wisdom. Putting those genocidal warlords at ease without any effort. You prick them occasionally with surgical jabs, but of course they suspect nothing. They could be stupid mistakes, made by a stupid girl. You patiently wait for an opportunity and courageously take a big bite at the right moment. Risky, but effective. They often get angry and spill their guts, after which you retreat very carefully. I just love it. It’s like watching a master at work.”


    “Well, thank you for the kind words.” replied Nora, trying to seem unaffected, “You still didn’t answer my-“


    “You posed no question. You made a judgement to provoke me. It didn’t work, not because I’m smarter than your run-of-the-mill jungle guerilla, but because I’m not hiding anything. I’m an open book. Just tell me the page you want to read.”


    “Then let me reformulate. Open book, you said.” Nora raised the tome she was holding. “Do you actually believe the stuff in this book, ‘She Exists for his Pleasure Only?” Do you exist for men’s pleasure? Your husband’s? Others?”


    “Believe? I’m a scientist, Ms. Jasiri… I don’t believe. I observe and theorize. My observations about the world are sound.”


    “The world? Or your own little world?”


    “Yes, of course, where else? That’s what I know and can observe. Whatever lies beyond is out of my reach. I can’t evaluate what I can’t see.” She paused for a long moment and leaned forward to meet Nora’s angry gaze. “Regardless, your inquiry is flawed. You ask two different questions. Do I stand by the statements in that book and many other I’ve written, and do I believe that I exist for men’s pleasure. The answer to both are yes, but they are hardly related.”


    “How so?”


    “I do believe that I exist to please men. All men in theory, but in practice, my husband. This is not a conclusion I have reached after rational contemplation or a cost-benefit analysis, this is simply the point of bliss I have discovered through a long process of soul searching. I don’t… cannot know why. Nature or nurture? Perhaps a past trauma? Permanent damage of oppressive religious upbringing? Who knows! What I do know is serving and satisfying men does something magical to my brain chemistry.” She turned to Marcel and smiled. “When I suck a big strong cock and feel it move to the rhythm of my tongue… when it finally explodes in my mouth… when a strong hand grabs me by the hair and slaps me around, throws me on the floor and fucks me in the ass violently. I feel at home, happy, fulfilled throughout.” She turned back to Nora again. “Surely you understand, don’t you?”


    “Yes, I do,” Nora replied, surprising her two companions, “Would you like to serve him while we talk? Marcel fucks well. Both Melody and I can attest to that.”


    Marcel moved uncomfortably in his seat. Was Nora playing a game with the professor? She was known to come up with new ways to crack her tougher interviewees whenever her usual methods failed, but this one was certainly unprecedented.


    “A new interviewing tactic?” asked Agata with an intrigued smile. “You adapt to your surroundings fast and use the new rules to your advantage. A clear sign of high intelligence.” She looked at Marcel for a moment and picked up her phone. She dialled a number and waited for a few seconds.


    A click was heard and male voice replied. “Dear,” started the professor, “I’m with a reporter from the Saharan Republic and she asked me to serve his male colleague during our interview. Would you allow me to pleasure him?”


    The stunned trio waited wide-eyed for the man on the other side to reply. “Thank you, dear. See you at five?” said Agata and ended the call. Then she turned to Marcel and smiled. “I’d absolutely love to begin by sucking your cock, Mr Nguvu, but that would considerably limit my ability to answer questions. May I interest you in one of my other fuckholes instead?”


    Marcel froze for a moment, much like Melody on the other side of the room.


    “He’d like to start with your vagina,” said Nora. “Perhaps switch to your ass after a while, and of course finish in your mouth, after I’m done with the questions.”


    “Sounds perfect,” said Agata and smiled. “The funny thing is, you are probably thinking that we are playing a chicken game, but this is actually routine for me. I didn’t even need to ask for permission. I made the call to make a point. My husband just chided me for bothering him for such a trivial thing. I’ll be punished for that with a flogging at five o clock.”


    “No, not at all,” said Nora. “I really want to see how you handle it.”


    “The interview? Or his cock?”


    “Both. I love Marcel, and will do anything to pleasure him. This is the perfect opportunity to do that while I’m also doing my job, don’t you think?”


    Marcel wasn’t sure how to feel about this. In Pussiana, it was customary for two men to exchange their women before a formal meeting. In a complete role reversal, he was the sex object who was traded between two women. It was surreal, to say the least.


    Then he heard what Nora has just said. She loved him?


    “He is definitely a wonderful specimen,” said Agata. More objectification? “I can’t wait to start serving him.” She stood up and started to unbutton her shirt. “I hope you don’t mind if I put away my clothes myself, Master Nguvu. I have a meeting in a couple hours, and I don’t have a spare outfit.”


    “He does mind,” said Nora. “Stop undressing, Dr. Matryschek. You cannot dictate the terms during a proper rape.” She turned to her still-confused companion. “Marcel, would you please disrobe and fuck Dr Matrychek the way you like?”


    Agata smiled and dropped her hands to the sides. Then she joined her wrists at her back, which made her half-bared cleavage thrust forward invitingly.


    Marcel stood up and approached Agata, still somewhat befuddled, almost like a newly turned zombie. He didn’t like the way Nora had ambushed him, but the offer was too good to be true. Matryschek combined everything he liked in a woman. Intelligence, a dark sense of humor, tall slender figure, and a desire to please. A gorgeous celebrity professor? She was a dream come true.


    As Nora and Melody watched with widened eyes, he grabbed the professor’s shirt with both hands and pulled it apart violently. Agata gasped, buttons popped, and the cloth ripped. freed from their tight prison, her big tits lunged forward and bounced around. Marcel grabbed the woman by the hair and pulled her head back, pushing her bare chest forward. He grabbed one of her big boobs and gave it a good squeeze, then slapped them one by one. She moaned softly in response.


    He pulled her up to her tiptoes and turned her body around, then grabbed her skirt and pulled it to her waist. “No underwear?” He slapped and squeezed her ass-cheeks a few times. Agata continued to moan and whimper quietly.


    Without letting her hair go, the big man dragged the woman back to her chair. He sat down and took his erect cock out. Agata didn’t need any more direction. She gently sat down on the steely rod until its tip parted her labia, at which point Marcel grabbed her by the waist and impaled the woman violently. This time Agata let out a loud moan and surrendered herself to Marcel’s strong hands.
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    Nora leaned back and watched as Marcel started to move the woman up and down his shaft. As she watched her partner fuck a married woman in front of her, she suddenly realized how surreal this situation was. She looked down to her notes in order to concentrate and pick a question to start with, but all she could think of was Matryschek’s face contorted with pure bliss. she wasn’t exaggerating before. The woman had been truly and completely transformed by Marcel’s touch, even before he shoved his cock in her tight body.


    “Whenever you’re ready, Ms. Jasiri,” moaned the professor. “As I said, open book.”
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    “What happened to your professor,” asked Nora, “Dr Lagno, was it?”


    Agata managed to smile as Marcel continued to fuck her slowly on his lap. “We served together for a while. She, I, and a couple other girls. She was Leo’s favorite, and I was-”


    “I meant when the Revolution happened,” Nora interrupted. “I understand that she was not the type of woman the Fist and Arrow would have tolerated in such an important position.”


    “Oh!…Yes…” Nora noticed Agata’s quiet moans of pleasure took a slight dip. “Unfortunately, she wasn’t compliant…. reasonable… when she had to be. She was sent to an indoctrination camp after the Revolution. I don’t really know what happened to her after that.”


    Nora didn’t say anything. Silence would work better in such moments.


    “After less than a year, Leo and I got married,” the professor continued. “Bridget and Laila went their own ways, but Felicia stayed. She remained our mentor and sex slave. Even after I got pregnant, had my baby boy… The four of us, we had a pretty good life before the revolution.” Agata paused and turned to Melody, whose face had changed immediately. “Sorry dear. You can relax. Sometimes it’s okay to talk about the pre-revolutionary times. It’s just history.” Melody smiled nervously.


    “These youngsters, they get very uncomfortable when someone mentions the pre-revolutionary era in a slightly positive way. It was actually made a crime, you know. For women, of course.” Nora nodded. “So, I’ll ask you to be careful while quoting me on that. I’m ashamed to say, I’m too old to be gangraped for a week in a female correctional facility.”


    “Would they do that to the heroine of the androcracy?” asked Nora, with a slight smirk. For a moment she pictured a bound Agata made airtight by a swarm of cocks. She tried to shake the image off immediately, but it was too late. She had been getting wetter and wetter since Marcel started fucking the woman.
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    “Of course. No woman is above the law. Some men are, sure, but not women. Actually, they would definitely make an example out of me. A televised event, perhaps.” She smiled.


    Nora remained silent for a long moment. “Is this the real reason you write these books? To save lives, like you said earlier. You want women to see ‘reason’ and be ‘compliant’. So they won’t end up as martyrs like Dr Lagno.”


    Agata held her breath. Marcel slowed down and stopped fucking the professor.


    “All this… Are you simply punishing yourself for not being as brave as your friend and mentor, Dr Matryschek?” asked Nora. “Is this simply survivor’s guilt?”


    Agata’s face contorted for a moment, but eventually settled into a bitter smile. “I was wrong before,” she said. “This is the moment you go for my jugular.” She started to move on Marcel’s cock herself. “The answer is yes and no. Do I regret not doing all I could do to save her? Yes. I should have done more. I should have done more to make her see… Do I punish myself for it? No.” She paused. “No… I don’t think so.”


    Nora didn’t seem satisfied by her answer. “Then let me punish you for that, shameless whore,” she said, calmly. “Marcel, will you grab her by her wrists and neck for me?” The big man was enjoying this too much to second-guess Nora’s actions. He let Agata’s waist go and held her the way his companion requested. The professor gasped as he slammed his cock into her mercilessly.


    “She looks too comfortable,” Nora said. “Perhaps you should pull it out of her pussy and shove into her ass? This fucking traitor doesn’t deserve a iota of pleasure, after all.” Marcel nodded and pulled the doctor’s well-fucked body up. His huge member popped out of her fuckhole and swung around, like a cobra looking for its prey.


    Nora turned to the stunned sexretary, who seemed to be at the verge of fainting. “Melody, please help Marcel find his target.” Melody looked at Nora, befuddled, unable to move or say anything. “Now, you little slut. Grab that cock and shove it in her ass!”


    Her forceful tone made the young woman launch towards Marcel and grab his steely rod. She held it upright and froze as the man lowered Agata back down. She directed it to the professor’s anal opening and watched incredulously as the organ penetrated her slowly. Agata let out a pained groan when the head of the penis disappeared inside her, but didn’t protest. Marcel pushed her further down, and finally impaled her fully on his huge cock. When her bum hit his crotch, a louder moan escaped the professor’s parted full lips. She was visibly in pain, but her voice signaled a sense of fulfillment.


    “Pound her hard,” commanded Nora, “show no mercy.” Marcel didn’t even need to hear that. He was moving Agata on his cock like a lightweight masturbatory toy already. Her secondary fuckhole felt much tighter, more welcoming and ravenous. It was resisting him exactly the right amount. His dick was in heaven.


    “Who’s the one raping me? Mr Nguvu, or you?” moaned Agata as the big guy continued to sodomize her.


    “I guess I am,” said Nora. “Marcel is too nice a guy to commit such an heinous act, but I am certainly capable of turning into a ruthless bitch when necessary.” She turned to Melody again. “Give me his belt!”


    It took the girl a few seconds to understand what the beautiful Saharan wanted. She then reached for Marcel’s pants, unbuckled his belt and pulled it out. Nora impatiently grabbed it from her and wrapped it around her own hand. Realizing what was about to happen, the professor straightened her upper body up and arched backwards, exposing her bare tits for a strapping. In spite of Nora’s efforts to make it as painful as possible, she was enjoying her impromptu anal rape too much. Marcel was attractive, strong, and had a marvelous cock. Her ass was stretched to the limit, her body was quivering with pleasure, and her mind was on fire.


    Nora raised the belt, squinted her eyes and swung without warning. The leather strap landed right under the professor’s tits as they bounced up and down. Their tender undersides turned white for a millisecond and started to blush immediately. She shrieked in pain, but not as loud as Nora had hoped. She raised her fist and swung once again, even faster than before. This time Agata’s shriek was even less satisfying for the Saharan. Worse, her victim was certainly enjoying her punishment too much. It was as if the professor’s body was able to absorb Nora’s cruel intent and turn it into pure pleasure.
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    This didn’t stop Nora, of course. She continued to swing again and again as her alluring, well-endowed target kept bouncing on Marcel’s cock rhythmically. She enjoyed hurting Agata too much, even more than torturing Melody at that tacky rape-hotel a couple days ago. Unlike poor Melody, this despicable traitor deserved this pain and more. Much much more. Unfortunately, the fucking weirdo loved it as much as Nora did.


    “I’m glad I agreed to talk to you guys,” whimpered Agata, after a particularly hard series of hits sliced her meaty tits. “This interview is going much better than I expected.”


    “Oh yeah? How so?” asked Nora, panting. Whipping another woman was more exhausting than she had imagined.


    “The moment I did my quick research about you, I knew this was going to be a duel of wills instead of a genuine exchange of ideas. You aren’t here to learn and observe, you are here to hit me. You’ve wanted to hit someone since the moment you arrived. You wanted to hit the misogynistic assholes who treat you like a bug, but of course you cannot. What can you do with that impotent rage? Only thing you can lash out on is another woman. Me, or perhaps this young lady?” She turned to Melody. “Did she beat you up, Svinina?”


    Melody opened her mouth but didn’t say anything.


    “Oh my! She did, didn’t she?” Her breathy laugh was cut short by another angry bite of Nora’s belt. “I’m sure you didn’t have this look in your eyes while you were hitting this poor thing,” continued Agata, seemingly unaffected by the repeated lashes landing on her heavily bruised tits. “No, now she found the real enemy, the big bad whore, a traitor to her gender, a shameless collaborator. Now she, she deserves to be punished.”


    “Pretty accurate,” said Nora. “I can see you read people well. A good ability to have to survive in this fucked up world, surely.”


    “I do,” replied Agata, now visibly closer to a climax, “I have everything I need to survive and more, an unquenchable thirst for cock included.” She was rendered unable to speak for a few seconds, thanks to Marcel’s member throbbing deep inside her butt. “Who do I have to beg for an orgasm,” she groaned, “You, or your man?”


    “You choose,” grinned Nora. “If you choose poorly, you won’t get one.”


    “Would you please let me cum, Ms Jasiri?” begged the professor.


    Nora hesitated with her belt raised for a second, then straightened up and took a step back.


    “Very well. You may cum in three… two… one…”
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    Nora’s head was still buzzing while they were waiting for the car to take them back to the airport. She was replaying the entire conversation in her mind as she sipped coffee absentmindedly at the cafeteria of the humanities department. The trio was surrounded by scenes of abuse as usual, but the sobs of young girls being violated was just white noise for the Saharans at this point.


    Nora felt numb and exhausted mentally. It had been the weirdest interview of her life. She wasn’t sure if she should call it that. An interview? It was more like a duel… with a lot of fucking.


    Did she win? She thought so, but her victory wasn’t as satisfying as she hoped. Regardless of what the scoreboard in her mind said, Agata Matryschek seemed invincible throughout. She was simply impossible to hurt or humiliate. She felt no shame, because she wasn’t in control of her choices. She relinquished control right from the start in order not to feel shame for what gave her pleasure. And what gave her pleasure was pain and shame. Hold on… was that a paradox? A contradiction… circular logic? Nora couldn’t comprehend Matryschek’s mentality well enough to put into words, but on some level, she understood… the way the woman felt. Nora herself had had a glimpse of that unsettlingly liberating feeling earlier, when Marcel had slap-raped her and Melody a few nights ago. It could be great to give your worries a rest and simply enjoy the animalistic friction of flesh sometimes.


    Still, that traitor had to be punished, somehow, and in the moment, Nora had felt good doing that. She had violently whipped the bitch’s tits, fucked her in the ass, and made her beg for a climax.


    “Did you see her face when I denied her the orgasm at the last second,” she chuckled like a villain in a B-movie, and turned to Melody. “Sorry you had to see that, little slut. Never meet your heroes, eh?”


    “You think you won that encounter?” replied the girl, with an uncharacteristically antagonistic tone. “You think you fought an epic battle with a demon, don’t you? I’m sorry to burst your bubble, but that was probably another Tuesday for her. That’s more or less a typical day of a working woman in Pussiana. Mine too.” She paused for a moment to let her words sink in. “But I have to admit, it was rather different. It was unusual in the sense that I had never seen a woman who enjoys it this much.”


    Nora stared at the sexretary for a long moment, trying to find a good response. She wasn’t one to let the other have the last word.


    Melody wasn’t going to wait for her. “You said never meet your heroes, right? I’m glad I did. Before today, she was just a vision of grace and strength in a distant memory. Now I’ve seen it in person, and it was inspiring. She changed me. She changed you too.”


    “Yeah? How so?” Nora failed to sound confident and unaffected.


    “Who do you think left that encounter unscathed and who was forever transformed? You dropped all pretense of civility to attack her, again and again, and used your friend against his will in order to do so. You raped and tortured another human being. When you lunged at her, she simply stepped out of the way and let you fall face first into your animalistic desires. She turned you into a Pussianan with the snap of a finger.”


    A long silence followed Melody’s calm, surprisingly incisive rant. Nora leaned back and reassessed the young sexretary’s words. She turned to Marcel after a couple minutes.


    “I’m sorry I used you like that, Marce,” she apologized. “This little slut is right. It was wrong of me to do that.”


    “Apology accepted,” exhaled Marcel and smiled, “No worries. I have to admit, it wasn’t the worst thing that happened to me during our time together. If I have to choose between a half-day hike through a tropical jungle and an hour with such a delectable goddess, I’d pick the latter every time.”


    “A goddess, huh?”


    “Well, she was kinda perfect in every way,” the man replied quickly, then changed his tone in order to appease his companion. “Of course, if you ignore the fact that she’s a goddamn traitor to her gender. What. a. bitch!”


    Nora chuckled for a moment, but continued to mope. The more she thought about it, the less proud she became of her performance.


    “The driver says he’ll be here in 15 minutes,” said Melody, looking at her smartphone. Nora could see something different in the girl’s face. Perhaps the sexretary was right about her too. The meeting with Agata had unlocked some dark cellar in her mind, one she never knew existed. She felt… primal, wild. Pussianan libido enhancing drugs had worked their magic to intensify her urges, surely. But the feeling itself, it was real, native to her own mind. She just knew it.


    She suddenly stood up, drawing the attention of her two companions. “I think I forgot something upstairs,” she said. “My notes. I’ll just run and pick them up before the good professor leaves for her next rape or something.”


    Marcel moved in his seat and raised his eyebrows. Of course, he was an expert on Nora, and knew right away that she was lying. Nora averted her eyes quickly and turned to Melody. “I’m sure you are dying to take Marce’s dick back in your mouth, little slut,” she said. “Why don’t you get on your knees and keep him entertained while I’m away. Don’t worry, I’ll be back before the car arrives.”


    Melody didn’t need to be told twice. Before Nora could finish her sentence, she was already between the big man’s legs, unbuckling his belt with a big smile on her pretty face.


    Nora rolled her eyes and turned around. She strode to the professor’s office in a jiffy and knocked on the door.


    “Come in.”


    She opened the door, stepped in, and closed it behind her in one fluid motion. Agata smiled, stood up and walked up to the Saharan.


    “What took you so long?”


    They stood face to face for a second and jumped on each other like wild cats in heat. Their lips locked in a long, passionate kiss before Nora pushed the professor back and slammed her to her bookcase. She grabbed her shirt and pulled it apart. Already damaged from the earlier rape, a huge chunk of the cloth came off and liberated the woman’s big tits. Nora threw the piece away and dove face first into the professor’s deep cleavage.


    As the Saharan slobbered all over her chest, Agata used the opportunity to pull Nora’s jacket down and her shirt up. Once her boobs were liberated too, Nora rose again for another kiss. Their chests crashed and their tits smooshed.
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    This time, Agata pushed the journalist back and onto her desk. Pinned down on her back, Nora pulled her legs up and apart to let in the professor, who quickly rolled her skirt up and reached for her pussy.


    “No panties?” exhaled Agata. “Going native already?”


    “Had to,” moaned Nora, “I’m getting dicked down every few hours since the day I arrived in your fucking country. Your fucking masters keep drugging us. They think we don’t know, but…”


    “Oh, they know you know,” smiled Agata as she kissed Nora’s hardened nipples. “They also know that you like it too much to complain about it. You looooove it, don’t you? That big man’s huge cock, stretching your holes without mercy, again and again.”


    “Goddammit! Yes, I do,” groaned Nora. “I hate that I love it. I love it when he grabs me and throws me on the bed, holds me down, and uses me like a fucking blow-up doll.”


    “That’s exactly what you are,” said Agata as she forced four fingers inside the Saharan beauty and started fisting her without mercy. “There is no shame about it. This thing here, it’s designed to accommodate cocks and please men. I know it… you know it… every woman at some point feels it.” She sped up her assault on Nora’s womanhood. “Are you close to that point, Ms. Jasiri?”


    “Yes!” moaned the journalist, “yes I am. Go ahead, show me!”


    Agata leaned in for another kiss. Her entire fist was now in her, and half of her forearm too. When the point of no return arrived, Nora’s eyes rolled back and her body started to convulse violently under the professor. The orgasm hit her like a truck. She felt like flying through the air and lending on a huge pile of feathers. Her brain went numb and fell out of time.
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    When she finally regained her senses, Agata was still leaning over her, with only a few centimeters between their burning lips. She could breathe her breath. Her fist was still buried in Nora’s pussy. She wasn’t pumping her any more, but the Saharan could still feel her slender fingers stretching and moving in her snug fuckhole.


    “Will you look at that,” smiled Agata and landed a tender kiss on Nora’s forehead. “You are literally my hand puppet now.”
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    The car turned to a dirt road flanked by rows of aging oak trees. The driver cursed under his breath and slowed down after hitting a few random bumps in the road.


    “We must have repaired these potholes hundreds of times, but they always return after a light drizzle,” Melody snickered. “For some reason, my father refuses to build a better road. He refuses to do a lot of things. He’s a bit old school… stubborn, you know?”


    Nora watched the young sexretary’s porcelain-like beautiful face light up when they passed the road sign welcoming visitors to the “Svinin Ranch.” It was innocent joy, mixed with nostalgia, some sorrow, and a tinge of guilt. She couldn’t help but smile. After all they went through, she was starting to warm-up to this pretty little thing. Almost.


    “When was the last time you were here, Svinina?” she asked, using her journalist’s voice.


    “Five years,” replied the girl quickly without taking her eyes away from the oak trees. “Damn! Five years?”


    “You kept contact with your folks, though?” asked Marcel this time.


    “Yes. I talk to my mother every week. My father too… not as frequently.”


    “Not your sisters?”


    “No,” she replied quietly. “Most of the girls I had a closer relationship were sold anyway.”


    “What about the younger ones?”


    “No. The girls aren’t allowed to develop close relationships with sisters more than a year older or younger. Makes it harder to part with them when the time comes, you know? It’s like a school. You co-exist in the same place, interact and collaborate sometimes, but mainly fraternize with your age-group.”


    “You weren’t one of them anyway, right? You weren’t cattle like them, you were the ‘real’ daughter.”


    Melody nodded. She wasn’t smiling anymore.


    The driver finally managed to cross the bumpy road and parked in front of the two-story house. Nora was surprised how modest and unimpressive the main dwelling looked in comparison to the big modern girlbarns behind it. She could almost see an old pictoresque vineyard cottage under all that dust. It was obviously the oldest structure on the property, presumably left mostly untouched since the place was turned into a cowgirl ranch.


    “My father-”


    “…refuses to renovate the house?” Nora interrupted the blonde sexretary. “Yes, I think I’m starting to see a pattern here.”


    “It’s not because he’s cheap or anything,” said Melody defensively. “He just doesn’t…” She didn’t finish her sentence.


    They got out of the car and waited for Melody to take the lead, but their cute guide froze in place. She didn’t seem to know what to do. Only after a middle-aged woman rushed out of the door and ran towards her did she manage to move. The mother and daughter remained in an intense, cathartic hug for minutes. Nora and Marcel waited patiently as the two women exchanged love words in tears. Melody eventually managed to extricate herself from her mother’s tight embrace and introduced the two journalists.


    “Master Marcel Nguvu and Miss Nora Jasiri, this is my dear mother and henmistress of the ranch, Xenia Svinina.”


    “How do you do, ma’am,” smiled Nora and extended her hand to the mother before Marcel could move. The woman looked confused for a moment and hesitated, but eventually shook the journalist’s hand timidly.


    “She’s from a pre-slavery culture, mom,” explained Melody. “They don’t necessarily follow our rules of conduct.” She then turned to the Saharans. “It’s not, um, “proper” for a female to… Aaah! Why do I bother! You’re breaking like seven or eight rules whenever you open your mouth.”


    Nora chuckled. She already knew that Melody saw them as “barbarians,” but she was surprised to see the sexretary give her lip like that. It was kind of out-of character for the young blonde. Perhaps returning to her birthplace had an effect on her? Or maybe she was simply posturing in front of her dear mother? Either way, the Saharan decided to let this one go unpunished.


    Xenia didn’t seem to pay much attention to the tension between her daughter and the Saharan journalist. She bowed to Marcel respectfully and welcomed the duo to the ranch, then joyfully dragged her daughter back to the house.


    “Is the master of the house not present?” asked Nora sarcastically once they were inside. “I’d like to meet Mr Svinin and congratulate him for raising such a wonderful daughter. Marcel and I, we admire Melody very much.”


    “My husband is fixing a leak in one of the barns,” explained Xenia. “He’ll be here shortly. Please, have a seat. Would you like some tea?”


    “Yes, thank you ma’am,” replied Marcel. The woman smiled and headed to the kitchen, and Melody led the journalists to the living room.


    “It’s been a while since we sucked our dear master off,” grinned Nora after they settled on an old-fashioned sofa. “Would you like to do it, or shall I?”


    “Please don’t make such juvenile jokes and embarrass me in front of my parents,” said the blonde quietly. “I’m begging you. Just for a short while. You can do whatever you want to me after we leave.”


    Nora waved her hand. “Alright-alright. Just kidding, dear lord!”


    “Thank you,” said Melody nervously and turned to Marcel. “If you ever need relieving during our stay here, just go to the bathroom. I’ll discreetly follow you there and drain your balls, master.”


    “Wow!” exclaimed Nora incredulously and turned to Marcel. To her disappointment, the big man didn’t react as surprised as she was. Nora expected him to make fun of the sexretary’s comment, but all he did was smile gratefully.


    As Nora contemplated the complex threesome she found herself in, the mother returned with tea and cookies.


    “I hope your journey was not too tiring,” she smiled as she handed the cups to the visitors and perched on a chair facing the sofa. “How do you like our beautiful country so far?” Nora observed how the woman’s knees pointed to the male in the group, as if she was ready to fall on them immediately. Her humble and dutiful posture, the respectful tone in her voice, the alertness in her eyes… It was more than obvious that she had extensive experience, and she was ready to serve. Nora could clearly see it happen in her mind. The mischievous thought of testing the limits of the woman’s “hospitality” passed her mind, but she decided not to do it when she noticed Melody’s sad puppy eyes fixed on her.


    “It has been a truly eye-opening experience so far,” she replied, drawing the woman’s deferential stare away from Marcel once again. “Hard not to be amazed. There’s a surprise around every corner.”


    “That’s wonderful.”


    “We have seen the big cities down south, so we hope this will be a nice change of scenery,” Marcel added. “It is quite charming, this region.”


    “Yes Sir,” she smiled. “ We are proud of our simpler and peaceful lifestyle out here.”


    “I’m sure it will be not as peaceful and quiet with the Harvest Festival raging on?”


    “Oh… Yes miss. It can get a bit hectic during Harvest.”


    “So, how many of your daughters are you going to sell this year?”


    “None.” The group turned to the door where a man in his fifties stood, drying his hands with a towel. Xenia and Melody jumped to their feet, joined their wrists in front of them, and lowered their eyes respectfully. “Melody here is Xenia’s only child,” he continued. “I, on the other hand, will be selling six of my daughters this year. Breeder offspring.”


    He walked in and shook the visitors’ hands, then turned to his daughter. “Welcome home, sunshine. How ‘you been?”


    Melody remained in place and bowed her head in response. “Thank you, Sir… It’s very nice to see you again.” She cleared her throat nervously. “These are Master Nguvu and Miss Jasiri. I’m sure you have-”


    “Yes I read the messages. So, you want to make a documentary about our ranch?”


    “Not just the ranch… but yes. We have secured a permit from the Ministry to film the Harvest Festival. From the preparations to the auctions.”


    The old man didn’t seem too surprised when the female visitor took the initiative. He probably was the first person she have met in Pussiana who didn’t take offense at her “tactical impudence.”


    “I see. You’re of course welcome to film here. I’ll be happy to show you around, the barns, explain our procedures, and answer your questions. But we’ll do all that tomorrow. Today, you rest, have dinner with us.” He turned to the mother and daughter looking at him as if he was the only thing in the world. “I’m sure Xenia and Melody have a lot to talk about. While they’re catching up, we can go take care of your stuff, equipment.”


    “We’d love to stay for dinner, yes,” Nora jumped in enthusiastically. She was a bit disappointed for not being able to offend the old farmer.


    Still unaffected, the rancher turned around and led the visitors out of the door. Their luggage was already being unloaded from the SUV by three young girls. All three were completely naked except for their work boots and gloves. When the group exited the house, they put the suitcases down and lined up with their hands joined in front, heads bowed down, just like Melody and Xenia did when the old man arrived. Nora noticed that each had very different features, skin tones and hair color.


    “Mr Nguvu, Ms Jasiri, meet Ingrid, Alia, and Mei,” introduced the man. “All matured this year.” The girls curtsied coyly at the mention of their names. “As you can guess, I have picked a diverse selection of breeders for wider market appeal.” He gestured to the girls, and they swiftly carried the luggage inside. Marcel sent their driver away and joined Nora and Svinin.


    “Fittish, Phasiqan and Jinü breeders, I presume,” commented Nora, after the three tall beauties disappeared into the house


    “That is right,” said the old man, apparently impressed this time. “I also have Ibernian and Rameiran mother hens.


    “Will they be joining us at dinner?” she asked this time. “I’d like to have a chat with them, learn about their stories, and…”


    “The hens are not allowed in the house, I’m afraid,” dismissed the rancher and started to walk back towards the porch. “They are confined to their barns and the immediate area outside. You are free to talk to them in their quarters, of course.”


    “I see. The girls have more freedom, I guess.”


    “Yes, the girls are free to roam around the property, even go downtown if they are old enough. They all go to school anyway.”


    “You let them walk around town? You are not concerned about… um… what is the term? Ah, unauthorized utilization?”


    “They get raped occasionally, yes. Not a problem for my stock. I don’t raise shy fillies.”


    “Shy fillies? That means ‘virgins,’ right? I remember the term. The ministry gave us a handbook. Truly fascinating read.”


    The old man nodded and opened the door for them to enter. When they walked in, Nora noticed another trio of daughters preparing the dinner table. All were impossibly beautiful, even by Pussianan standards.


    “Aren’t the girls allowed clothes?” asked the journalist.


    “Not around here, no. There’s no need. They dress up for school, of course.“ He pointed to Melody. “Sunshine is the only exception.” She responded with a guilty smile.


    Until the dinner was served, Nora continued to ask about every single detail of the girls’ lives, the rules they had to follow, the chores they had to do, and old man Svinin patiently answered all of her questions. He was an interesting character, Nora thought. He wasn’t one of the callous monsters they kept bumping into. He appeared as a loving father figure when he was interacting with Melody and the six naked girls who were serving them.


    The fact that he kept breeders confined in barns and sold their daughters like cattle aside, he seemed like a nice guy.


    After dinner, the trio moved back to the living room. Melody and Xenia asked for permission to leave. All the girls except Ingrid and Mei also went back to their barns. Those two continued to serve the aged wine which they seemed to have an infinite amount of.


    “You are a strange man,” said a fairly intoxicated Nora after she finally ran out of questions. “I’ll be honest. I have been trying to offend and provoke you for the last couple of hours. And I’m an expert in that, believe me…” She turned to Marcel, who nodded in approval. “I have to admit defeat. I failed to get a rise out of you.”


    The man smiled without comment and downed another glass of wine. “What about you?” continued Nora. “Do you have any questions for me… for us? We must be the first ever Sub-Saharans you have ever seen.”


    “Yes,” the man replied. “You are the first. And a very interesting specimen too. You’d make a great breeder.”


    “Would I like to be a breeeeeder?” laughed Nora. “Is-tha’ anuther joke?” She turned to Marcel again. He was now passed out in his chair. “The biiig maaaan. Hecannnot hold his drink-k,” she giggled. Then she took another sip from her glass and suddenly everything went dark.


    The rancher calmly put his glass down and called his two remaining daughters. “Pick her up and lay her on the table” he ordered. “Spread her legs and hold her arms. I want to fuck her a few times before she wakes up.”


    


    (No images for this one per what E said)
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    “Would you like me to… help in any way?” Melody asked as she watched Nora and Marcel undress. “I can clean… that.” She pointed at Marcel’s penis with a mischievous smile.


    “Thank you,” said the big man and stepped in the shower. Nora handed her clothes to the sexretary and followed him. She was sore all over and had a pounding headache on top of it.


    “You’re lucky that one of the girls found you,” the blonde snickered. “She told me that you were snoring like a boar, sitting on Marcel’s lap, his cock lodged in your vagina. how could you both pass out while fucking? So strange.”


    “I don’t remember us fucking,” said Nora, trying to hide her embarrassment. She had been woken up by one the young daughters about fifteen minutes ago, as she was sitting on an unconscious Marcel’s dick. “I don’t remember anything. We were drinking and chatting, then just… black.”


    “Yes, there were several empty bottles of wine scattered nearby. Very strong stuff.” The young sexretary watched the two Saharans awkwardly soap up for a few minutes, then decided to undress and join them. The shower cabin was large enough to accommodate all three after all. The journalists welcomed the addition.


    “So, where were you, while Nora and I were embarrassing ourselves downstairs?” asked Marcel. Melody was stroking his now fully erect member.


    “Spent the night with my mom in my old room,” the girl smiled. We talked for hours. A lot happened since I left, you know. This place, it changed a lot. And I changed a lot too.” She paused and went down on her knees to enhance the handjob with her lips. “I told her about you, and how I…” She looked into his eyes and took his dick in her eager mouth.


    “Oh, for the love of…” Nora rinsed herself off and stepped out of the shower. “Hurry up and get him off, will you? We should get some B-roll around the farm, do some quick interviews with the girls before they are sent to the market.”


    “We have time,” said the blonde, “We have an hour before the communal breakfast. You want to film the enslavement ceremony?”


    “Of course. We must document the entire thing, from start to finish. Will the banding happen before or after the thing?”


    “Not sure,” mumbled Melody with her mouth full of cock. “After, if I remember correctly. Mom says dad modified his routines after I left.”


    “Very well.” Nora stood there for a few seconds, then fell down on her knees next to the blonde. “Move aside, slut. We can finish him off quicker if we work together.”


    ***


    After a long relaxing blowjob, Marcel pulled his two volunteer cockservants up and the trio exited the bathroom, only to be welcomed by Ingrid, Mei, and Alia, with freshly pressed northern-style outfits for the visitors.


    “Local clothes?” asked Nora, a millisecond before realizing that she was fully naked in the presence of three strangers, themselves also standing in the nude. She chuckled to herself when the peculiarity of the situation hit her. Perhaps nudity no longer bothered or embarrassed her? Or maybe she felt somewhat safe in this idyllic place in the middle of nowhere, away from the relentless bombardment of sexofascist imagery.


    The girls curtsied with big genuine smiles and started to dress the visitors. Nora’s first instinct was to refuse help and dress herself, but she resisted the urge. She decided to let herself go and take in the full “northern experience.”


    When Mei was done dressing Marcel, Nora couldn’t help but chuckle. “You look like a polar bear in the desert, Marce.”


    The gentle giant joined the laugh. “Can’t believe you had clothes in my size,” he commented as Mei put a hat on his head and took a step back respectfully. “I can never find stuff that fits me.”


    “We made them ourselves last night, Master Nguvu,” replied the tall brunette with subtle Asiatic features. “Me and the girls at the second barn. We used your own clothes as template.”


    “Wow! In just a few hours, eh? Impressive. These are great, thank you very much.”


    “You’re welco- I mean, thank you, Sir,” she blushed.


    Delighted by the praise they received, the daughters turned around and led the the visitors downstairs, where Old man Svinin and another man were lounging with coffee in their hands. The trio disappeared right after.


    “Good morning,” greeted Nora. She wondered whether their host was informed about the very embarrassing position she was found in earlier. She blushed a bit.


    “Good morning,” the man replied with a gravelly voice. “I hope you had a comfortable night.”


    Was that a subtle jab, or some kind of mischief in his voice? She couldn’t tell. The old man was rather enigmatic and her instincts said there was something fishy about him. She just couldn’t put her finger on it.


    Or perhaps it was nothing. She no longer trusted her instincts fully like before she arrived in this country, where apparently every sip and and every bite was laced with mind-altering chemicals.


    “This is my neighbor and good friend Jeffrey Konstig,” introduced their host. “He is here to register the girls. He does that every year, actually. It has become kind of a tradition.”


    “How do you do?” smiled Nora and extended her hand for a shake. It was now her opening move with every new person she met in Pussiana. The way they reacted to an assertive woman taking the initiative before male company was very telling. The old man showed no sign of surprise or annoyance as he shook her hand with a polite smile. “Konstig?” exclaimed Nora a second later. “Where did I hear this name before? Ah! Dr Agata Matryschek!”


    “Agata? She’s my daughter, yes,” replied the old man, beaming with pride. “I didn’t know she was well-known beyond our borders?”


    “I’m sure her reputation travels far and wide, but I discovered her body of work only after I arrived here,” said Nora. “I had the pleasure of interviewing her a few days ago, actually. What a memorable encounter!”


    She got immediately wet thinking of it.


    “You met my Agatha, have you?” smiled the man. “How nice. I miss her a lot. She never visits during Harvest time.”


    “So, you’ll register Mr Svinin’s daughters, and he registers yours? Is it how it works?”


    “Not exactly. I do my own too. Good old Nick never got his permit for some reason. So I come over for a few hours every year, do the thing, and he often repays me with a surprise gift afterwards. You know, good neighborly relations.”


    “Ah!” exclaimed the journalist and turned to Svinin. “What are you going to repay him with this year, I wonder.”


    “Already did,” replied the old man. “Last night, after you guys went asleep. I shared a prime cut of meat with him. Something I came across by chance. Exotic, very delicate and tasty.”


    Before Nora could ask another question, A younger daughter they never met before came in to announce that the barn was prepared for inspection and the six girls were waiting in there. The rancher thanked the girl and gestured towards the door. “We’ll have a communal breakfast in half an hour, so I thought we can handle the registration while the other girls are busy with the preparations. It will be less dramatic that way. I’ll give you a quick tour of the barn before the banding. One would be enough, I guess. They are all basically the same, really.”


    “Of course,” replied Nora. “I’ll put a mic on you, and on Mr Konstig too, if he’s joining us. Please, just try to act natural and explain to me in simple terms what you do here. Marcel will film us from a distance.”


    The man nodded and turned to Melody. “Sunshine, you go and see if your mother needs any help. You know the barns are off-limits for you.”


    “But I… Yes daddy,” said the blonde obediently and went back in the house, visibly disappointed.


    Nora wanted to make a comment, but decided not to. She was here to film a northern girlbarn, and anything else was a distraction. After several failures, she was determined to stay focused this time.


    They crossed the lawn between the house and the row of barns. “This one is the first barn we raised. And the one behind it. I already had three wives back then. My dear Xenia and two others. Those became my first two hens. I later sold them and I bought more throughout the years. I have six today. All top-quality breeders between the ages 24 and 32. I sell them before they turn 36, generally.”


    “Why 36?” asked Nora, trying to look unaffected by the man’s callous description.


    “I just want to re-home them before they see their daughters being sold,” shrugged the man. “It causes a lot of problems. Can’t stand the excessive crying and tantrums.”


    “He’s a softy, our Nick,” Konstig commented. “It’s not common practice here. Most ranchers keep the mother hens as long as they are fertile.”


    “You do that too?”


    “Yes. My oldest hen turned 51 recently. She’s actually one of my surviving ex-wives. Completely unfuckable and infertile now, but has sentimental value, you know. Not completely useless around the house either.”


    Nora suppressed a sudden urge to punch the guy. He had an extremely punchable face… Just like her snotty daughter.


    “Let’s head inside,” said the rancher and opened the door for Nora and Marcel to enter.


    It was nothing like what Nora imagined. A large room with a high ceiling, large windows above to provide natural light, minimalist wooden furniture… A communal area welcomed them as they entered. It was basically a kitchen island with several sinks and stoves, with numerous chairs and pillows surrounding it. Sturdy wooden shelves that looked like coffins stacked sideways covered the opposite wall.


    “That’s the daughters’ living space,” explained the man. “You see the sleeping shelves over there. they hold eighteen girls. The two hens of this barn have their private rooms behind those shelves. Each contains a single bed and small utility table. There’s also is bigger, fancier bedroom at the very end with proper restraints and female utilization equipment. I usually rape them in there, come breeding time.”


    Nora bit her lip. The old man was an asshole. How could she ever have thought he was any different when they had met him the day before? At dinner he had seemed normal, cordial, charming even. Was all that an act? Or was she losing her ability to read people? Perhaps it was just the excessive wine, clouding her judgement.


    “You really don’t let them in the house, eh? In your own bedroom? Not even to… um… impregnate them?”


    “Of course not,” the man replied with a raised eyebrow. “They are breeders… Just cattle.”


    She took a deep breath. “I thought we were going to watch the banding,” she said after a long pause. “The girls, where are they?”


    “Through here,” pointed the man to a door behind the kitchen island. “Listen.” The moment he said that, Nora noticed the faint noise coming from where they were headed. The sound became clearer as the approached. Nora recognized what it was even before the rancher opened the door and revealed a shocking scene.


    It was six young girls, moaning loudly.


    The group found themselves in another closed area, much larger than the living space they had passed through. On the left side various farm animals were kept in a partitioned fenced off area, and on the right side stood nine or ten life-like blowjob training mannequins with large penis attachments.


    But what drew the eye immediately were the six tables in the middle, on which the six girls were being brutally raped by a number of boys.
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    “What the hell is going on here?” asked a wide-eyed Nora, momentarily losing her calm.


    “These are their boyfriends and suitors,” replied the old man without skipping a beat. “I told you before, I don’t raise shy fillies, I raise well-trained girls with intense utilization experience. The best and cheapest way to train a girl is to let the boys in. This way they learn to satisfy different types of men with different desires, learn to please multiple rapists at once, learn serving techniques from each other. And they make some money for the ranch too.”
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    “You are whoring them?” asked Nora incredulously as they stopped by the first desk, on which Ingrid was being roughly spit-roasted by two boys her age. She was visibly in pain and tears were flowing down her slap-red cheeks, but she was not resisting or protesting. She wouldn’t be able to stop these two big boys anyway, even if she weren’t tied down on the rape-table.


    “Whoring? No, gang-training,” shrugged the man. “What did you think we were doing here?”


    “Not this,” she responded. “Is this why Melody isn’t allowed in these spaces? Before we arrived, she told us stories about her time here, but never mentioned anything like this. Am I right to assume that she had no idea about what really goes on in the barns?”


    “She has no idea, because I developed this practice after she left,” he dismissed. “It doesn’t matter, anyway. She was not allowed in here not because I wanted to protect her from the ‘barn-life.’ It’s the opposite, actually. I didn’t want the calves to see my only real daughter prancing around, in clothes and without a collar, living the good life they could never have. I didn’t want any resentment brewing.”


    “What makes Melody your real daughter and these ones cheap fuckmeat?” asked Nora after a brief pause. She was ready to take her gloves off. It was time to start pricking this asshole.


    “I assure you, the fuckmeat I raise is not cheap, Slut Jasiri,” the rancher frowned.


    “I’m not a Pussianan female, Sir,” Nora corrected. It was jab for jab now. “You can call me Nora, if Ms Jasiri is too hard to pronounce for you.”


    “Very well. Nora, Melody is my real daughter because she’s the only love child I had. The rest are livestock I raised. I simply buy a woman with good genes and rape her while she’s ovulating. That’s the extent of my involvement. The women in the barns collectively raise the cattle until it’s time to drive them to the market. I don’t even attempt to learn their names before they are ready for enslavement.”


    “A very clinical approach,” the journalist commented. “I’m surprised. You’re far from the father figure in Melody’s stories. From what she told me, I got the impression that you cared about these girls. Never abused them. Even chose to register them with ‘nice’ servonyms before taking them to the auction house. How could you deceive your Sunshine that way, I wonder?”


    “None of that is untrue,” the man shrugged calmly. It upset Nora, who wanted to get a rise out of the man. “I see them as chattel, but that doesn’t mean I despise or mistreat them. As you can see, I do everything I can to prepare the poor things for the rough life that awaits them.”


    “Ah! So, this is for their own good,” Nora exclaimed, pointing to the restrained brunette who was struggling to rim the boy sitting on her face.”


    “Of course it is,” chimed in Jeffrey Konstig, “One cannot fault good old Nick’s dedication to his calves’ well-being. Thanks to his methods, these girls will end up in richer, more comfortable homes, live better lives, take pride in their service.”


    Nora barely suppressed a curse-word. Another Konstig spewing twisted morality bullshit! He was parroting his daughter’s crazy arguments, most certainly.


    At that moment, the two boys double-ending poor Ingrid finished in her one after another and put their pants back on. Svinin shook their hands and thanked them. They dropped some money in the girl’s bucket and left.


    The brunette who was rimming her overweight rapist awkwardly was the next girl to be releived from her taxing duty. As Marcel walked around the tables and filmed the ongoing violations, Nora continued to go through her list of questions. The boys finished one after another and left. Moans and heavy breathing gave way to quiet sobs and whimpers.


    “Are they done? Are you going to release them now?”


    “Not yet,” said the rancher and pulled a spool of hose. “We’ll hose them down first.” He pointed the muzzle towards the six well-fucked girls panting on the rape beds, then stopped and turned to Nora. “Would you like to do it?”


    Nora liked the idea. Footage of her washing away that nasty stuff off these poor things. A powerful image for the documentary, for sure. “Why not!” She grabbed the hose and pulled the trigger. A ruthless jet of freezing cold water hit the rimming brunette, who let out a pained shriek. No, this wasn’t the image Nora wanted at all. Instead of a savior, she looked like a torturer.


    She just couldn’t give up right away. Unable to control the unforgiving water pressure, she stepped back a little and tried to avoid sensitive areas. Unfortunately it proved impossible to do so. A cacophony of cries and whimpers followed. Only after a particularly disturbing scream from Mei, she decided to stop and hand the hose back to the rancher. She didn’t look, but she was sure that the old bastard had had a grin on his rugged face the entire time she was struggling with the task.


    The girls were more or less “clean” after a while. Svinin and Konstig untied the poor things and helped them line up by the back wall. Still sobbing quietly, all six assumed proper kneeling positions with wrists crossed at their backs and heads bowed down. They were of course crying because they had been violated repeatedly and they were about to be enslaved and sent away, but Nora couldn’t help but feel guilty for her tiny part in their terrible ordeal. That fucking old man had tricked her and made her complicit in this monstrous rite. How could she fall for that!


    Once the girls were lined up and calmed down, Konstig opened his bag and pulled out a tablet. “I’ll log on to the Registry,” he explained when he noticed Nora raising her eyebrows. “It’s all done digitally nowadays. Takes only a few seconds.”


    A young girl’s fate being decided within mere seconds. Turned into fuckmeat with the press of a button! Nora shivered.


    The man put the tablet on a table and dove into his bag again. When he pulled his hand out, Nora noticed a bundle of plastic baggies. She immediately recognized the infamous BFA-issue slavebands. He opened the plastic bags one by one, took out the black restrainium chokers, and laid them neatly on the table. Nora signaled Marcel to do a close-up on the ominous things. They looked simple and unimpressive, but everyone there knew that they were the most powerful objects in the room. They changed lives and decided fates.


    Old man Svivin approached the table and picked one of the bands, then walked over to the line of girls now visibly trembling on their knees. He paused and turned to the Saharan duo to check if they were ready to film the process. Nora nodded. She was both horrified and excited. They were about to witness a banding. The last sigh of a freewoman. The birth of a sex slave.


    “I’m sure you know,” the man started, “A male citizen legally cannot enslave his own daughters. But due to special circumstances in our region, the government allows us to circumvent this hurdle by the use of personal slave trading companies. I don’t want to bore you with technical details, but basically I’m now going to “gift” my daughters to this legal entity.”


    “You are gifting your daughters to yourself, got it,” Nora shrugged indifferently. She didn’t care. She wasn’t a stranger to the unchanging universal rule: Profit trumps law.”


    Konstig approached his friend and used his tablet to synch with the slaveband’s ID-chip. “Your name again, sweetheart?” he asked softly.


    “Cara, Sir,” sobbed the redhead. Konstig turned to his friend, tablet in hand.


    “Brighteyes,” said old man Svinin and turned to Nora. “The boys keep telling me that she performs blowjob eye-contact exceptionally.”


    “Brighteyes,” repeated the neighbor and typed it in. The rancher bent over to wrap the slaveband around the girl’s slender neck. A click was heard. The girl burst into tears and started to sob uncontrollably, barely managing to thank her father. It triggered a cascade of tears down the line of kneeling daughters.


    The men didn’t seem to be affected by the outburst of emotions. And went to the next one.


    “Minna, Sir.”


    “Creampie,” said the man and banded the girl without losing another second. He didn’t provide any explanation this time. Konstig typed in the servonym and moved on.


    They moved on to the blonde who had served the guests wine at dinner last night. “And you are?”


    “Ingrid, Sir.”


    “They tell me that you’re the best kisser,” said the rancher. “You’ll be Tenderlips.”


    “Thank you daddy,” the girl whimpered as the band was locked around her neck.
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    “Sybille, Sir,”


    “Hotbuns,” he said and banded her quickly. She certainly wasn’t his favorite. Similarly, Alia was renamed “Wildflower,” and Mei became “Moonlight.”


    “Is this it?” asked Nora when Konstig started to pack up. “I was expecting something… more spectacular. I have to say, it was rather anticlimactic.”


    “This is far from the real thing of course. Nick here isn’t the biggest fan of the theatrics associated with enslavement. I’m sure you’ll see a a lot of ‘classic’ rites at the auctions. For example, it’s customary to throatfuck the women you purchase and cover their faces with your semen. Back in the day we called it ‘marking’ or ‘soaking.’ Kids nowadays call it bapjism, I think.”


    “May I ask the girls a few questions, Mr Svinin,” asked Nora seeing the girls calmed down a bit. She had the idea of following one of the girls throughout the entire process, to focus on her transformation and show the world how this inhumane process affected a young woman’s mind. She just couldn’t decide which one of these six would be the interesting enough to focus on.


    The rancher shrugged indifferently. “Sure, we have time if you want to do it here. Or you can talk after we take them to the rapegrounds for ‘tasting.’ Plenty of time to do so. They will be serving potential customers for the next two days.”


    “I think I’ll do both.” Nora approached Mei with a friendly smile and crouched down. “Um…”


    “Moonlight,” reminded Konstig.


    “Yes, Moonlight… How do you feel about this… ‘tasting,’ dear? Anyone specific you hope to see there? A sweetheart? Perhaps boy from from school you want to end up with?”


    “A b-boy? No, miss,” stammered the girl. ”There’s…” She stopped and looked at her father and then the camera timidly.


    “That’s okay,” said Nora. “Forget about them, and ignore the camera. You know, if you want to say something, this might be your last chance.”


    “Abby Lynn,” the girls whispered after a long pause. “Abby Lynn Cerdo.”


    “One of Rodrigo’s calves?” reacted Konstig in surprise.


    Nora decided to ignore him. “This Abby Lynn,” she continued. “You are close?”


    “I… I love her,” said Mei and looked at her father with fear in her eyes. Nora noticed the man’s deepening frown. Perhaps romance between calves wasn’t something he approved of.


    “Some months ago, boys at school dragged several of us to the woods for another afternoon gangrape. It lasted for a couple hours. Abby and I were… they tied us together and utilized us as a six-holer, you know, and I… I liked that part a lot. Our bodies… touching, and… Anyway, we-” She looked at her father again. “We did it again later. W-without the boys, you know. A f-few more times…”
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    Without the boys?” asked the rancher indignantly.


    The momentary surprise in his voice intrigued the journalist. “Is that not allowed, Mr Svinin? I thought you wanted your daughters to gain sexual experience out there.”


    “What’s the point of playing with another girl if there are no men around to entertain,” he dismissed.


    “I like it,” the girl mumbled quietly. “I wish there were no boys… at all.” Only Nora could hear the sacrilegious ending. She decided to leave it there and continue her inquiry later at the ‘tasting,’ without Svinin listening in. Maybe she’d have a chance to talk to this Abby Lynn Cerdo too?


    She went down the line and asked a few questions to the other daughters, but she had already made her decision. Their focus would be on Mei and her tragic love story.


    After taking enough footage of the now-enslaved girls, Marcel turned the camera off. “We still have time before breakfast, so you are welcome to pick one or more to rape if you like,” said Svinin and tapped the big man on the shoulder. “You are quite the specimen. They never had the chance to serve anyone like you. It would be a nice experience, right girls?”


    Marcel opened his mouth to decline politely, but Nora jumped in before he could. “I accept,” she smiled and pointed to Mei. “I’ll take her. Can we use this breeding room you mentioned earlier? I want to play with her privately, without any boys around.”
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    Nora thought she had seen everything since she arrived in this dystopian hellhole weeks ago. She had seen slavegirls being casually raped in broad daylight, she had seen leashed petgirls dragged around naked on the street, she had walked through giant marts selling nothing but fuckmeat of all ages and types…


    In the very beginning she had been shocked again and again by infuriating scenes of mundane cruelty female citizens of Pussiana were subjected to every second of their lives. The humiliation was constant and overwhelming, so she had gradually become numb to it after a while. Marcel too was taking his camera out less and less frequently. She had begun to understand how the population of this country, male and female alike, turned into a bunch of emotionless, heartless zombies. The incessant bombardment of sexual imagery and the relentless justification of it by the state apparatus made all that insanity “normal.” Not at all shocking once your senses were saturated by it.


    That is what she thought, before she had stepped foot on the “tasting grounds” of the Harvest Festival. In this place, women were not simply being mistreated and abused.


    They were nothing but cattle, in human female form.


    Even Melody seemed rattled by what she had seen. Nora knew of course, that their ministry-appointed guide had been sheltered by her father from the harsh realities of northern girlfarming and the annual Harvest Festival that celebrated it… But still, she was born and raised around here. She had attended school alongside girls like these, she had met them at the local diner, seen them around town… She probably had seen them getting abused and raped in public even. But it was obvious from the shock in her widened eyes that the blonde had never been to the rapegrounds where the farmers brought out their merchandize to be “tested and tasted” by potential buyers.


    Melody’s father had accompanied them as they entered the Thoreau Ranch, but soon left them in the middle of an endless sea of tents and stalls in order to set up his own area for his six daughters. Nora was relieved to see him leave. She didn’t like the man at all, and she wanted to explore the place freely. She was going to meet the rancher who was in charge of the place in an hour and listen to him ramble about the boring stuff anyway. Until then, she was hoping to talk to a few of the… cows?


    She just didn’t know where to start. Perhaps she should walk into a random stall, find a girl who didn’t have a cock lodged in her throat at that moment, and start asking questions.


    “Miss Jasiri? Nora Jasiri?”


    Nora looked around to find an excited looking blonde woman in early twenties, accompanied by cameramen of her own.


    “Oh my god!” she exclaimed when Nora turned to her. “It is actually you! Oh my fucking god!”
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    “Hello?” she said in confusion as the young woman rushed toward her. She was surprised to see another dressed female in this place. Her clothes looked revealing and had all those easy access flaps and zippers, but she looked untouched. “Have we met before?” Nora asked as the other extended her hand to shake hers.


    “I wish,” the woman smiled. “I know all about you. I’ve seen most of your interviews. Just awesome-awesome stuff! Big fan!”


    “A fan? I didn’t expect to be recognized in this place, to be honest,” smiled Nora nervously. “You must be the only Pussianan who knows who I am, Miss…”


    “Braucht! Elsa Braucht!” introduced the other. “So sorry, of course…” Her voice went down to a barely audible whisper. “I shouldn’t publicly admit to having seen broadcasts from pre-slavery countries, I guess,” she said with a mischievous smile. “In journalism school, we used to smuggle in some tapes and stuff, and…”


    “A fellow journalist? interjected Nora. “Wait a second. Braucht, yes! I think I saw a billboard with your name on it.”


    “Oh my god!” the blonde yelled with replenished excitement. “Nora Jasiri have heard my name! Yesyesyesyesyes! I have my own show. Just this little thing. It’s called Miss Braucht on the Road. I travel to places and… you know…” She opened her arms and pointed at the crowds of men wandering about the rapegrounds. “Oh my lord! You are here to report on the festival too?”


    Nora nodded. “Yes. It will be a documentary. About Pussiana and the androcracy in general, but the Ministry gave us special permission to attend the festival. So we thought…” She pointed to Melody. “Our guide Miss Svinina grew up here. We have been staying at her family ranch, in order to see how a girlfarm works.”


    “It’s so exciting, isn’t it?” Elsa said. “I have been doing the same thing. I spent a full day at the Cerdo farm1, talked to the girls, slept on shelves, ate pigslop, milked animals, even done some blowjob training with them. You know, the usual farm stuff.”


    “The usual stuff?” smiled the other. “Wait… did you say Cerdo?”


    “Yes, Cerdo Farm. Down the road.”


    “Did you happen to meet an Abby Lynn there?”


    “Yes! Abby Lynn Cerdo,” exclaimed the blonde. “She’s one of the cows to be auctioned off tomorrow. You’ve met her too?”


    “No, not yet,” Nora smiled. “But we have a common friend.”


    “I can’t believe I met Nora Jasiri here,” the blonde hopped in joy. “You know what we should do? Join forces, exchange footage, maybe even interview each other too. I’d love to hear about your experiences here. Your impressions of our beautiful country and such…” She turned to Marcel and Melody and performed a lewd hand gesture. “Then we can relax with a nice long gangbang afterwards. Do you guys have rapemeat? I gladly volunteer, if you’re game.”


    “Thank you,” smiled Nora, “An exchange of ideas and impressions is a great idea. I’d be honored to talk to a fellow colleague, of course.” She was immediately taken by the charming blonde with a barely discernible foreign accent. The girl’s jovial attitude was refreshing, even though it was completely out of place in this infernal landscape. But somehow, she didn’t appear to be batshit insane. Perhaps it was merely a coping mechanism, Nora thought.


    She chose to ignore the casual “rapemeat for a friendly gangbang” offer of course. A few weeks ago, such a suggestion would have shocked and angered her. Not any more.


    To the contrary… the idea actually got her wet. She couldn’t help but imagine the charming blonde without her clothes. She was, without a doubt, a mouth-watering piece of fuckmeat.


    “What’s next?” the girl asked excitedly. “What are you going to do? Talk to some of the girls, ranchers, customers? I’m sorry, I still can’t believe you’re here. The idea of seeing a master in action is… it’s like a dream come true for me.”


    “Thank you,” said the Saharan once more, now totally under the spell of the girl’s positive attitude. “Yes, I guess I’ll do just that, in that order. What about you?”


    “Oh!” exclaimed the blonde. “My show is a bit different. You see, I travel around the land, sometimes visit other androcratic countries, and immerse myself in the local culture and traditions.”


    “Is it a travel show?” asked Nora.


    “Kind of. I’ll be a cow for the day.”


    “Excuse me?”


    “I’ll be a cow, do the ‘tasting’ thing. Mr Cerdo kindly agreed to put me in a stall with his daughters for the day. I’ll be stripped down, leashed, and chained like these girls. I’ll be beaten and raped all day. It will be a full experience.”


    Nora froze. She was wrong before. She wasn’t completely numb to the insanity she was surrounded by.


    “Here he comes,” said the blonde, pointing to the rancher walking towards them. “I think I’ll be serving cocks till sundown. Perhaps we can talk again after my inevitable Fem-Vet visit. If I’m still conscious and able to walk, of course. Say ten-ish?”


    “Sure,” Nora stammered, still unable to cope with the idea. She stepped back once the old rancher arrived and Elsa’s two cameramen began filming.


    “Master Cerdo,” greeted the blonde deferentially. Nora noted the immediate change in her strange colleague’s tone. “Thank you for accepting this slut to your herd. Such a great honor. Please treat me the way you treat your cows. Don’t hold back in any way. We want it to be as real as possible.”


    The man looked at the Saharans for half a second, which made a befuddled Nora take another step back. He then turned to Elsa and landed a hard slap on her left cheek. “Take off your dress!” he ordered with a surprisingly soft voice.


    “Yes Sir!” the girl stammered and quickly slid out of her mini dress. Her speed was impressive, but her exceptionally beautiful naked form was what struck Nora. She managed to take another step back when the rancher hit Elsa again. “On your hands and knees!”


    Elsa let out a pained squeal and immediately went down on all-fours like a good petgirl. A crowd was slowly gathering around them now. Passersby were starting to realize who the blonde was.
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    Nora snapped out of her trance only when Cerdo placed a heavy metal collar around the young woman’s slender neck and flicked the large cowbell attached to it. She turned to Marcel to tell him to start filming the scene unfolding before them. He was doing it already.


    The rancher bent over to slap his new cow once more and ordered her to follow. He turned around and walked towards a tent with his name all over it. Elsa obediently followed on her hands and knees. Her graceful sway and swift pace was a dead give-away of her extensive experience in bitchwalking.


    A mesmerized Nora looked on as the girl was led into a stall and chained to the wooden fence. She then signaled Marcel to move in and record the girl’s first facerape that immediately followed. A line of excited fans formed quickly in front of her and a smiling Elsa started to perform fellatio without hesitation.


    Nora watched a couple of men finish in her colleague’s mouth. Elsa swallowed her reward every time, properly thanked her rapist, and enthusiastically received the next one without complaint. The Saharan was unable to avert her gaze from the spectacle for a long time.


    A tap on the shoulder. “I found Abby Lynn.” She turned to Melody who was pointing to another stall at end of the row. “You said you wanted to talk to her, right? That blonde cow over there.”


    “Yes, thank you,” said Nora. “I’ll… I’ll talk to her, sure. But I think we should focus on Miss Braucht here… just for a little while.”
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    “Miss Braucht! There you are!”


    “Oh, hello again. How nice of you to visit me. But pleeeease, call me Elsa.”


    “Sure, Elsa. We just went to the tasting-stalls to see you finish your… experience, and they sent us here.”


    “Yes. I guess I lack the resilience these cowgirls have. These girls, they prepare for this all their lives, after all. They told me that I passed out during a particularly violent spitroast. I woke up here, in this Fem-Vet tent, only ten minutes ago.”


    “I see. Sorry to hear that. How are you feeling now?”


    “A bit sore, but quite re-energized. The doctor here gave me a strong rejuv-cocktail.”


    “I thought these Fem-Vets weren’t real doctors.”


    “Some of them are. They don’t need to be, though. I think it’s a two-year certificate program. Have you been to a Fem-Vet clinic before?”


    “Yes, actually, I had the intense displeasure… I’m sure you had done a piece on Fem-Vets already, worked as a nurse for a day or something?”


    “Oh my god! Nooo, but now I’ll definitely do it.”


    “I was going to offer to buy you a coffee. Perhaps get you away from this madness for a brief respite? Miss Svinina recommended this no-sex cafe at the edge of town. You see, she was raised as a pampered daddy’s princess, so she knows all the places you’re less likely to be raped at around here.”


    “Sure, I’d love to talk to you more. You know, I might look cool and calm because of all the drugs circulating in my system right now, but in my head, I’m just an silly fangirl screaming constantly. I still cannot believe that the great Nora Jasiri is sitting next to me.”


    “Ha-ha! You are too kind. I think what you do here is a lot more impressive. Given the world you live in, this oppressive, fasc-”


    “Perhaps we can talk while we walk. This cafe you mentioned earlier, is it too far?”


    “Oh. Just a few minutes from here, I’m told. You want to walk? You seem tired, and we have a car waiting for us.”


    “I’d like to walk. I spent the better part of the day on my hands and knees, so…”


    “Right. Okay, let’s walk then… Um… You want to put on something?”


    “No, I’m fine like this. I just need my shoes… You know, in Pussiana, you’re a lot safer when you wear nothing. It’s a statistical fact. When you’re naked, men rarely look at you twice, and even if they do, they are likely to assume that you’re owned or reserved by another man.”


    “I see. Naked means taken, huh?”


    “Exactly. So… Maybe you want to get out of those clothes and join me?”


    “Ah-hah! No, thank you. I think I’ll not attempt to blend in perfectly this evening.”


    “No problem. Your giant friend over there will definitely deter unwanted attention anyway. I watched you guys from my stall for a while while you were talking to the customers. He seemed constantly alert and ready to jump in to protect you.”
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    “Yes, I always feel safe around Marcel. He saved me from very tricky situations more times than I can remember.”


    “Uh-huh. And now he kinda wants to save that cute blonde who follows you around too.”


    “Melody… That’s exactly right… You are very smart, aren’t you? Took a short glance at us and figured it out immediately.”


    “Thank you very much. I might be wittier than I let people know, but it’s not really hard to guess. Three people working together in close quarters, their relationship inevitably devolves into an episode of “Harry’s Harem.”


    “A popular TV show, I presume.”


    “Popular? It’s only the best r-com ever. I appeared in an episode in its second season for about four seconds. I was cocksucker number five.”


    “Another ‘on the road’ episode?”


    “No-no, This was back when I first came to Pussiana as a journalism student. They were filming near the campus. I saw the casting call poster, sneaked into the set, and started sucking random cocks without even introducing myself.”


    “That’s so… you know, not a short time ago, that story would have shocked me, Elsa. But after spending some time in this place, I think it was relatively… It kinda sounds normal, I’m afraid to admit.”


    “Right. Coming from a pre-slavery country, you would find it hard to talk about topics like sex and gender, I guess.”


    “Oh, I can talk about sex and gender all day, believe me.”


    “Yeah? Perhaps not in the same way we do. We are kinda… what’s the word, ‘unburdened’ from an outdated sense of morality and decency.”


    “Outdated sense of morality? I hope you’re not going to start quoting Agata Matryschek to me.”


    “Oh my god! You interviewed her too, haven’t you?”


    “Yes, we had… an interesting exchange of ideas… and fluids.”


    “No! Don’t tell me you fucked the one and only Mother Matryschek!”


    “Hush! Not so loud. My companions don’t know about that part.”


    “Oh, they probably figured it out already, to be honest… But now you must fuck me too. I want to be able to tell the story about how I fucked a woman who fucked Agata Matryschek.”


    “Ah-hah! Let’s see how our first date goes, eh?”


    “Oh, I can be very convincing, believe me. You’ll not be able to fend off my advances at the end of the night.”


    “I believe you. You have that rare disarming charm. You’re very intelligent too. A winning combination in our line of work, of course.”


    “Thank you, Nora. It means a lot coming from you. Out here you have to be jovial and starry-eyed constantly. You cannot be caught with a stern expression.”


    “I get it. I do look like a mean bitch most of the time, but I can turn on the charm when I need to.”


    “I know you can. I remember your Bima Bangang interview. That moron thought you were flirting with him the entire time.”


    “Ha-ha! Yes, yes, he did. Marcel often jokes that the man would have proposed to me had I stayed for another day at their camp. Luckily I was already on a flight back to SSC when the interview aired.”


    “Sub-Saharan Confederacy?”


    “Yes. Have you ever been?”


    “No, never had the pleasure. It’s virtually impossible for a woman to leave the Androcratic bloc, even for celebrities like myself. They sometimes make exceptions for nominally non-aligned countries with a positive attitude towards FNA ideology. So far the only pre-slavery country I traveled to is Coşmaria, but I was surrounded by an insane number of “bodyguards” during my time there. All I was allowed to do was visit a movie set. A promo thing, you know? They managed to get me extraordinary travel papers because a couple of well-connected Pussianan investors were backing that movie. I also interviewed Ioana Curvaşcu and István Szolga. You know them?


    “I’ve heard their names. I’m afraid I’m not into that whore-ror genre. I’ve seen a movie by Sophie Catin at a foreign film festival a few years ago. Didn’t like it at all.”


    “Oooh, Sophie Catin! Was it ‘Pour le Poing et la Fleche?”


    “No. That’s the political propaganda movie they pressured her into making right before her disappearance, right? The one I saw was an earlier indie flick she appeared in. It was one of those rape-revenge movies.”


    “Got it. It must be ‘Jambes écartées.’ She runs a guy over with her car while passing through a small town. The entire town rapes her in revenge.”


    “My god, no. It was nothing like that.”


    “Oh, then it must be-”


    “I’ll stop you there, Elsa. Maybe we’ll continue this guessing game later?


    “Sure. So what kind of movies do you like?”


    “It’ll sound lame, but I like period dramas. Mostly classics from 90s and early 2000s.


    “Right. We don’t have them here. No artworks or literature produced before the revolution. Either destroyed or locked away, all of them.”


    “I heard. But you managed to smuggle in my interviews, right? I’m sure you got your hands on a few pieces of pre-revolutionary media too?”


    “…”


    “Maybe… Maybe I’m wrong?”


    “I wouldn’t even think about committing such a foul crime, sister. That’s a capital offense for females.”


    “Of course. Forgive my presumption.”


    “No problem. Here we are. Is this the cafe you mentioned?”


    “It must be. Says ‘no public female utilization’ on the window. But that just means that they have private rooms at the back, right?”


    “As ordained by law, yes. I’m not sure if they abide by health ministry regulations up here in the north, though. The general perception among the public is that this region is rather backwards and lawless. The government granted a ton of legal exceptions to the so-called ‘broad-basket’ of the country back in the mid-20s to replenish national female stock. The men out here are allowed to marry multiple ‘wives’ to breed, for example. They don’t pay taxes for their slave-wives, and their rape-age daughters can stay free for up to two years, or until they’re sold. No permit fee required.”


    “That’s very interesting. My host mentioned none of that. Instead he seems to prefer demonstrating his daughters’ skills in throating fat dicks.”


    “Master Svinin? I heard his name mentioned a few times. I felt like Master Cerdo wasn’t particularly fond of him.”


    “I can guess why. Keep it between us, but I uncovered a secret love affair between their daughters.”


    “Really? One of them is Abby Lynn, right? That’s why you asked about her earlier.”


    “Right again. Mum’s the word, okay?


    “Of course. Shall we sit over there?”


    “Perfect.”


    “Welcome to Moo-Crew, ladies. I’m Francine, and I’ll be your milkmaid tonight. What can I get you?”


    “Hi Francine.”


    “Um… Nora, you promised me coffee… but can I suggest something else, if you don’t mind?”
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    “Sure, what would you like us to have instead?


    “Nights like these… when in good company… I like to have a glass of ‘Le Jus de Vierge’ or two.”


    “…”


    “Oooor we can have coffee like you wanted. It’s all fine.”


    “You know what? Sure. ‘Le Jus de Vierge’ it is. Let’s open a bottle, eh?”
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    Nora was careful this time. She paced and nursed her glass of Le Jus de Vierge throughout her “date” with her Pussianan colleague . With every sip she took, the conversation got more captivating, and her companion more and more attractive. She hardly needed the chems in her pricey bubbly anyway. Elsa was impossibly charming and naturally disarming… and she was extremely attractive too.


    “Would you like a refill, ma’am?” the waitress asked.


    “Thank you. I think I had enough,” declined the Saharan journalist. She was intoxicated enough. She chuckled for no reason. Was her smile too big and silly? She didn’t care. She was extremely horny, not unlike the time she had fucked the waitress at the hotel bar.


    “Looks like your friends are enjoying themselves,” Elsa pointed at Marcel and Melody obliviously sharing a long passionate kiss in another booth. “I don’t think they would mind if we do the same?” She turned to the young waitress. “Do you have a private room here where we can have a more intimate conversation, Francine?”


    “No ma’am, we don’t have a public raperoom in here” the other replied and pointed to the door. “But my boss recently purchased an apartment in that building across the street to comply with the health ministry regulations. Still not much in there. Just a bed and several handcuffs.”


    “We’ll take it,” interjected Nora enthusiastically. She was wet as hell.


    “Of course, ma’am. It’s only ten bucks. Here’s the key.”


    Marcel didn’t like the idea of letting Nora out of his sight, but he knew the futility of trying to control his partner. His objections were immediately dissipated when Melody continued to aggressively smooch his ruggedly handsome face anyway.


    Elsa took Nora’s hand and led her to the small studio apartment that served as the cafe’s raperoom annex. Once they were inside, she immediately pinned the Saharan beauty to the wall, undressed her with surprising skill and speed, and drowned her in kisses. A few seconds later, their entangled naked bodies were rolling up and down the bed.


    “How do you like it?” asked Elsa as she kissed and licked Nora’s long neck, “When you’re with girls, I mean… Prey or predator?”


    “Oh, you know I’m a predator, Miss Braucht,” exhaled Nora. As she said it, her passionate night with the waitress flashed before her eyes. “But I recently discovered that I enjoy letting go too. Being completely at the mercy of a gorgeous woman is-”


    She heard a click. She turned and looked at her left wrist, which was now locked in a standard metal handcuff. Elsa smiled and quickly locked the other end to the metal bed frame. “Too late, missy,” she said and sat on the beautiful African’s crotch. Nora’s entire body shivered when their pubic mounds made contact. “Looks like I’ll be raping you first. We can switch after I’m done with you.”


    Nora whimpered in approval. Emboldened by her quick surrender, Elsa cuffed her captive’s right wrist to the other side of the bed post. She took two more from the box and secured her ankles to the foot of the bed, leaving the naked beauty fully exposed and defenseless like a starfish. She then leaned down to give her a long passionate kiss, before eventually moving her lips down the Saharan’s quivering body. She dwelled on her big boobs for a while and drew a few abstract shapes on her tight stomach with her tongue, before finally finding her way to the pink slit between her legs.
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    Elsa proved to be an expert muff-diver. Her devilish tongue brought Nora to a powerful climax within seconds. The blonde raised her head to watch the waves of pleasure hit her victim one after another, then went down to continue tonguing her quivering vulva mercilessly. Soon the brunette was shaking violently once more.


    “It’s the wine,” whispered Elsa as her lips returned to Nora’s neck. “It’s full of girlheaters. Doubles the lust, quadruples the pleasure. But you already knew that, didn’t you? I saw it in your face, back at the cafe.”


    “Yes, I did,” replied the other. “I knew I was going to fuck you the moment I saw you in that Fem-Vet tent. You’re absolutely gorgeous.”


    “Thank you, beauty,” beamed Elsa, “I felt the exact same way.”


    “So,” smiled Nora. “You wanna sit on my face and let me return the favor? Oooor you can release me so I can give you the same treatment.


    “I think you should stay exactly like this for the time being, ladies!”


    Nora shrieked in surprise and struggled against her restraints, and Elsa jumped off the bed when they noticed a strange man in a black suit, flanked by two others in military gear.


    “Please,” the man raised his open palms in an effort to calm the two surprised women down. “No need to be scared. We mean you no harm.”


    Elsa backed to the wall behind her with her arms up. “Don’t shoot” she stammered. “W-we are barenecks… Journalists… M-my friend is a … s-she … we have government permits and-”


    “I know, I know,” waved the man. “Once again, my friends and I mean you no harm. Please calm down, Miss Braucht.”


    “You know my n-”


    “Of course I know your name. And I know all about Miss Jasiri too.” He took a step forward and gestured towards the bed. “Please, relax. Do sit down.”


    Elsa slowly lowered her hands and sat back on the bed. Her eyes were fixed on the guns pointed at their heads.
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    “Don’t worry about the weapons,” the man smirked. “Just tranq-guns loaded with GPAC darts.” This explanation didn’t seem to relax Elsa one bit. Nora could see the beads of sweat running down the blonde’s throbbing temples. “I know you’re closely familiar with these, Miss Braucht. You have done an entire show about them. Episode 23, I believe. You did a ride-along on a Cunthound, then you pretended to be a runner, got shot by one of these…”


    The blonde timidly nodded.


    “Then they took you to the Hive and gangraped you for hours, just like they would with a real fluffer. And you took it like a champion. What commitment! What resilience!” He turned to Nora. “This young lady, your friend, she’s a real trooper, Miss Jasiri. She knew all about it beforehand, but still agreed to do it. This thing, GPAC, it’s a terrible drug. Truly horrific, especially if you’re beaten and raped while it’s in your system. Only a true painslut-slash-attention-whore like Elsa Braucht could take it in stride. I have to admit, I’m not a big fan of Miss Braucht’s stupid show. I find her overly enthusiastic attitude incredibly annoying and aggravating to say the least. But the fact that she did all that made me respect her a lot.”


    Nora threw a glance at Elsa to see her reaction. The blonde wasn’t moving at all. Bad memories of that painful multi-hour gangrape rushing back, perhaps? Realizing that her Pussianan colleague was terrified out of mind, she decided to try and take control of the situation.


    “What is this about? Who are y-”


    The man brought his index finger to his lips to interrupt the Saharan. “I know you love listening to your own voice just like your colleague does, Miss Jasiri, but It’s better if you remain silent and let me do the talking for a few seconds. Can you do that?”


    She inhaled nervously.


    “Wonderful! Now, first thing’s first. Please accept my sincere apologies for interrupting your evening. You have been having a wonderful time since the Fem-vet tent. I hate to come in uninvited like this. I’d have kept my distance, but there was an unexpected development that forced my hand. I hope you’ll understand.”


    “You’ve been following us around?” asked Nora, bravely ignoring his earlier command for her to be silent. She already knew about the constant surveillance of course, but she wasn’t going to let this asshole do all the talking. She knew the best strategy was to remain calm and look unintimidated in such situations. It wasn’t the first time she was surrounded by armed men, after all.


    Of course, she had never been caught cuffed to a bed fully naked like this before.


    “Not exactly,” the man smiled. “Let’s say we’ve been following the people who were following you. I know for a fact that you’ve spotted the amateurs employed by the Ministry of Propaganda. I apologize for their incompetence. I’m embarrassed to say, not every organ of our government operates as efficiently as-”


    “SEFR,” interrupted Nora. “You are from the BFA?”


    “… as efficiently as expected,” finished the man putting extra stress on each word. I’m afraid I cannot disclose my identity or my affiliation. But I can tell you this. We have been quietly helping you throughout your journey. Removing red-tape, unlocking doors, securing permits, little things like that. You ever wondered how you received the permit to film the Harvest Festival out of the blue? That was us.”


    “You are obviously using us for some nefarious purpose,” said Nora, trying to relax her spasming muscles. She was trying hard to look relaxed and calm, comfortable with being bound and exposed. In fact, she was constantly screaming inside. “My guess, it’s all about this celebrity dancer woman, that Ottohun girl you have been using to taunt your enemy. She is the main event, isn’t she?”


    The man pursed his lips.


    “There it is. I’m right, aren’t I? Yes, we were surprised when that bald midget from the Ministry of Propaganda changed his mind and gave us the permits, so we did some research. We put two and two together. You used us to attract international attention to the festival and the rapexecution show. I don’t exactly know why, but I have a few theories. Anyway, you had your wish, right? Now, are you here to rescind the permit? Are you here to take us back to out heavily surveilled hotel room back in the capital? ”


    “Not at all,” smiled the mysterious g-man. “To the contrary, I’m here with great news, Ms Jasiri. Another wonderful opportunity to advance your career and reputation. Something big.”


    “I’m listening,” said Nora after a few seconds.


    “You can still document the Harvest Festival if you like,” the man continued, “but I’m afraid you’ll have to get the approval of the ministry of Propaganda for every second of it. I’m sorry, but that’s how it’s gonna be.” He paused for a moment to see if Nora was going to complain. She didn’t seem surprised or willing to protest, so he continued. “No, you won’t see this dancer, as you expected. Instead, we will give you the opportunity to meet someone else. She happens to be an Ottohun too. Actually, she is a saboteur who was caught trying to infiltrate one of our military facilities. A foreign spy.”
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