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    01 
The Choice


	


    Hello my dear fellow sickos and sickettes.


    A brief disclaimer: For the uninitiated, the so-called Erenischverse is an alternate universe I’ve been developing for a long time, where female sexual slavery is the norm. All of my comics, novellas, and most of my illustrations are from this fantasy world.


    (This office-themed story is the first part of a short burst, but you can also find a number of full length novels and novellas at my website.)


    Enjoy…


    


    Somehow, she was calmer now. Within a few minutes, the loud voices in her head started to wane. The initial shock was magically gone, and her worries started to disappear. Her mind went blank and instincts took over at some point. She suddenly found herself “in the zone” once again, even though it had seemed impossible just moments ago.


    It often happened when she performed fellatio. A magical, totally unexpected point in time when her mind shut up, shut down. A soothing hum… Total calm and serenity… Nothing in her head. Just a big fat dick in her mouth. Going in and out, stretching her lips, pressing down her tongue, entering her throat, fucking it and fucking it and fucking it.


    It felt natural. It was natural. Very simple too. People often said sucking dick was easy to learn but hard to master. Not for her. She was an exceptional cocksucker right from the start. She didn’t even need the praise the men who utilized her often showered her with. She could simply tell from their reactions. She was smart and skilled, learned new techniques fast, adapted quickly to different needs and tastes, and most importantly, she drew great satisfaction from a job well performed. The act itself could be humiliating and painful, of course, as it was often the case. Men were brutal, and they rarely cared about the mouth they fucked, especially here at the office. But she managed to see every throating as a task she had to perform well. Even with violent skullfuckers, she felt the urge to contribute and did her best to enhance their experience.


    Two minutes ago, her worst nightmare was realized. Faced with a terrible choice, she had been at the precipice of a panic attack. Now, as she sucked on this particular penis, the world seemed simpler. It meant no more choices. Mo more dilemmas, complex machinations, worrying about the next step and the next choice and the next problem. Getting down on her knees and sucking this dick was probably the last real choice she’d ever had to make.


    


    15 minutes earlier.


    She put the phone down, took a deep breath, and stood up. She froze like a confused meerkat for a moment, her nervous mind racing at full speed. It was the first time she was summoned by her boss Mister Ulfbock to his office since she was hired by the firm. What could be the reason? Something bad, most definitely.


    She gasped when a number of disaster scenarios rushed to her mind. Suddenly there was no air to breathe in her tiny office, which was slightly bigger than a standard toilet stall. She looked down and checked her dress. Unfortunately, she wasn’t wearing her best outfit that day. She quickly slipped out of the cheap tearaway two-piece she wore on Tuesdays, and put on the baby-blue emergency outfit she kept in her bottom desk drawer. She replaced her shoes with her best pumps. She was ready within a minute.


    Mr Ulfbock had a reputation of harshly punishing lateness, so she knew she had to be quick. She took the elevator to the 45th floor and walked down the corridor that led to the offices of Mr Ulfbock and Mr Hirsch. She’d been on the executive floor only once before, when she needed to drop off some files two years ago, but never seen this part of it. This place was off limits to lowly mortals like herself.


    “Sofia!”


    She stopped in her tracks and nervously smiled at the young sexretary standing at the end of the corridor. The tall graceful woman smiled back. She looked vaguely familiar. “Hello! Remember me? Shani. Shani Mrembo. From the executive relief training… Three, no, four years ago?”


    “Yes!” exclaimed Sofia a little too loudly. “I remember, of course. Shani. How’ you been?”


    “Quite well,” the other beamed and pointed at the big ornate door of Ulfbock’s office. “I’m the big man’s sexretary now. One of them, I should say.”


    Sofia tried to keep her smile up. She was too nervous to engage in small talk. “Um… Do you have any idea why I’m here?” she asked timidly. “Is this about the Tyran case, or…”


    “I‘m not at the liberty to comment, I’m afraid” the other pouted. “Mr Ulfbock has been conducting interviews since yesterday. There’s someone in there right now. Why don’t you take a seat over here? I’ll call you when he’s ready to see you.”


    “Thank you” nodded Sofia and collapsed on a highly ornate but extremely uncomfortable chair in the waiting area. The boss conducting Interviews? She was even more confused now.


    After a few minutes, the door opened and a familiar face emerged from the office. Sofia recognized Inez Cadela, a veteran paralegal who worked at the floor above hers. She quickly examined the woman from tip to toe for clues, but her face revealed nothing. As she walked by, she caught her gaze and smiled politely, then left without saying anything.


    “Sofia, the boss will see you now.”


    She stood up and took a deep breath, and followed Shani into the big boss’s huge office with shaky legs.


    “Masterless slut Sofia Necia from the 42nd, Mr Ulfbock,” announced the sexretary. The man dropped his reading glasses on the desk and looked up. With his long white hair neatly bunched in a short ponytail and well-trimmed beard he looked like an ageing painter rather than a ruthless lawyer.


    “Slut Necia,” he repeated with a smile and stood up, then gestured toward the two leather chairs by the huge window. “Have a seat.”


    “Would you like something to drink?” the sexretary asked.


    “Coffee for me.” replied the man and sat down. Sofia asked for a glass of water and perched on the edge of the other chair.


    “Of course. Anything else?”


    “Thank you Shani. That will be all.”


    The woman bowed respectfully and left like a floating fairy. Sofia followed her graceful steps as if she was mesmerized.


    “I’m sure you’re wondering why I asked you here, masterless slut Necia,” started the man. Sofia nodded nervously and forced a smile. “Do you have any guesses?”


    “I t-thought… Perhaps the Tyran case?… I was on that team, and…”


    “That case was not winnable,” dismissed the man. “I don’t blame anyone for that. Certainly not a female paralegal who was charged with babysitting those two scared girls.”


    Sofia smiled again, but was hardly relieved.


    Ulfbock opened the file he brought from his desk and took a look inside. “This is your 5th year with us, right? You’re a very efficient and hardworking femployee. I’m told you took the bar exam and passed with great marks last year. Unofficially, of course. If only you were a man, right?” He looked up and smiled.


    Sofia nodded again, unable to find the correct response. She was flabbergasted. The boss was nothing like she’d imagined him to be. He was relaxed, cordial, and almost friendly.


    “This says you had your annual review recently, slut Necia,” he continued. “Passed with flying colors. I see nothing but praise here. Knowledgeable, competent, hardworking, teamworker, good communicator, exceptional cocksucker, tight holes.” He dropped the file back on his lap. “How are they treating you down there, on the 42th floor?” he asked. “What is the femployee utilization schedule for your department?”


    “Weekly threeholings by the section chief, and monthly office-wide gangbangs, Sir,” she answered timidly. “And blowjobs, of course, whenever required.”


    “Of course,” he nodded. “I talked to your section chief, Mr Clausen. Actually, you’re here on his recommendation. He said he met many women with brains, many with exceptional fellatio skills, and many with tight holes. He claims that you are the only one he met with all three qualities.”


    “Oh?” Sofia exclaimed. Should she be flattered? Once again, she didn’t know how to respond. She had no inkling about where this conversation was going.


    “How old are you again?”


    “I’m… twenty-six, Sir” she answered. Then fear hit her. Was she getting too old for the firm? was she going to be laid off?


    “Not married or engaged. Not regularized?”


    “Currently… I’m not regularly utilized outside of work, Sir,” she replied.


    “That’s good.” Ulfbock commented. It was good? What did he mean by that? “Here’s the answer to the question in your head, Necia. You probably heard that my wife of 47 years passed away recently.” Sofia nodded. Mrs Ulfbock was killed in a car accident less than three months ago. “After her passing, I decided to get rid of the rest of my harem too. Donated them to charities, to be exact. I had my reasons. That’s not important.” He leaned forward and looked into Sofia’s widened eyes. “Long story short, I’m getting sick of the rentals I’ve been fucking since. I decided to build a new one.”


    “A new one?”


    “A new harem,” he smiled. “And yes, you guessed it. You are one of the candidates I‘m considering to acquire.”


    Sofia opened her mouth but was unable to produce a sound. While she tried to find something to say, the sexretary returned with a tray and served the drinks.


    “I had the same talk with Shani last week,” the man said and leaned back with a wider smile. “After some soul searching she agreed to be put on enslavement track. I’ll be testing and training her throughout the month. At the end of this trial period, I’ll decide whether or not to enslave her. So far, she is doing a very good job. I’m especially impressed with her morning ritual technique. And of course, this wonderful ass. Simply a delight to fuck.”


    He reached and squeezed the young woman’s butt. To Sofia’s surprise this didn’t make him look like a dirty old man abusing an employee. Somehow, he managed to appear like an affectionate fatherly figure.


    Shani thanked for the lewd gesture with a smile. Sofia searched the woman’s face for a sign of fear or deception, but couldn’t find any.


    “And that’s why I invited you here today, masterless slut Necia. You are just the type of woman I want in my harem. Not too young and stupid to have a meaningful conversation, and not too old to fuck. I had the company detectives prepare a thorough report on you, and their results support my initial opinion. Just the perfect combination of brains and pussy to satisfy both my intellectual and sexual needs.”


    He pulled a document from the file and handed it to the stunned young woman. “I’m officially putting you on executive enslavement track, Sofia. Starting tomorrow, you’ll be working here, on this floor. You’ll join Shani and two others who are on the same program. You’ll be given a spacious office with a nice view. In addition to all the essentials you need to perform your usual duties, you’ll also have a bed in there for me to fuck you whenever I want. You’ll allocate 40 percent of your time on learning new pleasuring techniques and improving your sex skills. You’ll accompany me to meetings and serve me under the desk from now on. It’s nothing you haven’t done before, I’m sure.”


    Sofia looked on with her mouth wide open. Her mind was gone blank. Her ears were ringing. Was this a nightmare?


    “Of course, as a freewoman, you can reject this generous, once-in-a-lifetime offer,” the man continued. “Just know that such a decision will effectively end your employment with the firm.”


    She shivered. They both knew that she wouldn’t be able to find another job in her field of expertise as a twenty-six year old woman, and it would be impossible for her to pay for her next freedom permit. Her current permit was going to run out in less than a month, after which point he could simply confiscate her for free. Surely the timing of this offer wasn’t a coincidence. There was no way out. It was a hostile takeover of her body.


    “How long do I have to think about your… g-generous offer, Sir?” she stammered after a long silence. “This is a very big deci-”


    “You have ten seconds,” replied the man and smiled. “I’ll count to ten, and when I’m finished, I want to see you totally naked, on your knees, with my cock in your mouth.”

  


    02 
The Contract​


    “Are you ready?”


    Sofia nodded. She felt like she had been nodding constantly since that moment she agreed to be put on “executive enslavement track” by her boss Erhard Ulfbock. It was almost like she was already a slave, mentally.


    “You brought your copy with you, I’m sure?”


    She nodded again, and tapped on the file she was holding in front of her crotch like a shield. Shani smiled. “Very good. Follow me. There is an unoccupied meeting room around the corner. We’ll go over the contract before you meet Mr Ulfbock.”


    Another nod and a nervous smile, then she followed the tall sexretary into a mid-size glass-walled room with an oval table and a few chairs. It was one of the so-called “aquariums” they used to meet clients in. She sat down across her and put her file on the table.


    Shani opened her own copy of the EET contract and looked at the nervous paralegal with a warm smile. “Try to relax, Sofia. This is standard boiler-plate stuff. I’m sure you have gone through a million of these.”


    “Actually,” the redhead started, “I worked… specialized in involuntary female acquisitions. I’ve never seen one of these before.”


    “No problem,” the other waved. “It is simple and straightforward. A comprehensive list of your duties and obligations as an enslaveable femployee, some new restrictions you should be aware of, and some other legalese you’d be better equipped to understand than a simple sexretary like me.”


    “You signed the same contract?”


    “Yes, I have. Exactly a week ago.”


    “Any… regrets?”


    “No. I mean, I…. No, of course not.”


    Sofia nodded like a puppet, again. At least her neck was getting some exercise. She needed the flexibility for the endless under-the-table-blowjobs anyway.


    “He mentioned that… he liked the morning rituals you performed,” started Sofia after a long awkward silence. “Does this mean-”


    “Yes, he took me home a few times for overnight utilization,” interrupted the young woman. “I performed it twice so far, as well I could. I never had a relationship before, so it was my first time too. Kinda winged it. Luckily, my performance was satisfactory for Mr Ulfbock.”


    She turned the page and moved her index finger down until she found the section she was looking for.


    “Here. Page 3, section c, article 5 clarifies the times and locations you can be utilized. It’s a thorough list. To be honest, you’d basically agree to serve wherever and whenever the boss wants… including his home after work hours, obviously. See the following clause. Even in your own home, he’ll be entitled to visit anytime to rape you.”


    “Of course,” Sofia mumbled, trying hard to hide her terror. “Did he-”


    “Yes, once,” Shani replied quickly. “I don’t think he liked my bed though. Bought me a new one the next day, with integrated shackles and stuff. So, I expect him to visit again soon, and often.” She paused. “You should too, I guess.”


    Sofia straightened up and cleared her throat. “I’m more concerned about the work hours,” she started with a shaky voice. “Mr Ulfbock… um… or is it Master Ulfbock? What should I-”


    “Mister is fine for now,” Shani smiled. “You don’t have to change the way you address him until he makes the decision about you at the end of the trial month. I have to admit, I made the same mistake once. In front of one of his clients too. He gave me an immediate corrective spanking. Fully nude, of course. Once again, expect it to happen to you if you screw up. It’s a part of the training process.”


    “So… Mr Ulfbock said yesterday, that I have to perform my usual duties… but I also have to devote forty percent of my time here to develop sexual service skills.” She nervously looked down to find the relevant section in her copy of the EET contract. “These skills are not specified here, but a reference is made to an official guideline. I don’t have any idea what that is.”


    “Yes,” said Shani and put a handbook on the table. She put her slender fingers on it and pushed it towards the redhead. “The latest S2C Transition guidelines published by the BFA Department of Female Allocation and Management. It’s mostly about legal procedures and financial matters, but there is a section listing all the skills a woman is expected to acquire at the end of her transition from ‘masterless slut’ to ‘owned cunt’ status. The instructions are very clear and easy to understand for females. The detailed illustrations are helpful too.”


    Sofia picked up the manual with another robotic nod, and quickly shuffled through it. Humiliating homework. That’s what it basically was. She had participated in a lot of S2C cases throughout her career, of course, but they had all been hostile takeovers and confiscations, not voluntary transitions where the client had ample time to prepare herself by studying manuals. She herself never had to deal with the transition part. Her job generally ended when the contested woman was enslaved, or in the rarest cases, survived with her freedom.


    “Of course, this is just theoretical stuff,” Shani clarified. “In practice, you’ll probably do what I have been doing. Watch instructional BFA videos and porn… Lots and lots of porn. Mister Ulfbock gave me a long list of materials he personally approved. I’ll share it with you.”


    “Thanks,” Sofia mumbled. She was going to be paid to watch porn at work?


    “If we take my experience as a template for what you’ll be doing,” started the sexretary, “you’ll be performing what you had learned immediately and often, especially in the first few days. As you might know, there are four of us. It’s you, me, Hannah Sanderson and Juliana West. We don’t know how many of us Mr Ulfbock plans to enslave in the end. It could be all of us, or perhaps none of us. We will be both competing and collaborating to serve his cock to our best abilities. You’ll experience that duality in action every morning. The procedure is simple. We will welcome him at the door of his office, in sheer stockings and high heels and nothing else, follow him to his office, suck his cock one by one and in combinations until he decides to pick one of us to threehole thoroughly. He has a fully equipped raperoom at the back of his office.” She paused to let her description sink in. “Don’t be discouraged if he doesn’t pick you to fuck a few times in a row. It doesn’t necessarily mean you failed, or the other candidate won. It’s just the way he trains women. Keeps us constantly on our toes.” She smiled. “I mean, literally. You’ll always be on your toes, high heels or not. It’s his preference.”


    Sofia kept nodding absentmindedly. This entire thing sounded surreal. “You said there’s a chance that he won’t enslave some of us,” she said after a while. “What happens if I’m not chosen at the end of the month? How will the next day look like?”


    “Simple,” Shani smiled. “You’ll go back to the 42nd.”


    “So… I’m not going to be fired?”


    “Of course not. You’re one of the best femployees the firm has. I’ve seen all the glowing reports from your superiors. They love raping you down there.”


    “I see,” mumbled Sofia. She should be relieved to hear that, but somehow, she wasn’t sure if that was an outcome she wanted.


    “I know what you’re thinking, because I have gone through the same process,” said Shani, noticing the way Sofia’s face changed. “I’ll simplify it for you. You have three ways out of this. First and worst case scenario, you refuse to sign the EETC, lose your job, your permit runs out next month, after which Mr Ulfbock can immediately enslave you against your will. I know he will for a fact, because he made me buy a stock option on you just before yesterday’s meeting. And believe me, he might be vindictive and brutal if you refuse him. Let’s be honest, he’s a successful cutthroat lawyer… and you know these guys well, they are all ruthless sociopaths.”


    Sofia was surprised to hear these words coming out of the sexretary’s mouth. For the first time since the beginning of the conversation, she resisted the urge to nod in affirmation.


    “Second and best case scenario, you agree to become his slave voluntarily. Your job is half way done, really. He had researched and watched you, and in the end decided to put you on EET already. Serve him well and impress him further, make sure he doesn’t change his mind. As masters go, he’s not the worst, believe me. He is very rich and very busy, he’ll be surrounded by women to utilize here at the office and at home, leaving you alone most of the time. It’s the best life any of us could ever imagine.”


    She paused and waited for Sofia to feel the need to nod this time. “And the third option is this. Fail to impress, go back your life of regular office gangrapes and an uncertain future. Actually, it is the real worst option, if you think about it. We both know that we girls are only postponing the inevitable here. One day, we’ll all be enslaved and turned into a mindless fuckdoll by a random asshole, right? Can you imagine meeting anyone better than Mr Ulfbock? This is, as he said before, a once-in-lifetime opportunity for all of us lowly office sluts.”


    “You’re right of course,” stammered Sofia. She certainly was.


    “You read the contract many times already, I’m sure. Any questions?”


    Sofia shook her head.


    “Great,” Shani smiled. “Then let’s go in there and sign it, eh?” She stood up and Sofia followed. They headed towards the boss’s office. The twenty-six year-old redhead took a deep breath when the sexretary raised her fist to knock on the door. Her life was about to end… change… transform…


    Shani turned to her one last time before she knocked. “I don’t want to ruin the surprise, but Mr Ulfbock had me reschedule his appointments to clear the next three hours. I think he will use that time to rape and torture you thoroughly. It will be brutal too. He will test your limits, see how much pain you can take. Maybe he’ll do us together, or use me to fluff and clean. That’s exactly what he did to me after I signed. Juliana was the fluffer to my first violation.”


    She turned and knocked.


    “Come in!”


    Even though her mind started screaming in panic the moment she heard the boss’s voice, Sofia followed the sexretary inside, as if her body was taken over by a strange force. Ulfbock smiled as she approached his desk like a shy bride, his amusement grew when he noticed the confusion and reluctance on her blushing beautiful face. Despite all that, she picked up the pen and signed the document like a programmed robot. Everything felt like a lucid dream.


    “Very well,” the man said and stood up. “Slut Mrembo, take slut Necia to the raperoom. Remove her clothes and restrain her with her arms up. I think I’ll begin with a full body flogging this time.” He put the contract in a drawer and started to unbutton his shirt. “I hope you don’t have any lunch plans, ladies. Because I’ll keep you two here for a while.”

  


    03
 The Proposal​


    “Masterless slut Necia, could you come over please?”


    Shani’s voice rising out of her communicator pulled Sofia out of her trance. She dreaded that little device disguised as a necklace. All four of Ulfbock’s “trainees” had to carry one of these day and night, so they’d be reachable for their prospective owner at all times. Sophia was given a red one that looked like a rose.


    “I’ll be right there,” she whispered into it and rose from her desk. She was tired. It was the thirteenth day of her “executive enslavement track” evaluation. Ulfbock had been utilizing her more and more frequently lately. She was doing quite fine, considering. She was serving as enthusiastically as possible, and he seemed pleased with her performance. She worked well with others too. Shani, Hannah and Juliana were all friendly and pleasant as they were impossibly gorgeous. They made a very good team, both in and out of the raperoom.


    The evaluation process wasn’t exactly how she had expected it to be. It wasn’t simply an incessant series of sexual intercourse and beatings. Ulfbock spent a surprising amount of time talking to them, listening to their stories, even asking them insightful questions about their lives. Sofia was certainly flabbergasted by the details the man knew about her. She knew that he had the company detectives prepare a report on the girls on EET, but he seemed genuinely interested in certain intimate details about her. Sometimes, their conversations felt like “romantic first dates”… often bookended with intense rapes, of course.


    He seemed to appreciate her conversational skills a lot, but she was also a good fucktoy too. During work hours, he utilized her often, and hard. He’d taken her home for all-nighters two days in a row, once together with Shani, and once alone. She hadn’t been ready for it at all. She’d had “all-nighters” before, of course. She had been used and abused by classmates countless times In law school. Once she was taken to a secluded cabin by one of professors to serve him for an entire week. Here at the firm, she had been kept overnight to entertain coworkers more times than she remembered.


    But with Mr Ulfbock, the term “all-nighter” had an entirely different meaning. He had a huge state-of-the-art rape dungeon equipped with devilish devices Sofia had never seen or heard of before. He had a number of high-tech pre-programmed machines that could autonomously undress, restrain, rape, and torture women. He didn’t even need to lift a finger. Just sit back with a glass of whiskey, and watch those soulless robots abuse his victims. It was his idea of foreplay.


    He also had a large number of antiques in his collection. Those medieval contraptions certainly looked much scarier than the slick rape-bots, and Sofia was glad that her future master was too lazy to use them.


    ***


    The first time he picked her, she served together with a fellow trainee, sharing the burden. Ulfbock didn’t put her in one of the auto-violators and raped her in a more or-less traditional way, mostly vaginally and orally. Shani, on the other hand, had to spend some time in the machines, and Sofia was tasked with ‘soft-and-slow’ing the boss as he enjoyed the show.


    Later in bed, the women served together, shared cock, and even entertained the man with intermittent sapphic performances. None of these ordeals were completely new to Sofia of course, but she wasn’t ready for the frequency and the intensity with which she had to perform. The boss was certainly on some kind of performance enhancer. He was hard, ready, and full of energy throughout the night. Even when he was asleep, he kept getting frequent boners, which the girls were ordered to watch for and take care of without waking him up. And that was the most difficult task of all. The pressure was incredible.


    Of course, they eventually woke him up at 6:30 with the proper morning rituals. As the one with prior experience, Shani took the lead with that. Ulfbock was right. The girl was an exceptional cocksucker. Sophia observed her prospective slave sister work her magic for a few minutes and learned the man’s preferences, before eventually joining in. She certainly wasn’t a beginner in pleasing men either. At the end, he was visibly delighted with the duo’s well-coordinated performance.


    The next day, she was relieved when she wasn’t one of the sexretaries summoned to the boss’s office for the regular end-of-shift rape. She finished her non-EET work early and waited patiently for the official permission to leave. She was happy to be left alone after that intense all-nighter, and couldn’t wait to return to her tiny apartment and spend the evening lazily soaking in her bathtub. All her holes and muscles were sore. She needed to recharge so badly.


    Her misplaced optimism shattered a few minutes later when the boss picked her butt again from the line-up. Two times in a row? That was certainly unusual. And this time, she didn’t have anybody to share the pain with.


    As she performed a soft-and-slow during the car ride home, she kept running scary scenarios through her mind. Would he put her in one of those auto-violators? Would he torture her with those medieval torture machines?


    She got lucky. Neither happened. To the contrary, he didn’t hurt her at all this time. Not even light flogging, faceslapping, or spanking. Instead, he told her to cook for him, serve beverages, and give him a long, relaxing bath. She of course gave him blowjobs as he kicked back with a book, made some phone calls, and watched the news on TV. He properly threeholed her once before bed, and again after the morning rituals. Of course, she topped it off with one last soft-and-slow on the car ride to the office.


    She expected to be grabbed, thrown to the wall, and ruthlessly pummeled at every stage, but he never got violent throughout. It was almost like a romantic evening with a lover.


    ***


    That had been the night before. Now, almost at the end of another work day, she was summoned to the boss’s office once again. It was still too early for the end-of-day rape and final line-up, so she didn’t know what the reason could be. She hadn’t been utilized since that morning, left alone to finish up her paperwork and focus on “theoretical” training. It was the respite she had needed. She assumed that he was cleansing his palate with Shani, Juliana or Hannah after spending two days with her.


    He certainly wouldn’t pick her for another all-nighter… Or… would he?


    “Sofia! Over here!”


    She turned around to spot Shani’s tall, slender figure standing in front of the main meeting room. The sexretary waved her over with a smile and opened the door. “Don’t be nervous,” she whispered in her ear as she walked by.


    A small group of men turned to her when she stepped inside. Ulfbock was at the head at the table, with Juliana between his legs. The others also had their own sexretaries and office sluts quietly and dutifully serving them. Sofia held her breath and froze like a deer in headlights.


    “Masterless slut Necia!” Ulfbock exclaimed. “Welcome.”


    “Thank you, Sir,” she said and forced a smile. “How may I be of assistance?”


    “Congratulations! You made it.”


    “Excuse me, Sir. I… made it? I don’t understand.”


    Ulfbock smiled and pointed to the man sitting next to him. She recognized Mr Gregory, a prominent S2C lawyer. “I’ll let Frank break the good news, Sofia.”


    “Yes, Sir. Good afternoon, Mr Gregory.”


    “Masterless slut Sofia Necia,” the portly man started with his gravelly voice and put his finger on the paper in front of him. “Twenty-six years old. Second four-year permit is about to expire in… 4 days.” He looked up for confirmation. Sofia’s eyes widened. She had almost forgotten about that.


    “Yes Sir,” she nodded.


    “Nervous about that, slut Necia?”


    “I g-guess,” she stuttered, quickly checking her boss’s expression for a clue about what was happening. He had a poker face on. “I have a freedom savings account. I’m a bit short, but I believe I can find the money in time.” She swallowed. “But… I thought… Since I was put on the EET…”


    The man interrupted her with a dismissive wave. “Yes, we know about your savings account. Not much in there, and you certainly will not be able to find the money in time, masterless slut Necia.” He opened a manila envelope and placed a stack of documents on the table, then fanned them out in a dramatic way. “This is all you have, Necia. Your assets. Your savings account. The unlawful kidnapping and confinement insurance you took a couple years ago but failed to pay for the past seven months, a few pieces of furniture and personal items with little market value…”


    “I don’t understand, Sir,” Sofia mumbled. “Why are you-”


    “We compiled all this information to make sure your S2C transition runs smoothly, masterless slut Necia,” interrupted the man “I’m sure you understand that all of your assets will be absorbed into Mr Ulfbock’s when you are assetized yourself.”


    “Hold on,” Ulfbock interjected with a smile “It was a mistake. I should’t let you do this, Frank. You’re always too professional. This is a special occasion. You’re scaring my future bride with this overly clinical attitude.”


    Sofia’s eyes widened. Did he just say… bride?


    “As you wish,” Gregory replied and turned back to the stunned young woman. “Masterless slut Necia. Long story short, your EET was successful. Mr Ulfbock decided to finalize the evaluation process ahead of schedule and offer you a chance to surrender to him before your permit expires. If you choose to do so, you’ll be enslaved immediately as the designated harem favorite and wife with full tax exemption.” He dropped his pen on the table and leaned back. “What is your answer?”


    Sofia froze for an embarrassingly long time. The men seemed to enjoy the shock on her blushing face. After an eternity, she managed to swallow and utter a few words.


    “This… I’m… Sir… are you… proposing?”


    “I guess I am,” Ulfbock laughed out loud. “Technically, this is kind of a marriage proposal, isn’t it?”


    “Not exactly,” objected Gregory sullenly. “We’re not prepared for a marriage process. For the procedure to run smoothly, slut Necia has to surrender first. You can upgrade her status to slave-wife after the enslavement process is-”


    “Oh, shut up, Frank,” waved the boss with a hearty laugh “You are ruining the moment. You need to be a little bit more romantic, eh?”


    Gregory threw his hands in the air and made a face. Ulfbock turned back to Sofia. “What do you say, slut Necia? Will you be my tax-exempt personal cocksleeve?”
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    “Congratulations, Sofia.”


    “T-thank you, Shani.” She managed to smile to her fellow trainee as she passed her by. Fellow trainee? She no longer was one. She raised her hand and touched the restrainium band snugly hugging her slender neck. There it was, a small metal button, cold to touch.


    She was now a slave. A slave-wife, to be exact.


    A law school graduate and paralegal with years of experience, she knew that this simple black choker wasn’t just a passive symbol of her new status as property. It was a sophisticated ID-tag and tracker. It also contained a mini computer and tiny GPAC stingers that can paralyze her if she attempted to remove it.


    Like every other female in Pussiana, she had seen it in her nightmares countless times. It got a lot worse when she had seen with her own eyes what kind of pain it could induce whenever it was triggered. Harrowing scenes that only strengthened her resolve to do anything and everything she could to avoid it.


    But now, as she followed her new husband and master Mr Ulfbock to his office, she didn’t even feel it there. When Ulfbock had taken out an expensive custom made band out of its box and wrapped it around her shivering neck a few minutes ago, she had held her breath and braced for the worst. She’d expected it to burn her sensitive pale skin or choke her, but nothing like that had happened. Just a quiet poof and a click, and she had been banded.


    A mere click, to turn a freewoman into a slave. She had seen it happen many times of course, but none of that was enough to prepare her for the emotional avalanche she found herself under once she crossed that thin black restrainium line.


    Ulfbock unlocked the door to his office and held it open for her. She was confused by the unusual gesture for a moment, but timidly stepped in and stood at the center of the office. He locked the door behind him, then walked over to the comfy chairs by the large window.


    “Come here, Sofia. Don’t be a stranger.”


    She forced a smile and approached her boss-slash-husband-slash-master.


    Boss? Was she still a femployee at the firm, she wondered.


    “Take your clothes off. Keep the heels.”


    “Yes Sir… m-m-master…” she stammered. Finally, there was no ambiguity about how to address him. She started to unbutton her top, rather clumsily. After serving him in every way possible as a mindless fucktoy for about two weeks, she was suddenly and inexplicably back at square one. Shivering like a shy virgin on her wedding night.


    “On your knees. Put your head on my leg.”


    She quickly placed her clothes on the empty chair he was sitting across and gracefully dropped onto her knees. She placed her left cheek on his leg and looked up with sad puppy eyes. She was at the brink of crying, and she didn’t know exactly why. He patted her on the head, then proceeded to undo her hair bun. He started to stroke her red mane gently. Sofia’s confusion kept growing. She felt like a domesticated pet at that very moment, rather than a sex slave or a wife, but she wasn’t complaining. Soon a strange calm and peace took over her body and mind. She liked it there.


    Perhaps this slave-wife thing wasn’t going to be as bad as she feared?


    “How do you feel, Sofia?” asked the man after a long, relaxing silence. “I know you have been thinking about this since the moment I made you sign the EET contract. Now it’s real. You are a slave. A property, with no will, no agency, no freedom. Your only purpose is to obey, serve and please me.”


    He wanted to know how she felt? Another unexpected move. “I feel… relief,” she replied softly. “When you placed the band around my neck back there… I was overwhelmed. Felt a lot of things… Horror and panic among them. But as soon as you brought me here and locked that door… all those negative thoughts faded into white noise. I felt relieved. You took away my free will. That means I cannot make any bad choices any more, doesn’t it? It’s… very liberating.”


    “You sound surprised, “ laughed the man. “What you’re describing is the liberation through slavery hypothesis. That’s from Matryschek, isn’t it? It was in your EET reading list.”


    “Yes master,” she replied, hoping he’d continue to stroke her hair. Should she beg for it? “It’s one thing to read it in a book… But yes, I do feel it… I feel kind of liberated. I have been worrying about everything, all my life…” She looked up and smiled. “Thank you for the gift of serenity, master.”


    “Master? Strange, my late wife used to call me…” He stopped mid sentence. Sofia heard the now familiar tinge of sorrow in his voice. He always sounded sad whenever he mentioned his wife. It humanized him in her eyes. “It doesn’t matter. I think it’s more appropriate for you to call me ‘master’ for now. Perhaps in the future…”


    “Yes master,” she smiled. He was stroking her hair again.


    “We fell in love and got married long before the revolution, Selina and I,” he continued. Sofia swallowed nervously. Like all females in Pussiana, she was well-conditioned to avoid talking about pre-revolutionary period. He didn’t seem to notice her momentary unease. “We had a wonderful marriage too. Even after the enactment of the CFSL, I never considered enslaving Selina. I built my harem around her. I let her pick the girls, I let her use and abuse them. They served her more than they served me. It was her harem, to be honest.”


    “That’s why you got rid of them after the accident,” Sofia said.


    He paused and looked down when she said ‘accident.’ Sofia immediately regretted mentioning it.


    “Correct,” he nodded after a long moment. “This time, I’m following my own instincts and tastes. I’m picking the girls I want to fuck.” He stroke her cheek gently, grabbed her by the hair and lifted her chin up with his other hand. “And you are the best one I found so far. I like you a lot, Sofia. You are very interesting, exceptionally pleasant to talk to, and an absolute delight to rape. Sometimes you remind me of my Selina. Especially when you smile.”


    “Thank you, master,” she exhaled. She liked the praise. A lot.


    She felt wet like never before. Was he going to fuck her or what?


    “Come here,” he ordered, and parted his legs. “Give me a good one. You’re very good at it.”


    “Yes master.” She took her place and unzipped his pants, took out his hardened penis, and began licking the shaft the way he enjoyed. It immediately put her in the mood, in that familiar headspace. She liked his dick a lot. It was definitely one of the best looking ones she had ever served. He was always clean and well-groomed too.


    “Not a soft-and-slow,” he clarified. “Do your worst. Surpass yourself.”


    “Yes master,” she exhaled and took the organ in her mouth. She genuinely wanted to do that. Surpass herself. Give him maximum pleasure.


    She did. In a few minutes, he exploded in her mouth with a loud groan. She looked up with a mouth full of cum. She was proud of her performance.


    “Well done,” he smiled. “You may swallow.”


    She gulped her warm reward down. “Thank you, master.”


    “Come sit on my cock. In your primary, hands behind your back.”


    “Yes, master.” She stood up, opened her legs, and lowered herself onto his steely rod. With her wrists joined at the back, she managed to grab it with her pussy in her second try. He leaned further back to have a better view of her beautiful slender form. She started to move up and down his shaft like a good girl.


    She loved it. She loved the sensation itself a lot, but mostly she liked the way his face changed as she fucked him. For the first time since their ‘contractual coupling’ began, she was enjoying the act this much. Was it the band? The ring? Or perhaps the simple fact that he was treating her like a human? It didn’t matter. She decided to stop worrying and enjoy the dick.


    He came again after a while. She sat on it and took the ejaculation deep inside, then attempted to lift herself up. He immediately grabbed her by the waist and pulled her back down. His big fat cock hit her cervix again. She let out a loud groan. Without letting her go, he swung forward and stood up, carried her to her desk and dropped her on her back. He started to fuck her again, even harder and deeper this time. “You may climax, as many times as you want,” he exhaled as he pounded her pussy without mercy.


    She did, perhaps two or three times, before he exploded once more. He paused with his cock buried deep inside her for a long moment, caught his breath, then pulled it out. His organ popped out and dropped like a mallet, glistening with her juices.


    “On your knees. Clean it up.”


    She didn’t need to be told twice. She dropped off the desk, took the organ in her mouth, and started to suck it enthusiastically once again. It was a clear command just to clean it, but she managed to make him cum on more time anyway.


    He pulled out, stumbled back and collapsed onto his chair. Sofia swiftly followed and knelt by him without waiting the command to do so. She was ready to perform whatever he wanted next.


    “I knew I made the correct choice,” he restarted after a long moment. “You’ll make a great wife.” He caressed her cheek. She smiled. “I know you are going to serve me well.”


    “Yes master,” she said, eagerly.


    “Just promise me one thing, Sofia. You won’t leave me.”


    Sofia was confused. “Leave you? I don’t understand, master. I’m your property. How can I possibly leave you?”


    “I think you should better know,” he said with a sad voice. “Selina… it wasn’t…” He hesitated. “The accident… She drove off a cliff. And I believe… it was on purpose.”


    Sofia gasped.


    “You see, she wasn’t happy. She was never happy. I tried everything to cheer her up. I built a fucking harem to please her, like I said. That was not an exaggeration. But you see, some people cannot be happy no matter what, I guess.”


    “Sorry,” Sofia mumbled. She didn’t know how to handle this sudden emotional twist.


    “I never enslaved her, but she still belonged to me,” he continued, now with a more ominous tone. “How could she do that? Nobody can do that to me, Sofia. I owned her. She existed to please me.”


    “Yes, master, of c-course,” Sofia stammered. He was getting scarier by the second.


    “Now you belong to me too. You understand your purpose, don’t you? You exist to please me. Nothing else!”


    “Yes, master,” she wheezed.


    “You wouldn’t do something like that, would you? Take the easy way out? Disobey my commands? go against the natural order?”


    “No-no, m-master… p-p-please.”


    Ulfbock suddenly realized that he was choking her. He opened his fist and let her neck go. Sofia dropped back down on her heels and coughed.


    “Yes, you wouldn’t,” he said and leaned back. “You aren’t an ungrateful whore like her. You are obedient, enthusiastic, and giving.” He seemed calmer now. A long awkward silence followed.


    “But I cannot be sure, can I?”


    “Master, you can. I would never…”


    “Silence,” he ordered. “You may think that way now… but people change. I did, and certainly she did. You will too.” He leaned forward and stroke her hair once again. As gently as before, but not with the same calming effect. “I cannot take that chance. Not again. That’s why I’m going to set a date for your FR, sweetheart. Your 30th birthday, about four years from now. Midnight.”


    “An FR date?” she stammered in horror. “But master… please?”


    “I won’t take any chances this time. Let another whore pull the same crap… You are going to do what I say, exactly, without hesitation. And when the time comes, I’ll decide how to end it. I, Erhard Ulfbock, not a simple cunt.”


    Sofia started sobbing.


    “There there,” he patted her on the head. “Don’t be sad, sweetheart. You have four long years of service you can look forward to. And I promise, I’ll keep you safe, healthy, well-fed, and satisfied until the end of your life.” He reached down and lifted her chin to look into her teary eyes. “And who knows, if you serve me exceptionally well and prove yourself to be indispensable, I may postpone that day for a year or two. What do you say? Can you do that?”


    “Yes, master,” she nodded in panic. “This simple cunt will do her absolute best to please and satisfy you.”
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