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“Is this the place?” He looked up and scanned the nondescript, run-down concrete monstrosity hiding behind the equally depressing Harlett train station.

“Yes Sir, this is the address,” she answered and took out a small notepad from her pocket to show him. “It’s a small rapehouse, not BFA-sanctioned. They are not listed in the official registry.”

“So, it’s Illegal?”

“Not necessarily. If they have less than 10 enslaved fucktoys, they don’t have to register as a brothel. They can put a soda vending machine in the waiting room and call it a food-mart. The girls would be listed as employee relaxation equipment. They pay less taxes that way.”

“I see. Our girl isn’t one of those ‘relaxation toys’ I’m guessing?”

“Correct Sir,” she affirmed in her usual soldierly voice. “She is not officially owned. Jana Felenk, 21.2 years old, non-enslaved. She is a femployee.”

“Very well. Let’s meet her then.” He turned around and entered the building. A bad smell immediately hit the duo as they walked down a dimly lit corridor that ended at a door painted bright red. The cheaply made sign above the door read “Harlett Community Center”

“Community Center?” he smirked and rang the bell. “You promised me a soda vending machine. I’m kinda parched.”

She smiled.

The door opened with a buzzing sound. They walked in and approached the reception desk. A middle-aged woman behind the protective glass faked a smile. Her eyes immediately shifted to the tall blonde behind the young man. She certainly wasn’t used to seeing female customers. Her surprise grew tenfold when she noticed the blue-band around her neck. Now that was a rare sight!

“Good afternoon,” greeted Eddie. “I’m Edward Mestring, and this is my colleague Selena Slenderslut. We are here to-”

“A blue neck!” exclaimed the woman. “A retired slavecop?”

“Yes,” he nodded. “Miss Slenderslut used to serve in the BFA.”

The most dreaded combination of letters in the Pussianan language made the woman straighten up in her chair. Eddie suppressed a chuckle. For many reasons, he despised the BFA as much as a female citizen, but he never refrained from using his partner’s past association with that soulless machine of oppression to scare the people standing in his way. A casual mention of that ominous name opened many doors easily.

“How can I help you, Sir?” the woman asked with extra reverence. The boy was too young to be a BFA agent, but she was going to be careful anyway.

“We are here to see Ms Felenk, Jana Felenk.”

“She asked us to meet here at noon, on her lunch break,” added Selena.

“I’m sorry,” replied the woman with a sad face. “Jana is boothed today.”

“Boothed?”

“Yes, boothed. She’s in a rape booth, serving cocks.”

“I understand what boothed means,” said Eddie. “I was under the impression that she was a femployee, like yourself. Why would she be serving with the slaves?”

“Ah!” exhaled the woman and pushed her round glasses back with her pinky, “Jizzcup, one of the slavegirls… She was beaten very badly by a customer this morning, you see. So the boss, Mr Patton, put Jana in her booth instead. She’ll sub while the poor little Jizzie is recovering at the Fem-vet.”

“She agreed to replace a fuckslave?”

“Agreed? Well, she had no choice, you see. The boss, he-”

“Fine,” interrupted Eddie. “When will she be able to see us? Her next break, when is that?”

The woman looked confused. “Break? I don’t understand Sir?”

“Which booth?” asked Selena this time. “How much for half an hour?”

“Booth four. 5 bucks unlocks her holes,” the milf smiled, visibly excited. Talking to a real blueneck was definitely the highlight of her week.

Selena looked at Eddie and patiently waited for him to act. He smiled and turned to the door the receptionist woman pointed at.

“Ejaculate in her mouth, will you?” yelled the woman after they took a few steps. “The girls, they aren’t allowed to eat or drink anything else all day.”

Selena waved at the woman to indicate that they understood and followed the young man two steps behind.

Eddie Mestring was her boss, but he had treated her with an unusual level of respect ever since they had launched their private investigation business. He rarely gave her orders. At least not like the ones she was accustomed to hear at the SEFR.Nevertheless, she was always very careful and respectful in her conduct. She never questioned his decisions or disagreed with him in front of others, never hesitated when he asked for something, and never acted before he did. At the end of the day, he was her employer.

He also fucked her regularly, but that had nothing to do with their partnership. She just enjoyed serving him whenever he let her. He was a generous rapist.

The door led to a big hall that appeared to have been created by merging several rooms. Although spacious, it was as depressing as the outside of the building. It was old, drab, and dirty, and it reeked of sex. Eight sheer plastic cubicles surrounded the space, each with a box that contained a woman. The boxes had two holes, one on each end. Tired faces stuck out of one side, and reddened butts out of the other. Coin operated metal flaps restricted access to their fuckholes.

In the middle of the room stood a table with boxes of lube, napkins, floggers, and sex toys on it. Several customers were lounging at the other end of the room, playing a card game obliviously. Selena instinctively slouched a little to hide her neck. She didn’t want to attract unnecessary attention with her blue band.

Most of the girls were in use, including the young woman in booth four. A portly man in his late forties was fucking her mouth at an irregular pace, in a rather clumsy way. He looked drunk. Apparently he wasn’t just starting. Fresh jizz was oozing out of her primary and secondary.

Selena found two folding chairs from somewhere and placed them across cubicle four. The two sat down and waited.

“Are you sweet on this little slut or something, young man? Can’t you see there are a couple of unoccupied whores over there. I recommend Randycunt in booth eight. Tightest asshole in the joint.” The man smirked at Eddie and rotated the rapebox on its axis a bit to give the newcomers a better view. “Or perhaps you like to watch instead, eh?”
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“No, thank you,” replied Eddie calmly. “Not here to utilize. I just wanted to talk to Ms Felenk for a moment.”

“You mean my sweet Jana? Yeah. When I learned that one of the cunts was taken to the Fem-vet, I knew she’d end up in one of the boxes. So I dropped everything and rushed here to be the first to fuck her.” He reached forward and slapped the young woman’s reddened bottom. “Twice in the butt and thrice in the face so far. She likes ass-to-mouth so much, this little whore.”

The girl groaned in despair. Her mouth was stretched to the limit by the big fat cock that invaded her throat. Her tear-soaked face was as red as her perky butt. It was obvious that she had been smacked heavily on both ends.

“I see. Are you about done, Sir?” asked Eddie with an indifferent tone.

“Done? Ha. I’m only starting, my boy.” He tapped on his thigh. A bunch of coins jingled in his pocket. I’ll be here for another hour, at least. Don’t hold your breath.”

“We can’t wait that long,” frowned Eddie. “Would you mind taking a break? I need to talk to Ms Felenk for ten minutes. I’ll be more than happy to compensate you for the lost time.”

The man looked at the young boy for a few seconds, thinking. Then his stare moved to Selena, who was unsuccessfully trying to make herself smaller. Of course, it was impossible for a tall S-grade woman to render herself invisible, even under these bad lighting conditions.

A disgusting smirk formed on the man’s flushed fat face. “That slut. She yours?”

“We work together,” replied Eddie tersely.

“Work together? What the fuck are you talking about, boy? Is she your regular?”

“She is one of my regulars,” replied Eddie after hesitating for half a second. He knew what was coming.

“She is a bit old for my taste,” the man restarted “but she looks like a fucking unicorn mare, that one. How is she? Takes cock well?”

“I do suck cock like a unicorn,” interjected Selena, seeing Eddie struggling. “I’d be happy to show you what I can do, if you agree to give Ms Felenk a short break.”

The man kept pumping the girl’s face a few more seconds than stopped abruptly. “Deal!”

He pulled back. His huge member popped out of the young girl’s mouth and dropped like a hammer. Selena looked at Eddie and forced a smile. Eddie nodded and walked over to the booth to talk to the exhausted looking girl who was still coughing up spit and jizz. Her overweight admirer waddled to the chair Eddie had vacated and collapsed on it.

Selena took a deep breath and stood up, walked over to the man, and crouched between his legs. He leaned back and grabbed his monster of a cock for her to start serving. Only then he noticed her band for the first time. “A fucking ex-slavecop? Well, I’ll be damned!” he exclaimed. “You weren’t bulshittin’ woman. You are a unicorn!”

Selena forced a smile and leaned in to start serving. This was the first time she had to do it since her retirement gangbang. Except for Eddie, of course. She took the cock in her mouth and started to suck on it, no frills, medium pace. She wasn’t going to do too good a job and make him climax before her boss managed to talk to their client.

Eddie stepped on the elevated platform that held the rotational rapebox and turned it away from the man. Perfect privacy was impossible to achieve under these circumstances, but this was the best he could do.

“I’m Edward Mestring,” he started as he took out his phone to confirm the young whore’s identity. “You called us about a missing person?” The Registry app’s face recognition software quickly identified the girl as Jana Emily Felenk, despite the thick jizz covering her pretty blushing visage.

“Yes Sir,” she swallowed. He was younger than she expected. Was he experienced enough to handle her case? She sighed. She was out of options. He was the only investigator she could afford with her limited resources. “It’s my sister, Della. She was taken.”

Eddie nodded and ran a search on Della Felenk. She was listed as a non-enslaved 18.1 year-old with an active two-year freedom permit. “You didn’t report her missing?” he asked. “There’s no alert on her Registry page.”

“I tried…” she sobbed. “But you see… There is this guy at the BFA. Not a uniformed officer, but… like a clerk, you know? I think he… he has something to do with her disappearance.”
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“A state employee?” Eddie asked. He had an expression of disgust on his face.

“Yes Sir. When we went there, you know, to purchase her permit… I saved for years, you see, just to keep my little sister free for a couple more years. I gathered the money two days before her deadline and ran to the BFA. There… this guy… who issued her permit… He had this weird look in his eye. Something ominous.” She paused and swallowed. “And then again, when I went there to file a missing report after Della’s disappearance… I was talking to this bluepuss, right? Right in the middle of it, he came in and took over. Snatched the forms I had filled out. He even bent the slavecop who was processing my complaint over the desk and started to fuck her in front of me. It was so awkward, and… I’m almost positive he has my sister, Mr Mestring. I don’t know what to do. He is BFA.”
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She liked the sensation very much. His dick wasn’t that different from all the others she had had to suck for twelve long years, multiple times a day, from every single morning ‘till every single night. Not in length, girth, or shape anyway. But he was younger, certainly, and he tasted quite different too. Fresh and clean, often covered in flavored oils. Mostly because his slaves took their time cleaning and grooming him after every use, she figured.

She continued to move her full lips up and down his shaft with a relaxed rhythm. She enjoyed the fact that she was allowed to do that. She wasn’t on a tight schedule, she wasn’t supposed to make him cum before the patrol flight was over, she wasn’t held down and choked, she wasn’t being interrupted randomly with a series of punitive slaps… No, she felt like she had some agency. She wasn’t just a masturbatory tool. She could be creative, try new things, change her technique randomly, and not get punished for it.

She could even enjoy this simple act of pleasing a man with her mouth.

Eddie seemed to like it too. And that was the best part of it. Pleasing him with the extra thought and effort she added to an otherwise routine performance was extremely satisfactory. It made her proud.

She took a deep breath through her nose and went deep. His cock breached her throat and stretched it. The subsequent hungry groan she made would have embarrassed her if it wasn’t immediately drowned by the loud music in the club, and the moans of tens of women currently being raped around them. Not all these girls were club slaves. Some were unwilling freewomen, judging by the manner in which they were restrained and violated. A couple of them had probably been virgins moments ago. Slenderslut could easily recognize the distinctive “deflowering sobs.”

She tried to ignore them. It was no longer her job to stop illegal female utilization. Not any more. Protecting men’s property from other men? All women ended up like this anyway. If not today, tomorrow. Only thing that changed was the man who owned them.

Take the redhead who was being casually spitroasted by the two guys at the next booth, for example. She was a young bareneck, possibly a college student. Clearly a property of the CMR, her father. But tonight, she was someone else’s plaything. She was almost completely wrapped in duct tape, leaving only her fuckholes accessible. These guys had most probably broken into her dorm room, overpowered her and brought her here to rape her. Best case scenario, they would take her back and threaten her to keep her mouth shut about it. The worst case scenario… Well…
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She turned her focus back to Eddie’s cock, that filled her eager throat. It was hard and strong, and felt wonderful in her mouth. She loved it. She sucked and licked, sucked and kissed… She even forgot why they were sitting in a dirty booth at this sleazy club in the first place.

“There he is.”

She opened her eyes and looked up. The young boy she had come to like and respect a lot for his unusual generosity and kindness throughout the past several weeks, now her boss and kinda-master, was looking at a man in the distance. She was momentarily disappointed when she didn’t see his face distorted with intense pleasure. She thought she was doing a very good job, after all. Reluctantly, she let his cock pop out of her mouth and asked. “May I use my hands while I speak, Sir?”

He nodded after a brief confusion. Her persistent Slavecop-like attitude and extra attention to service decorum still surprised him. Even after her retirement from the SEFR, Slenderslut continued to act and speak like an active duty slavecop, occasionally referring to herself as a cunt, and to him as master. Old habits died hard, of course. Especially after getting them “drilled” into one for twelve long years.

She smiled and held his cock in her right hand, leaving her left stuck to the small of her back. The organ was now slippery enough for a pleasant handjob. When she started stroking it slowly, she immediately remembered what her first handler used to say about handjobs. “The only way to perform a good handjob is to use your mouth.” He was full of funny lines like that, may he rest in piss.

“Can you confirm his identity?”

She turned as inconspicuously as possible to take a sneak peek at the man. Her view was obscured by the tied club slave he was lap-fucking.

“I cannot see from this angle, master… boss,” she whispered. “Could you… Could you perhaps pull me up and fuck me facing that way?”

As those words fell out of her lips, she was struck by a jolt of shame. Was she begging to be fucked? No, it wasn’t like that. She was being professional… Absolutely professional. It was the way it should be done. This was a rape-bar, and it would look suspicious if she wasn’t raped thoroughly. It was bad enough that she wasn’t bound already.

Eddie didn’t seem to be aware of the rollercoaster of emotions she was riding. Perhaps her robotic non-expressive mask still worked even after her retirement?

“Sure,” he said, then grabbed her by the hair and pulled her up, like a real master taking full control of his fuckmeat. She followed his lead obediently. He turned her around and bent her over the table, pulled her short skirt up to her waist, and inserted the tip of his steely rod into her eager primary with one fluid motion. When their genitals were aligned properly, he pulled her back onto his lap. His cock penetrated her fully. A loud moan escaped her lips when he grabbed her by the throat and pressed her upper body onto his, placing the back of her head in that cozy nook above his clavicle. She could now feel his warm breath on her temple as he casually fucked her.
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“What about now?”

She opened her eyes again. Oh, yeah, she was supposed to ID the guy. That was why she had suggested this position. Certainly.

The man was now being serviced by three club slaves surrounding him, with a well-choreographed triple blowjob. He looked extremely intoxicated, barely holding his head up. That was probably why he didn’t seem too impressed by the girls. He ignored them as he kept texting on his phone. Selena immediately recognized his face from the SEFR. He was not a uniformed officer, but she recalled seeing him in the building regularly. He worked at the registration office on the ground floor. Or just IT, perhaps?

“That’s him, Sir,” she moaned.

“Francis Posrednik,” said Eddie. All I can find about him online is that he was a computer engineer. No records about his BFA connection.

“Could be a member of Agent Hoshiyaar’s team, Sir,” she theorized. “Tech department had many non-uniformed employees. Outside contractors, mostly.”

“What could be that important?” wondered Eddie after absorbing that information. “He’s constantly on his phone. Texting, or…” Selena didn’t say anything. She was enjoying this ‘stakeout’ too much. “We should get that phone,” he added.

Selena stopped moving on her boss’s cock and thought for a moment. “Slap and swipe maneuver,” she exhaled.

“What’s that?”

“From the undercover operations manual. I never performed it myself, but…” She paused for a moment and explained. “When he leaves, we follow. At some point, you have to grab me by the hair or the throat with uncontrollable rage, and push me towards him. Imagine I did something very bad, defied or disrespected you. Slap me hard right before we reach the target. I’ll fell on him and swipe the phone. Then you’ll pick me up and drag me away.”

“Sounds very complicated” smiled Eddie. “Alternatively, we can just go and pick it up from his table. Looks like he passed out.”

Selena turned to see what Eddie was talking about. Posrednik was now lying unconscious, his head fallen back, mouth agape, drooling. The three girls were still performing regardless.

“I’ll get it,” said Selena.

“I’ll do it,” rejected the boy as he stood up with his hand still wrapped around her slender neck. “I can’t let you commit a felony only several weeks after earning your blue band. What would I do if my partner was enslaved again and sent to a state brothel?”

“As you wish, sir,” whispered Selena, gratefully. The way he said “partner” hit that starving pleasure center in her brain harder than she could have imagined.

It wasn’t that difficult to steal the phone. The place was dimly lit, and everybody was busy playing with their fuckmeat. They swiftly dove into a private raperoom to check the phone.

“Looks like a home security app,” said Eddie. “Camera feeds? Ooooh my!”

He showed the screen to Selena and swiped through the images. Seven cameras showing live feeds of kneeler-cages with young girls in them. Each bound and fully naked, with numbers written on placards hanging above them.

“Inspection reference numbers,” said Selena, before he asked. “So one can search for them to check their photos and videos at the Registry.”

“Looks like this guy is selling girls on the black market. Let’s check if our girl is one of them.” He took out his own phone, logged onto his Registry account and handed the device to Selena. “Run a search with these numbers will you?”

Selena froze. “I’m sorry, Sir,” she stammered. “Are you letting me… access your Registry account? I … um… I can’t… I’m just a…”

“Don’t be silly, Selena. Take it and run the search. We don’t know how long this fucker will stay unconscious.”

Selena picked up the phone with shaky hands. Letting her see his Registry page? It was the most incredible display of trust and honor a man could bless a female with. She could have orgasmed right there and then.

All seven girls were reported missing by their CMRs. The earliest report was from two months ago. Unfortunately, their client’s sister wasn’t among them.

“Perhaps he sold her already,” said Selena.

“It is possible that these aren’t the only girls he’s selling. Given the feeds, are these girls at the same location?”

“The walls and lighting suggest that they’re all in the same place,” Selena guessed. “Perhaps a basement, or a warehouse. No natural light, no windows.”

Eddie looked at his watch. “Download this app and enter these feed codes. These aren’t password protected. I assume he sends these feed codes to his potential customers so they can bid on the girls.” He cracked open the door to check if the guy had woken up. He was still lying there, but the three cocksuckers were gone. “Be quick about it.”

“YesSir,” replied Selena. She felt a strange high as she entered the numbers. She felt like a spy. It was a thrill. She had played odd roles in her early years, when she was in the field, but she had never really done any serious undercover work. And after her handler passed away, she had been reduced to a mindless drone wandering the dark corridors of the BFA. Now this… this was exciting.

She managed to set things up in a short time and handed the phones back to Eddie. They left the raperoom, dropped the target’s device on his table and sat back in their booth.

“Now we wait,” said Eddie. “We’ll follow this asshole and hope he goes back to this secret warehouse.”

“We’ll be stuck here for a while then,” said Selena. “So, while we wait… in which hole would you like to fuck me next, Sir?
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A tap on her left thigh woke her up. She drowsily looked around in confusion.

“Rise and shine, sleepy-head.”

Slenderslut turned her head and looked at Eddie. She was still sitting on his lap, held in place with his arm around her waist, and his hard cock stuck deep in her butt.

“I’m sorry Sir,” she stammered. “I don’t know how I… I had a few sleepless nights lately, and-”

“That’s okay, Selena,” he snickered. “I still enjoyed it very much. You know, you fuck in your sleep.”

“What?”

“After you dozed off, you kept squeezing and relaxing. It was quite pleasurable. I assume that it’s a technique slavecops learn to do?”

“Oh? Not really, Sir. I had no idea.” She blushed.

“Never mind. We’ll talk about your hidden talents later, perhaps.” He gestured towards the drunk asshole trying to get out of his booth. “He’s leaving.”

Posrednik slapped his cocksuckers away, stood up after a few tries, and stumbled his way out of the rape club. Eddie and Slenderslut followed. The man was too drunk to notice them.

The cool fresh air outside gave Selena a quick boost. She quickly went down on her hands and knees. Eddie attached a leash to her collar before they started their pursuit of their intoxicated target. It had been a while since the last time she bitchwalked. All slavecops went through basic pet training as cadets, of course, but only a small number of the trainees ended up in the K-19 unit. It certainly wasn’t the most glamorous division of the SEFR. The rest of the corps often looked down on their kenneled comrades.

While “regular” slavecops enjoyed the privilege of walking on their two feet without explicit permission, they occasionally had to go down on all-fours during missions. The operations manual recommended petgirl disguise for stakeouts and undercover missions whenever possible, because men tended to pay less attention to owned women. The more trained and obedient they were, the less interesting they looked. A fully naked, masked woman could easily blend in with her surroundings.

Selena had never “gone pup” for a mission before. She had done some undercover work, and even infiltrated a fluffer cell once, but it had been an acting part, not a “barking” part. And now, no longer a SEFR hound, she found herself on her hands and knees, tracking a BFA employee, of all people.

It was past midnight, but the street was still very much alive, full of clubbers. The main road that cut the district of Harlett in two perfect halves was the beating heart of the night life of the town. Rows of rape clubs and orgy bars lined the boulevard on either side. Their drunken mark kept making erratic stops, harassing salesmen and abusing their female stock. Nobody seemed happy to see him coming. Following the stumbling lout along the main street was almost too easy.

Selena had been teaching Eddie surveillance and tracking tactics to the best of her abilities for a while. The boy was a natural. He had successfully tailed an experienced SEFR agent to his own home on his first try, after only a day of instruction. A drunken clerk was child play compared to that one.

After badgering each and every cuntdealer on his way, Posrednik veered into a narrow road at the end of the club row. Eddie and Selena fell back a little.

He walked past a few gangrapes and stopped by a couple of women in torn rags sitting under a street light. They quickly assumed proper kneeling positions when they noticed him. Without saying anything, he took his cock out and began pissing on the brunette’s face. She immediately opened her mouth and started to drink all she could.
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When he rewarded her service by throwing a few coins in her bucket, she bowed down and kissed his feet respectfully.

It all looked like a routine they had performed many times before. The man then grabbed the redhead by her hair and dragged her away. She obediently followed on her hands and knees into a nearby building.

“Public slaves,” whispered Selena. “Looks like they know him and obey him. We should be careful. I’ve seen this before. Criminals often keep public slaves around as watchdogs. These poor things would do anything for you if you give them a little food and provide some semblance of security.”

Eddie nodded. They walked over to the girl who was trying to clean herself with a piece of dirty cloth. The phrase “public toilet” was written on her bare chest. The poor thing rose on her her knees, smiled at the boy, and opened her mouth wide without saying anything.

“What’s your name, cunt?” asked Eddie as he unzipped his pants.

“This cunt is called Trash, master.”

“Trash? Unusually short and simple for a servonym, eh?”

“Short but fitting, master,” the woman forced a smile, “This cunt is trash.”

Eddie nodded, and started to pee in the toilet’s open mouth. She did a good job acting like she enjoyed it.

He took out a few coins and dropped in her bucket. Then he turned to walk away, but stopped as if he remembered something. “You remind me of an old friend,” he said, affectionately. “Listen, I shouldn’t tell you this, but… My brother is working for the FSO. He mentioned that they’ll run a full sweep around Harlett tonight. They could come round that corner any minute now. If they catch you like this, covered in dirt and reeking of piss, you’ll definitely be picked up and sent to triage.” He took another handful of coins and gave them to the girl. “Here, take this and go to a whorewash. Clean yourself up, buy a new shirt. And make yourself scarce for a few hours, eh?”

The girl took the money with a mixture of disbelief and gratitude on her face. “Thank you, master” she said, bearing a giant smile. Then she kissed his feet and and crawled away in full speed.

“First the drinks at the club, and now this. We can’t keep spending like this on stakeouts. Our profit margin is getting slimmer and slimmer,” Selena commented as Trash disappeared around the corner. “But I think you handled it in the best way possible, boss.”

Eddie smiled and turned. They walked over to the building Posrednik had entered a few minutes ago. It was another rotting corpse of an apartment complex with crumbling concrete walls covered in tasteless graffiti. They walked by an elevator with the words “out of order” painted on it. Moans and screams could be heard from all directions. Most apartments didn’t have doors. Dirty mattresses and trash were everywhere. The smell was overwhelming.

“Squatters?” asked Eddie.

“Another type of illegal brothel, I guess” replied Selena, as they walked by two shady types spit-roasting a middle aged woman tied to a broken table. “May I stand and walk, Sir? This place is… filthy.”

Eddie nodded. She stood up, but kept following him a couple steps behind with a pronounced slavish slouch.

“He could be anywhere,” said Eddie. Then he remembered the video feeds they had hijacked. He took out his phone and checked the caged girls. There was no sign of the man.

“This is not a good place to keep kidnapped women in,” Selena commented. “Too many people, activity, and…”

She couldn’t finish her sentence. Eddie suddenly grabbed her, turned around and pulled her into the shade. He started to play with her big fat boobs casually and whispered in her ear. “Found him. In there.”

Selena’s eyes scanned the apartment they just passed by. Several men were violating their prey, two heavily restrained women, both barenecks in nice clothes. They seemed out of it. Drugged, drunk, or passed out, perhaps. Posrednik was sitting in one of the old chairs in the room, seemingly uninterested in the gangrape. The redhead he had dragged in was dutifully kissing and massaging his feet.

Minutes passed. Selena wasn’t complaining. Instead of dozing off in front of the TV at the BFA guesthouse, she was squirming with mild pleasure in the hands of her boss.

Soon enough, Eddie’s hands moved south to play with her slit and finger her gently. She was enjoying herself so much, she didn’t even notice the arrival of another man. She opened her eyes only when Eddie pulled his hand away from her dripping fuckhole.
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The new arrival was certainly not a criminal mastermind. He looked nervous and skittish in his ill-fitting black hoodie and oversized sunglasses. He quickly scanned the room and sat down timidly next to Posrednik. He whispered into his ear, which made the drunk man turn his head in surprise.

“What?”

“I said, are you the janitor?” the man repeated with an audible voice this time.

“Yeah, yeah, that’s me. I’ve the keys. You dropped the money in the box?”

The man looked around nervously and nodded. The other picked up his phone and typed something. Got his text reply a few seconds later. “Very good. Which one was your order? Wait, I remember. The strawberry blonde with the green eyes, right?” The other nodded again, this time with more excitement than anxiety.

Posrednik reached into his pocket with a groan and took out a bunch of keys, he shuffled through them and handed one to the man in the hoodie.

“Here you go. You can pick her up from the address written on the key. Leave the key in the post box on your way out.” He grabbed the man’s arm before he could stand. “Remember, asshole. You can never take her out in public. Not even with a mask or something. Keep her chained and locked up at all times. You sound-proofed your dungeon like I said, right?”

“Yes, yes, I did all that,” said the man. “I’ll keep her in a farmhouse far from the city anyway. You don’t have to worry.”

Posrednik looked at the man for a few more seconds before letting his arm go. “Very well. Have fun with the little bird.”

The man left the apartment and walked away. Eddie took out his phone and checked the feeds. There was no blonde with green eyes among the seven caged girls.

“This confirms it,” he whispered. “These aren’t the only girls he locked up. There must be other locations. And we still have no idea where.” He let the girl go.

“What do you think, Selena? Should we stick with this guy, or follow the buyer?”
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Kellie stretched her fingers and toes. They were the only extremities she could move in this rusty little kneel-cage. Her wrists, elbows, ankles, and knees were tightly tied with rope, but that wasn’t all. She was wrapped in some kind of coarse cloth which was secured by duct tape in many places. Her head was covered with what she assumed to be a pillow case. More tape trapped a balled-up sock in her mouth. She wasn’t even sure if it was her sock. It could have been her panties too. Was she naked or dressed? She was so tightly bound, her brain couldn’t receive reliable information from the rest of her body. All that was redundant anyway, because It was impossible to move an inch in the tight little cage she was locked in.

She didn’t know how long she had been in this dark room. She didn’t remember being taken either. The last thing she could recall was leaving her home and walking down the stairs. Was she raped while unconscious? She didn’t feel any pain down there to indicate that, but it was impossible to be sure. After many long hours staying like this, her entire body was aching. She was hungry, thirsty, cold, and scared out of her mind.

She had ran out of tears hours ago. She couldn’t call for help or beg for mercy with her sock stuffed in her mouth. All she can do was whimper and groan. She knew that she was alone in the room, but if she listened very carefully, she could hear faint moans in the distance. She guessed that there were at least two more captives in this place. That information gave her a tiny relief. Multiple captives could mean that she was taken by criminals who wanted to sell her on the black market, and not by a random psychopath who just wanted to rape her to death.

It was so unfair. She had been was so happy a few days ago, when her father had returned home from the BFA and handed her a two-year freedom permit. She was going to use that precious time to finish a certificate program and find a job, perhaps earn enough money to buy her next extension without being a burden to her parents. Her older sister Kate worked as a salesgirl at a DK and managed to do just that. She could do the same for a few years and maybe find a decent husband before her luck eventually ran out.

But now, that dream was dead. She was tied and locked in a dark damp room, waiting for some asshole to buy her and carry her to his own rape dungeon. She’d live out her miserable days as a fucktoy. She’d never be able to see the sun again. She just knew that her life was over.

She began crying again when she imagined how it would be like. She’d be restrained on a bed in a basement, naked, legs spread. She’d be nothing but three holes to fuck a few times a day. Her captor would keep her alive as long as her holes remained tight enough. He’d get bored eventually, and then it would be really over for her. Could be in three days or in three years, she’d end up in a ditch deep in the woods. It was the only way the story of an illegal fucktoy would end.

Her only chance for survival was to play the game, accept her fate, obey and serve her new owner as well as possible. She could beat the odds if she could make herself indispensable, endear herself to him. The thought turned her stomach, but that was the only way out she could think about. There and then she decided to follow that path. She was going to be a good girl, bide her time, and wait for an opportunity to escape. Of course, her behavior must be believable. She couldn’t just begin with a smile. No, She had to be clever and put on a good, convincing act.

Her long term strategy for survival was starting to take shape in her mind, but she realized that she had no idea whom she’d be serving. What kind of a man would he be? Someone who had no money to buy a woman legally, of course. She was classified an A-grade by the BFA, and not everybody could afford As like her.

Or maybe… Maybe someone who wanted a specific woman: Her. Someone who had heard that she just bought a freedom permit and would be off the market. Could it be…

Her eyes widened. Drake? Her classmate who had asked her out on a date a couple months ago. Could he be insane enough to arrange her kidnapping? Of course, she had been hyper-cautious while she had rejected him. She had employed all the tricks she knew. Praised him to death while acting all bland and boring. All women knew to be careful dealing with men who were interested in them. It was a skill they had to pick up early in life. She had thought her tactics had worked too. Drake had stopped following her around, started stalking other girls.

But perhaps… he wasn’t done with her. The thought gave her some relief. The boy wasn’t that clever. He didn’t seem too violent either. Perhaps she could talk her way out of this even without serving dick for months. She could play the shy girl who secretly liked him. It might work… maybe. Yes, she wanted the unknown villain to be Drake, and not some other sinister character she had never met. She could see a way out now.

The thoughts that kept bouncing around in her skull were dispersed immediately by a clicking sound in the distance. A key turning in a lock, perhaps. A timid clank was heard, followed by unsure steps, searching. So, there was a long corridor outside? The steps approached in a straight line, making a couple stops on the way. Kellie could now visualize in her mind a row of doors, small locked rooms each housing a terrified captive like her. Who was the visitor, and for whom was he searching? He didn’t sound confident, so Kellie assumed that he wasn’t the person who had placed her here.

Footsteps finally reached her. Kellie held her breath and listened. She wasn’t sure if she wanted him to open the door or not. She didn’t know what to expect if she was dragged out of this place in a minute. She didn’t know what would happen to her if she wasn’t. What if she wasn’t picked and sold? What would the motherfuckers do to her then?

The sound of metal hitting metal made her freeze. The shaky key found its hole after a few tries and turned. Kellie’s heart stopped when the door opened and hit a wall. Light levels or temperature didn’t change at all, but she felt fresh air rushing in, which made her realize that she was indeed fully naked under all that stuff that restrained her. She had been stripped down and wrapped again, not unlike a present.

The mystery man didn’t make any attempt to enter the room. Kelly groaned and shook her cage in desperation. She was terrified out of her mind, of course, but she wanted to know why, how, and by whom she had been taken.

After watching her throw a pathetic tantrum in her little cage for a few seconds, the man walked in and held the cage. The cage opened with a click. A hand grabbed the fabric wrapped around her torso and pulled her out. She fell forward, but another hand caught her before her face hit the floor.

He pulled her up onto her feet with a huff and bent her over the cage. Her big tits got smooshed against the bars and the air in her lungs evacuated as she hit the metal. She felt the impact on all her joints which she had been unable to move for hours.

He put one hand on the small of her back and pinned her down. She didn’t have the energy or courage to move anyway. She groaned in protest again, hoping to provoke him to respond. All she need was a clue, to hear his voice. Was it Drake? Some other guy? Was it even a male?

No verbal response. Instead, she felt her assailant’s other hand grab her tits over the rough cloth. It moved around and squeezed them, ignoring her weak protests. After playing with her for a while, it moved up and started touching her face as if it was trying to identify her by touch. “Why don’t you take off the pillow case and see with your own eyes, you asshole,” yelled Kellie. But only a long unintelligible groan was heard.

He suddenly let her face go, but his hand landed on her ass a second later. He fondled, squeezed, and smacked his way around her butt, finally shifting his focus to the crevice between her asscheeks. His fingers moved along her slit and pushed down, wedging the coarse cloth into her scared womanhood. She let out another groan and tried to wiggle away like an earthworm, but he countered her weak attempt with more pressure on her back. She immediately surrendered.

Kellie heard another click. A switchblade? She froze in terror. She felt a pressure between her legs. The knife penetrated the cloth and cold metal touched her inner thigh. Her entire body shuddered in panic.

He moved the knife up and down to make a big enough slit and pulled it back. Then he let her go and smacked her bottom hard, which she interpreted as a command to stay put. He put both of his hands through the slit he had made and pulled it apart, until it was wide enough to make her genital area fully accessible.

Kellie groaned in defeat. There was no escape. She was about to get raped right there and then.
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A zipper opened and pants rolled down. He put one hand on her back and pushed down to force it into an arch, then pressed his penis against her slit. She held her breath as he started to push it in. She was too tired to resist and her pussy muscles were too weak to put any effective resistance.

He entered her slowly, savoring every moment of anticipation. Finally, when he was half way in, he slammed it into her cervix without mercy. She felt the impact in full. It felt like a giant axe splitting her into two. He paused for only a second and started to fuck her with deep, brutal thrusts. He was big, hard, and powerful.

The physical pain between her legs combined with the feeling of shame and helplessness quickly overwhelmed the young girl. He randomly changed his speed to overload her brain. His actions felt deliberate and precise, as if he had planned and rehearsed this particular violation. He fucked hard and fucked deep, even pushing her to the edge against her will several times. She wasn’t allowed to cum, of course. She was now a mere tool to provide pleasure, not a woman who was allowed to receive it.

A few minutes later, he slowed down. As the haze enveloping her shocked mind dissipated, Kellie slowly realized that he had ejaculated in her already.

She expected him to stop and rest for a while, and release the pressure on her back. But he didn’t. Instead, he pulled his slopped up organ out of her pussy and slid it up north to his next target. Kellie barely had time to let out another pointless groan of protest before he pushed it back in, this time in her secondary fuckhole. His fat cock penetrated her butt and pain pierced her brain. Both her cherries had been popped in a matter of minutes.

He fucked her longer this time. He was most definitely enjoying her desperate whimpers and moans. All she could do was wiggle like a worm and sob uncontrollably. The pillowcase over head was soaked in tears. The shame she felt was mind-breaking.

He soon ejaculated deep in her ass, pulled out of her, and took a step back. Kellie lay over the cage motionless, drained and pulverized, his warm semen oozing out of both of her holes. She was barely conscious, but she could sense that he was enjoying the the image of the mess he had made.

She tried to stay awake, but she was too tired to do so. What was next, she wondered. She imagined him lifting her over his shoulder like a rolled up carpet, putting her well-fucked body in the trunk of his car, and driving away to an unknown location. This was going to be the first day of her new life as a miserable fucktoy. That was the last thought in her mind before she finally passed out from exhaustion.

***

“He’s taking his time. Perhaps he couldn’t find what he’s looking for?” speculated Eddie.

Selena pursed his lips. At first she hadn’t been sure if they should tail the nervous buyer instead of Posrednik. He was just a customer after all, and following the drunk asshole seemed like a better choice. But Eddie had insisted on following the young man against her advice. Her boss had good instincts, apparently. She knew they had made the right choice when they ended up at an abandoned self storage facility on the road to Snatchfield.

Nine or ten minutes had passed since the man had disappeared into the building. “I think I had better go and take a look, Sir” she said. “Don’t worry, I’ve done this before. I’ll be careful,” she added before he could respond. Eddie nodded. Selena jumped off their rental motorbike and approached the entrance. She popped her head in for a moment then entered the building.
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A minute later, she reappeared and ran back, as silently as before. “He is utilizing a young girl in there,” she whispered. “Heavily restrained and caged, her entire body covered.”

“That’s why she wasn’t one of the girls in the video feeds,” said Eddie. She isn’t being auctioned. She’s a special order.”

“I think so too. I can’t be sure, but there are several doors in there which appear to have been reinforced recently. Numbers are painted on them. I counted four but there could be more deeper inside the building.”

Eddie took out his phone and opened the video feeds of the tied girls in cages. “Could these girls be in there?”

“I doubt it, Sir,” said Selena. These ones are being kept in a concrete structure with a high ceiling, like a warehouse. This place is basically a series of rusting metal boxes.” She paused for a moment. “I can’t believe I’m going to suggest this, but think we should call the SEFR, Sir. There is at least one illegally captured woman in there. Perhaps more in the other rooms. We cannot handle that ourselves.”

Eddie shook his head. “If we call the SEFR and they raid this place, Posrednik will be alerted. He might disappear before they get him. He could even try to dispose of the rest of the girls he kidnapped. We don’t know where these ones are. And we have no idea where our client’s sister is.”

“We could at least save the one in there,” suggested Selena after a brief calculation. Follow this guy, rescue the girl if we can, come back to this place later?”
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They tailed the mysterious guy’s car for about an hour. The task got trickier as they got further and further from the city and ended up in dirt roads with no traffic. Slenderslut’s years of experience as a Cunthound navigator proved extremely useful when they had to turn their lights off and fall back as much as possible. The car eventually pulled up behind a decrepit cabin in the woods. Eddie and Selena parked their rental bike in a safe distance and watched the man in the dark hoodie carry his bound captive inside.

“The place was dead before he arrived,” whispered Eddie, “I guess we can assume that he’s acting alone.”

Selena nodded and took the binoculars from him to take a look herself.

“You saw her back in the storage, could she be Della Felenk?”

“Cannot say, Sir,” she replied. “She was hooded and tightly wrapped while he was raping her. She looked young enough to be our girl, but that’s not helpful information. This Posrednik seems to kidnap girls who just turned rape-age. It’s his specialty. Specifically, he preys on the ones who pass their primary inspections and manage to buy freedom permits. As a BFA contractor, it’s very easy for him to identify and track his victims.”

“We will deal with that asshole later. Let’s first figure out who this poor girl is. Let’s go down there and try to peek inside. If it’s Della, we’ll-“

“I hope you’re not thinking kicking the door in, boss,” interrupted Selena worriedly. “You know, I’ll be completely useless in a fight. I cannot intervene against a male citizen, criminal or not, not even to save your life.” She paused for a moment. “I mean, we both did what we had to do while we were looking for Stephanie… and I hope you took the right lessons from that. You know… it could have cost me my life. We got extremely lucky that Agent Viltis saw the alternative more beneficial for his own career ambitions.”

“I know,” said Eddie. “I don’t intend to intervene myself. I mean, I’ve been doing a lot of whorelifting lately, but I’m still far from building the muscle mass and the confidence necessary to kick in random psychos’ doors like an action hero.” He smiled. “And regardless… I of course expect you to keep your distance if any sort of violence erupts. You cannot risk your freedom or life for just a client. Not for the tiny amount of money we’ll get anyway. You suffered for more than a decade to earn that blue band.”

Selena smiled, relieved by his reaction.

“Okay then, time to sneak up and take a look,” he added.

“Right behind you, boss.”

***

Kellie came to when her back hit a rough wooden surface. It took her a few seconds to realize that she was lying down on a table. The memory of her double-deflowering at the hands of her unknown captor rushed into her head next. She could hear him walking around. Not a big, lumbering guy. Average build, perhaps skinny, even. He was quieter then she imagined, but his breathing was rapid and heavy. Because of strenuous activity? He must have carried her body on his shoulders.

Or maybe, he was very excited.

She wasn’t stuffed back in her cage after use. The lighting was different also. It wasn’t pitch black. A yellowish glow was penetrating the rough cloth hood on her head. Had she been transported to another location while she was unconscious? If that was the case, her life was over. She didn’t know if the man was planning to use her a sex toy, kill her for fun, or both… She tried to remember the survival plan she had been trying to make since she woke up in that tight little cage. Do whatever the man says. Obey, survive, wait for a chance to flee.

She flinched when a hand landed on her chest and pinned her down. Another hand grabbed the hood by the corner and pulled it up. She held her breath. The duct tape ripped and cloth slid out, a bright light bulb above her rendered her blind for a long moment. Before her eyes could adjust, the mysterious figure leaned over her again. She felt a sting on her neck. An injector?

When he pulled back, she finally saw his face. A young man in a black hoodie, in his early twenties. Nobody she recognized. She tried to calm herself down. She was ready to go with her plan. First step: Try to stay calm and collected. Try to gather as much information about him and their location as possible. Cry and beg, but not too much. Try to soften his heart.

Maybe start by learning his name?

He ripped the tape over her mouth and pulled the balled up sock out of there. Her jaw ached. She waited for a few seconds and opened her mouth to ask, but her lips refused to part wide enough. She could produce nothing but a barely audible wheeze. Hit by sudden panic, she tried to move. Her body simply ignored her.

She was paralyzed.

“It’s GPAC,” said the guy, waving a small vile of liquid in his hand. “You know, the thing SEFR shoots runners with? My cousin makes a bootleg version of it. Works all the same. I diluted it a bit, but it’s enough to keep you in this state for a few hours.” He walked over to a cupboard and placed the thing on a shelf next to a number of others. “Don’t worry, you’ll still be able to wink, move your eyes… Even turn your head a bit. I learned to adjust the dose just right… let’s say after a few trial and error experiments.

Kellie’s eyes widened with terror. He was telling the truth about her ocular muscles, at least.

“I know, you’re wondering who I am, why I am doing this.” He leaned over her head and looked into her eyes. Kellie blinked to affirm. “My identity is not important,” he said with a faint smile. “You don’t need to know my name. It would be useless anyway. Your stay here will be short, and you won’t have any chance to talk anyway. You’ll be drugged and gagged while I’m not using your mouth as a fuckhole. No need to feed you either. I’ll keep you alive with an IV drip.”

‘Your stay here will be short’! What did he mean by that? Tears gushed out of Kellie’s big blue eyes.

“We go the same school, but you don’t know me,” continued the young man. “I have been watching you for a long while. I wanted to introduce myself many times. Followed you around, almost tapped you on the shoulder once. Froze at the last moment. Every night I fantasized about kidnapping you and raping you. But I never gathered the courage, you see.”

He picked up a big, mean looking pair of scissors and started to cut the tape and cloth she was wrapped in.

“Then my cousin’s buddy mentioned this man… This shady tech guy at the BFA who handles the dangerous part, and then uses his position to hamper the search process. Cousin’s bud, he bought a girl from this dude almost a year ago and kept her here with no problems. So cuz and I decided to break our piggy banks and buy one each.”

Another girl? Here? Kellie opened her ears and listened for another captive. She couldn’t hear anything. As she searched, he finally snipped the last piece of tape and pulled the cloth off her. Kelly was now lying completely naked, wearing nothing but a pair of handcuffs that restrained her wrists at her back. They were useless at this point, but he didn’t bother to remove them.

He threw the ripped cloth away and returned, grabbed her by the ankles and pulled her to the edge of the table. “I guess we can continue where we left off, eh?” Then he opened her legs wide, took his cock out, and penetrated her vagina without wasting another second. Despite her paralysis, it felt like the thing was tearing her apart. It felt even longer and thicker than before, somehow… and the pain she felt was much sharper too.

“Yes,” the guy grinned. “It will hurt like hell. That’s how GPAC works. You won’t be getting any pleasure at all, and just knowing that fact doubles mine.

He stopped talking for a while and continued to fuck his brand new fucktoy. His face contorted more and more with pleasure, until he started to shake and exploded deep in her. Kellie truly was in hell. The pain was unbearable, and being unable to scream made it even worse. The only visible sign of the excruciating agony she was feeling was the endless stream of tears flowing down her temples as the man pounded her defenseless pussy.

“You’re probably thinking that it couldn’t get any worse,” he said when he took a minute before starting to fuck her one more time. “Believe me, it will.” He slapped her big tits as hard as he could a few times. Each hit registered as huge explosions in the poor girl’s overwhelmed brain. “This drug, it really does wonders with the impact stuff. I know that through first-hand experience, because I experimented with it. Injected myself with very small doses. Still, very very very painful.”

It was painful. It was hell. Kellie’s brain was on fire.

He unloaded in her again two minutes later. He pulled out of her pussy and zipped up. Kelly exhaled in relief. The pain she had felt during the rape lingered for a while but at least that overwhelming burning feeling was gone.

He went back to the cupboard and returned with a black duffel bag. He dropped the heavy looking thing next to her well-fucked naked body. The table shook. Even this indirect impact gave her GPAC-heightened brain an unpleasant jolt, but what terrified her was not the pain… It was the unmistakable jingle and scrape of sharp metal objects in the bag.

He started to take his tools out, show them to the scared girl, and lay them on the table in an ascending order of scariness with a grin on his face. Rope, chains, paddles, whips, a hammer, various knives, a huge cleaver…

“Don’t worry,” he said with an ominous hiss. “I won’t use all these at once. We will try something new every day. We can go through the set in a week… let’s say 10 days, if you be a really really good girl.” He picked the cleaver again and placed it on her heaving chest. “One thing for sure. We’ll finish with this one.”

***

Eddie tiptoed around the cabin and stopped by a small basement window. Like the rest of the building it was tightly secured by wooden planks and metal mash, and probably with sound-proof material from the inside too, but just a small hint of light was seeping through the cracks. He listened for a few seconds. A faint hum, the familiar cadence of a man speaking excitedly. It was impossible to understand.

He reached for the planks and tried to pry them. No chance. He moved on to the next window a few meters away. There was no way in.

“Boss!”

He swiftly moved towards the source of the whisper. Selena was crouching by another window on the other side of the house.

“This one is open. I think I can fit in th-”

“You’re not going in,” interrupted Eddie. No felonies for you. Stay here.”

He leaned into the hole and looked. A mixture of unpleasant smells hit him in the face. It was obvious that this place was not aired lately. He took his flashlight out and swirled it around to have a quick scan of the dark room. He paused for a second, thinking, then quickly squeezed through the opening before Selena could protest.

He soft landed on an old freezer and tiptoed to the door. The kidnapper was not speaking any more, but he could hear rhythmic thumping and screeches. He must be raping the girl. He found a crack and looked through. The girl was lying on a big wooden crate, naked and seemingly unconscious, and the man was gleefully pounding her in the ass. He turned his attention to the girl’s face. Nothing above her chin was visible from his angle, but he could see her strawberry blonde hair spread on the table. He checked for other identifiable body markers and concluded that it was not Della Felenk.

He straightened back up and carefully took a step back. He could hear what Selena would say already. Alert the authorities with an anonymous call about a break-in, let’s say, then return our attention to Posrednik. This asshole was a dead-end. The ex-slavecop hadn’t liked the idea of leaving the drunk woman-dealer and following this one in the first place. Eddie made a mental note of trusting the woman’s instincts more in the future. He walked back to the window and put his foot on the freezer to climb out.

Something made him pause. Why a working freezer in this seemingly abandoned house? He climbed back down and opened the container slowly.

“Call the authorities if you want, Selena,” he whispered after a very long pause. “But I think I’ll have to kick that door in after all.”
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Selena wanted to stop Eddie, but she was unable to say anything. He quickly closed the lid of the old freezer and went back to the door, resolved to barge in and save the unidentified young girl from her captor. The man looked in his early twenties. He was older and slightly larger than Eddie, and Selena wasn’t sure if her teenager boss could overpower the villain even with the surprise factor on his side. The thought of him getting hurt made her shiver. She couldn’t let anything bad happen to the only good thing she’d had in her life since…

The moment they met on the dreaded stairs of the BFA building that fateful day, the young boy made a positive impression on the newly-retired slavecop. His devotion to his girlfriend Stephanie and his tireless pursuit to save her was something Selena had never seen in her life. That cute little blonde was not just an easily replaceable piece of fuckmeat for him. He genuinely loved her, and did everything he could to take her back. Selena had respected him for that, and eventually grown to love him too. Not like Stephanie Prancer, certainly, but she loved him and desired him all the same.

As they searched for Stephanie, they had bonded in ways Selena could have never imagined. She had become the young man’s mentor, employee, comrade, and occasional fucktoy. She enjoyed serving him sexually. He was the only man she knew who actually deserved a female’s unlimited devotion.

Even after the “happy” ending of their first adventure, she had continued to join the reunited couple in their marriage bed frequently, becoming an unofficial member of Eddie’s unconventional harem. She loved her new life. She finally had a family, a group of friends she felt safe with, and a generous master who fucked her regularly. No undeserved beatings, no constant humiliation… just unlimited orgasms.
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And the best part of this was that she no longer served that evil machine known as the Slavery Enforcement and Fugitive Retrieval Unit of the BFA. No more scared looks in the young girls’ eyes when she passed by in her skimpy blue and whites, no self-paralysing guilt every time she heard a pained scream echoing around BFA corridors, no annoying warble of the twin engines of a-

… a Cunthound?

She took her head out of the window and looked up. The all too familiar sound of a SEFR aerial patrol vehicle got closer and closer. She felt cold all of a sudden. They hadn’t contacted the authorities, so how could they know…

She bowed down to warn Eddie. “Boss! The SEFR… they are here,” she whispered.

Eddie was already on his way out. He had heard the vehicle approaching too, and so had the kidnapper in the adjoining room. He quickly climbed out and followed Selena to the treeline. They found a big rock to hide behind before the uninvited visitors arrived.

“I didn’t contact them,” Selena said as they watched a single Cunthound hover around and scan the cabin, before eventually landing in the clearing behind it.

“Perhaps they were investigating the same disappearing case, and somehow tracked the guy here?” said Eddie. “Check the video feeds. Are the girls still there?”

“Yes Sir. All accounted for.”

“Maybe they didn’t get Posrednik. Or they did, but he didn’t give his merchandise up. We know that he keeps them in multiple locations, so…”

The door of the Cunthound opened with a screech and interrupted Eddie. “The agent will probably send in his A-S ahead.” guessed Selena. “They always do.”

But a middle-aged male figure emerged out of the vehicle instead of the graceful silhouette of an agent-slave. Once he left the shadow of the vehicle, they realized that he was not in uniform. He immediately drew his sidearm, kicked the door in, and disappeared into the cabin. Muffled struggle noises and a loud crash was heard. Selena raised the binoculars hanging from her neck in an attempt to see what was going on. The cabin was as dark and unwilling to reveal its secrets as before. She turned her attention to the Cunthound instead.

“No A-S in the flyer,” she commented confusedly. “That’s odd. He wasn’t wearing a uniform either. Maybe he w-”

Before she could finish her thought, the big man emerged from the cabin with the bound naked girl on his shoulder. He unlocked the hatch at the back and dropped the well-raped captive in the slave-compartment of the Cunthound. The two private investigators watched in confusion as he jumped back in the vehicle and took off without wasting another second.
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“He didn’t arrest the guy?” asked Eddie as they stood up and watched the vehicle disappear in the distance.

“Everything about this is fishy, Sir” said Selena. “This isn’t proper SEFR work. The girl, she isn’t a slave on the run, she’s a kidnapped freewoman. But he dragged her out naked and bound. He got in and got out in a few minutes, ignoring established siege protocol. No A-S, no uniform, no back-up. I bet he is dirty.”

“Do you recognize him?”

“No, he must be from the Northern Precinct. Maybe I can find out who he is. I jotted down the Cunthound’s number.” She picked up his phone to run a search.

“Do that,” said Eddie and set out towards the cabin. “I’ll get back in there and see if I can get anything out of the other asshole.”

He sneaked in through the broken front door and looked around. The place had nothing but a couple of old chairs, a mattress, and a couple of boxes full of rusty tools. He tiptoed around the trash scattered around the floor and finally found what he was looking for at the top of the basement stairs.

The kidnapper they had followed from the warehouse was lying on the floor with a weird expression on his face. It was a young man in his early twenties, wearing a black hoodie and frayed jeans.

“He was literally caught with his pants down,” commented Selena, pointing at his unbuckled belt.

“I told you to stay outside,” said Eddie. “You shouldn’t be in here.”

“It’s okay, boss,” she dismissed with a hand wave and crouched down next to the kidnapper’s head. Her eyes scanned him until she found a puncture wound on the left side of his neck. “GPAC dart. That agent… if he was an agent, of course… He shot him with a standard tranq-gun. He remembered to remove the dart before he left too. He’s covering his tracks. I was right before. This wasn’t an official rescue. He just robbed the thief. Stole stolen merchandise.”

Eddie nodded. A corrupt BFA agent breaking the law in such a brazen manner wasn’t the least bit surprising to either of them.

“This asshole will lie paralyzed for four, maybe five hours,” continued the platinum blonde and tapped the man on the forehead. “He is still conscious in there, but he cannot move or talk. He cannot answer our questions even if he wanted to.”

“That’s okay,” said Eddie and reached into the guy’s pocket to fish out his phone. He unlocked it by pressing the paralyzed man’s thumb on the scanner, and immediately accessed his BFA Registry app.

“Alright. This is Mr Tomas Zlochinek. 22 years old.” He clicked on a few buttons. “Never owned a female so far, but he has… seventeen young women on his watchlist… and it seems most are strawberry blondes between the ages of 18 and 20.”

“Is our client-”

“She’s not one of them,” interrupted Eddie. “This girl at the top of the list… A Kelly Milis, 18-years old, recently had her PI and received a freedom permit. I’m almost positive that she was the victim. Body markers detailed here match what I had seen earlier.”

“So, it’s a dead-end,” pouted Selena.

“Not necessarily. While he was fucking the girl downstairs, I heard him mention that his cousin found this Posrednik guy, and he bought a girl for himself too.” He returned his attention to the phone and continued to click around the man’s apps and contact lists. “Ah! There he is. Simon Zlochinek. Looks like they have been texting each other about this little criminal project of theirs. Not even trying to obfuscate it with code-words or innuendos, the imbeciles.” He scrolled down for a while, until his face was brightened up suddenly. “Bingo!” he exclaimed and handed the phone to Selena.

Selena immediately recognized the young girl with terror in her teary eyes and a fat cock in her mouth. It was a low-resolution photo of Della Felenk, their client’s lost sister, stripped, bound, and caged in a dark basement. The ex-slavecop swiped through a number of blurry snapshots of the scared young girl being forced to serve her captor before handing the phone back to her boss.

“They had been exchanging ideas about torturing these girls,” she commented.

“These messages are from 4 days ago. I guess Della was ‘delivered’ not too long before this exchange. Still looks relatively healthy and untouched here. Not a lot of bruises, accept the redness on her left cheek.”

“She must be covered in them now, if his cousin took his suggestions,” commented Selena with a frown. She was momentarily tempted to push the man down the stairs. “What are we going to do with him?” she asked.

Eddie froze in thought for a few seconds. “We cannot let him regain mobility before we find his cousin. We cannot let him get out of here too soon.” He remembered the freezer downstairs. “We cannot let him leave, period,” he said with a solemn face. He stood up and nudged the paralyzed man with his foot after a brief moment of indecision. The man’s lanky body rolled down like a ragdoll and stopped at the bottom of the stairs. Selena suppressed a smile, and a strong urge to kiss her boss.

They followed him downstairs, dragged his body to the centre of the room, rolled him onto his stomach, and restrained him with everything he had laid on the rape table earlier. They looked around and found a box of vials containing bootleg GPAC-substitute. Selena broke one and mixed it into a glass of water, then placed the glass next to the guy. Finally they locked the basement door, threw the key away, and left.

“I can’t find any info here about where his cousin lives, or where he keeps Della,” Eddie said as they rushed towards the spot they hid their rental bike, “but perhaps we can arrange a meeting using this.” He tossed the kidnapper’s phone to Selena.

“Yes Sir,” she smiled and accessed the text messaging app.

“Be careful. Note that he calls him Cuz, and sometimes Simus. Uses short words and sentences, and never uses proper punctuation,” he warned. “Also, keeps mixing up gender pronouns like an illiterate moron.”

“No problem, boss,” she said and started typing. “I have an idea. It seems they often hang out at a bar called ‘Perineum.’ I know where that is. I did a ‘retrieval’ at that location several years ago. I’ll invite him there.”

“Good,” he approved. “Once we ID him, we can cancel the meeting with a text and follow him back to his lair. Simple enough.”

“And the best part is,” she smiled, “I can play the role of the reluctant rapetoy again and worship your cock while we wait.”
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She froze and waited with her eyes shut. He stumbled off the bed and pulled his pants up, lumbered around the room and took a sip from his beer. She held her breath and listened as he picked the sex toys and floggers he used on her, and threw them in a cardboard box. She lost track of him for a moment when he stopped moving. That paralyzing fear took hold of her brain again. She braced for impact.

He didn’t hit her this time. Instead, he turned around and walked out of the room, locked the door and climbed up the stairs. She could hear him slapping the wall clumsily in an attempt to maintain his balance. He was drunk out of his mind, and exhausted too. He had been swilling cheap booze and raping her for the last few hours, on and off.

Still too scared to move, she waited until the place fell fully silent. He must have dozed off upstairs. She was glad that the disgusting slob didn’t fall asleep on top of her like the day before, with his cock buried in her sore ass.

Once she was positive that he wasn’t going to come back soon for another round, she timidly opened her eyes. That ugly ceiling was the first thing she saw. She was now familiar with all of its wet spots, streaks of mold, and the imperfections of the paint job. For the last few days, this depressing surface had been her entire world. Her only “entertainment.” She saw images in the random patterns of mildew that colonized it aggressively, and made up stories to pass the time. She had to keep her sanity in this hell somehow.

She moved her wrists and ankles as much as she could in an attempt to keep her muscles from atrophying. She was tied to the wooden bed frame like a letter X. Her arms were fully stretched and restrained by tight ropes around her wrists and elbows, so all she could do was open and close her fingers to allow blood circulation. He left some more slack with the ankle ropes because he wanted to move her lower body around and switch between her fuckholes more easily. The collar around her neck was attached to a rusty chain that wrapped around the mattress, which kept her anchored at the center of the thing, but it was not hampering her neck movements completely. He liked to sit on her chest, pull her head up, and shove his cock to finish in her throat, so she could briefly look around when he raised her head to fuck it.

Her room obviously was not originally designed as a place to rape kidnapped girls in. The wooden bed she was secured on was rather smallish, even for a petite girl like her, and it barely fit inside the crammed space. Apart from that there was a broken nightstand barely holding up a case of cheep beer, and a moldy cardboard box that held all the disgusting tools he kept shoving in her. She couldn’t see the floor from where she lay, but she assumed that it was covered by the empty beer bottles he kept shoving in his ugly mug incessantly. No windows, no natural light, just a single miserably ineffective light bulb dangling over her.

She thought that it was the most depressing place on earth… even without all the rape.

She remembered the “self-defense” course her big sister had dragged her to a couple months ago. It was one of those “rape evasion and freedom prolongation” seminars given by twenty-something year-old girls who had no real idea about how the real world functioned.

She had immediately hated that blonde moron who kept reading the course material in a monotone voice like a robot. She had kept listing all those stats about latest enslavement rates, and suggested techniques and attitudes to increase one’s chances of staying out of brutal men’s crosshairs. It was all bullshit, of course.

Their instructor was a clueless bimbo, she thought, but she wasn’t entirely sure about the program itself. Was it a hastily put together scam to prey on the fears of young women, or was it the brainchild of well-intentioned morons? Either way, it was ultimately useless.

She was the proof of that.

When she was taken a few days… or perhaps a week ago, she never had any chance to act strategically, adjust her attitude, or use any of the fool-proof disarming techniques she was taught. She hadn’t seen him coming at all. She hadn’t even had an inkling about the danger until after she’d found herself in this place. She had gone to sleep in the safety of her bedroom one night, and woken up in this nightmare some time later.

She had found herself bound and gagged, completely naked and covered in sticky stuff. Her vagina hurting and butthole sore. She’d had a weird taste in her mouth. She had been raped while she was unconscious, god knows how long, or how many times… or by how many people.

Turned out it had just been a single guy. The most unpleasant, repulsive asshole she had ever seen. It was not his physical appearance. He wasn’t particularly ugly or anything… It was just… his eyes. The unambiguously evil look in his beady little black holes which glinted brighter when he heard the pain in her moans and whimpers. And boy, he really liked to hurt her in every possible way. He slapped her across the face and the tits hard and often while he fucked her, and used an old leather flogger to beat her in order to get it up again.

He had a particularly big ‘thing’. Della had a limited frame of reference, of course. She had been an inexperienced virgin only a few days ago. The only ones she had seen were the penises of her schoolmates who regularly raided the female restrooms in her school. Like all girls, she’d had to suck boys’ cocks from time to time. She didn’t like it, but it was a fact of life in this country.

Her current rapist was older than the boys she was used to serving at school. Just by a few years, perhaps, but it made all the difference. His member was considerably bigger. It was even longer and girthier than the silicon training dildos they practiced on in the rape evasion techniques seminar. That shitty program hadn’t been able to prepare her even for this simple aspect of “rape survival,” it turned out. She had choked a lot at first, but the guy didn’t seem to care if she was about to suffocate or not. He just kept fucking her throat like it was a masturbatory toy. Eventually, something in her head had snapped and she had somehow managed to adjust to his unusual size and rhythm.

Just like that, she had been weaned on his cock after only 10-12 brutal skullfucks. Survival instinct was the best guide and teacher.

Of course, she had cried and screamed a lot at first, whenever he removed her gag. She remembered from the course that some crying and resistance was not only natural, but also desirable when a man decided to use you, legally or illegally. The tears and the begging eyes, they liked them. Cry and scream, but not too much and not for too long. A good girl was supposed to resist fiercely initially, but should surrender and start serving obediently before he got too rough. It was more about power than sexual gratification after all. Resist, submit, obey, please, survive. If it’s an illegal utilization, bide your time and escape if possible. But if he legally owns your ass… well, tough luck, sister!

It was the only part of the seminar she benefited from. She did resist initially. Not because their clueless instructor had told them to do so, of course. She had been genuinely shocked and terrified out of her mind. It was the most natural reaction to have. But after a while, she had remembered her notes. Gradually, She had stopped fighting the cock in her mouth and started to do her best to accommodate it. She had made the faces and voiced the sounds. She had even opened her pelvis and pushed back with her hips.

It had worked immediately, like magic. He had started to hit her less and fuck her more. It was much better than the opposite scenario.

Footsteps! She held her breath and listened.

He was up again? She cursed into her gag. It was too soon.

He wandered around upstairs for a while. She had no idea what his house looked like, of course, but she had slowly built the basic floor plan in her head based on the noises he had made for the past week or so. The kitchen must be to her left, right above where the burning tower of the mildew castle met the one winged dragon. She knew that because he kept slamming the refrigerator door. The bathroom was probably located in the direction her left foot was pointing at. The flush was too loud. The place was old, and the creaks revealed his whereabouts at all times.

There was no sound proofing whatsoever. That explained why he kept her gagged constantly while he wasn’t utilizing her. Perhaps the place wasn’t completely isolated. Was she being held in a urban area? Were there neighbors in proximity who could hear her screams for help? And if they could hear her, would they even care to help her? Everybody had fucktoys in their homes, in their basements, everywhere. Why would they suspect that she was illegally acquired?

His footsteps stopped at the top of the stairs for a moment. She took a deep breath. She knew it was rape time again. He started to walk down the stairs. The key turned in the lock. She quickly closed her eyes the moment the door opened.

He walked in and stood above her. She could hear his heavy breathing. He reeked of beer and sweat. A slap landed on her right tit. She knew he’d do that from past experience, of course. She moaned into her gag. He snickered and turned around to pick another bottle of beer from the case on the nightstand. He opened it and took a sip.

Another slap on her inner thigh. She understood the non-verbal command and swiftly opened her legs wider. He climbed on the bed, grabbed her by the waist and raised her bottom to slide under her. He sat on his heels, placed her butt on his thighs, and started to rub her slit with two fingers. As always, her stupid body immediately betrayed her and lubricated the intruder. He used her juices to stroke his cock to full hardness, and then started to rub her anal opening with his fingers. Her sphincter gave out and let the digits in. One at first, then the second and the third. Finally, the tip of his manhood replaced his hand. He tightly grabbed her by the waist and skewered her with his steely rod, like a piece of meat on a spit.

Della moaned into her gag. She hated anal penetration the most. It always hurt like hell. Always.

He started to fuck her slowly. He usually started assrapes like this. She figured that he enjoyed the pained grimace on her face. He often filmed it with his phone too.

A slap landed on her left cheek. She opened her eyes and looked at him. His wasn’t frowning or grinning. Just enjoying her secondary fuckhole. He let her waist go and tapped on her stomach. She interpreted the gesture as a command to keep moving, practically jerking him off with her bum. She obeyed and continued to stroke his cock, in spite of the overwhelming shame setting her young body aflame.

Without saying anything, he picked up his phone and started to film her. He did that regularly. He snapped photos after each ejaculation. In his sick mind, he was an artist, and that white fluid was his ink. By now he must have had a sizeable collection of photos of her cum-covered face, her tits, thighs, and stomach glistening under a coat of jizz, semen oozing out of her pussy and asshole…

One or two, she understood. But every single one of them? Perhaps it was kind of a journal of her abuse, or an amateur documentary of his rapetoy’s progress.

He filmed the way she impaled herself on his cock for a while with a victorious curl at the side of his lips. He was proud of his achievement. He had been able to make his stupid captive follow his orders without hesitation within a very short period of time, after all. It wasn’t all him, of course. She was practically “pre-trained.” Like every other moron who took that damned certificate program!

Once he decided that he had enough footage of her humiliating and tormenting herself, he brought the phone right above her face to take a few photos. Like a conditioned monkey, she felt the urge to smile the moment she make eye contact with the camera. Luckily, she was able to snuff that shameful urge before it left the curves of her brain. All he managed to capture was the pain lines above her eyebrows and the drool flowing down her chin.

A metallic beep announced a new text message. He pulled the phone back and started to text. She continued to move her hips without slowing down. She was determined not to make any mistakes and provoke another violent beating. The only thing that she hated more than an assrape was the bite of that damned flogger.

He slapped her on the stomach again. Was that a stop command? She continued to move in confusion for a few more seconds until he slapped her again, a lot harder this time. She stopped. Apparently amused by the text correspondence he was engaged in, he chuckled and stood up. Finished his beer and left without saying anything.

Della lay there, puzzled. This was the first time he had abandoned her mid-rape. She expected him to return and finish with a rough throating, but he never did. She followed his footsteps move away and finally leave the house.

She exhaled through her nose and relaxed. Her well-fucked ass was aching like hell once again, but she didn’t mind at all. She didn’t know who had sent that mysterious text message and cut her ritual humiliation short, but she was thankful. Finally, she had a chance to rest, at least for a short while. Her tired gaze found the mildew alligator right above her head. She fell asleep a few seconds later.


OFFICIAL:

E~ My dear sickos and sickettes,

I had to leave town on an unplanned trip, so I have to postpone tomorrow’s illustration to Monday. Cannot add pics to this chapter either since I wrote it on the road (typos!typos!typos!), but I overcompensated a bit length-wise.
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“Back when I was on hound duty, there was-”

Selena stopped mid-sentence and swallowed as if she was suddenly confronted with a bad memory. Eddie reached down and caressed her cheek instinctively. Her face softened and dropped into his palm.

She looked gorgeous. She looked gorgeous on her knees, she look gorgeous naked and leashed like a petgirl, she looked gorgeous with his cock in her mouth. She was a rare specimen of course. A real S-class female. Tall, athletic, and stunning each and every one of them, special-class women served an important purpose. They represented the ideal woman androcracy vied to create.

[image: ]

The now-dreaded Slavecop Corps, or the “Blue Guard” as it was called back then, was originally created purely as a PR stunt. They were to do some tactical training to look competent in front of the cameras, and appear in parades and public events as eye candy. They were not supposed to contribute to the greater effort to enforce slavery in a significant way.

Ironically, the image they created was so impactful and fascinating, the PR campaign turned into a real social engineering project. Even though back then they were still not fully convinced that women could be competent or loyal enough to enforce the Compulsory Female Slavery Law, the BFA nevertheless chose to capitalize on the overnight success of the servile tall-goddesses and increase their numbers. Parallel to that, many local authorities and private companies also attempted to create their own fem-guards and pussy-squads. This sudden craze inevitably created a problem. Since the S-grade was designed to be exclusive, there were simply not enough women around who fit the impossible selection standards.

The quick solution to the so-called “blue shortage” was relaxing the conditions and elimination process considerably in order to widen the selection pool. Their roster was quadrupled in a year and had continued to grow steadily throughout the following decade. Selena remembered how the “original” girls had looked down on the later recruits as a direct result of that relaxation of standards. The new blood was simply “lower quality” in their eyes. Selena had been a relatively early recruit herself when she “volunteered” for service six year after its launch, and had been almost as striking and competent as an original, but she was treated with disdain anyway. She herself had felt the same way about the girls joining after her. She later realized that this silly division between the bluepuss generations was perpetuated by male handlers. It was just another part of their greater “divide and control” policy.

Yearly recruitment numbers plateaued after a while, but not because of a scarcity of eligible girls. There was simply not enough men to control them efficiently. By then the big pussy-boom in the androcratic bloc was in full swing. The nubile female-male ratio in slavery countries reached a whopping 9 to 1 when the initial waves of breeders started maturing and flooding the market, and cunt imports exploded after a series of international female trade treaties. In comparison, the rest of the world had a 6-to-1 ratio, which more or less remained unchanged since the end of the “Calamity.”

When Selena volunteered for service, the corps was already a powerhouse with settled procedures, practices and traditions. Now called the SEFR, the department was the most powerful arm of the BFA and it kept growing constantly. It quickly became the umbrella organization that dealt with issues of cunt retrieval, reeducation, rehabilitation, and redistribution around the country. Their importance increased further when the Female Liberation Front got large enough to strike regime targets boldly. SEFR undertook the task of fighting surging fluffer activity, and continued to perform it with varying success throughout the years.

Selena was an eager participant of that effort for almost a decade. Until the death of her handler a couple years ago she flew missions on a Cunthound like most of her sisters-in-arms, hunting down runners ranging from scared virgins to dangerous subversives. One rarely come across hardened fluffers in the wild during regular Cunthound patrol, of course. One had to be chosen for undercover missions for that. Those missions were rare and operative selection process was very case-specific. Selena had participated in three such missions, and only one of them had turned out to be actually FLF-related.

The unexpected death of her handler had changed Agent-Slave Slenderslut’s life radically. Not because she liked him, of course. He was as big an asshole like the rest of them, and treated her like a worthless cumrag. She had secretly been delighted to hear about his demise. But reality hit her soon afterward. She was 28 years-old at the time, and no agent wanted to take on a ageing slavecop so close to retirement. Everyone wanted new cadets, young, juicy and fuckable. They wanted to “imprint” on the clueless fresh fuckmeat.

So she was stuck at an admin job at the E-ville HQ, wandering around the drab corridors of that fucking tomb until her retirement a couple months ago. The only life she knew was over. She had no family or friends outside. She knew nothing about the real world. Desperation hit. She was ready to go to sleep and never wake up.

Then it happened. Ironically, because of her role in a wicked act, she was saved by a miracle. A young man named Eddie Mestring found her at her lowest and gave her a lifeline. The rest was history.

He had become her official boss and unofficial master. She liked him more and more every day she spent with him. And now she served him with great pleasure as partner and fucktoy. More than anything, she loved to kneel before him and relax with his cock in her mouth.

Eddie moved his hand from the woman’s cheek and stroke her short platinum hair. She smiled and continued to lick his resting member casually. She enjoyed open ended blowjobs like this a lot, perhaps even more than getting railed hard like an alley whore in the doggie position. She could spend hours doing it. Licking her young master’s shaft, balls, and groin slowly, no rush, no pressure.

She never called him “master” out loud, but that was what he was in her mind. He didn’t own her on paper, of course. If someone asked, he would call her his “restricted regular.” She had since learned that the clunky-sounding term was a newfangled minced oath for “girlfriend.” She remembered carrying the biggest smile around all day after looking up the term. She felt silly and her face hurt afterwards, but it was a great, lasting feeling.

She was a 30 year-old woman blushing because a teen boy called her his girlfriend.

“Is there a second part of that sentence?” asked Eddie.

“Sorry mas-… boss?” she stammered. “What sentence?”

“Just now, you mumbled something about hound duty, and stopped abruptly.”

“Ah! Yes,” she blushed. “I was going to say something silly. Forget about it.”

“Something silly? Agent Selena Slenderslut has something silly to say? This will be one for the history books. Please, indulge me.”

“It’s just…This place, it reminded me… Before patrol duty, our handler would take us to the weapons officer to pick our equipment. He was the nastiest asshole in the world. After that we crossed the hall to receive the Cunthound access codes and nav-notes from another asshole. So you see we called the hall between them-”

“You messed up,” smiled Eddie. “You messed the joke up.”

“What? I… I messed up the joke?”

“You called both of them assholes. You were supposed to call one of them a dick. So the space between the asshole and the dick would become…”

“The perineum,” chuckled Selena, raising her hand to point at the giant sign of the pub with the same name across the street. “Fuck. I guess I created a weird beast with two assholes.”

“I wasn’t disappointed,” said her young boss with a smile. “It was something silly, after all.” Another gentle stroke on her blushing cheek. She melted.

“I wonder if the story about how this place got its name is as fascinated as yours,” he continued. “Perhaps the owner simply hates his neighbors on either side?”

Selena smiled and leaned forward to resume service, but froze when she saw a young man approaching the pub. “Sir, the cousin!” she whispered. “Shall I send the message to cancel the meet-up?”

[image: ]

“Let him buy a couple of drinks first,” he dismissed, as his eyes casually followed the man stumbling towards the bar. “It seems he already has a good buzz going on.”

Selena nodded. All she heard was “shut up and keep sucking.” She held his semi-erect member upright between her stretched palms and wrapped her full lips around it gently, then swallowed the entire thing with a graceful move. The thing immediately responded and started to refill with juice. She started to move her head up and down the shaft to quicken the process. In a few seconds, Eddie was back in full hardness, and she was ready to receive another load.

Eddie told her to send the text after she succeeded in extracting her salty-sugary treat once again. She took out the phone they stole from the cabin rapist. They were ninety-nine percent sure that this guy held their client sister captive somewhere. They hoped that he’d lead them back to her when “his cousin” canceled on him. Selena had already crafted the message based on their previous text exchanges. She read the message one last time, added an extra typo for good measure, and sent it.

She then turned around, bent over the fire hydrant, and spread her ass-cheeks, so Eddie could remove her tailplug and enter her from behind.





  
  
  ch009.xhtml
  
  




09

It was the part she loved the most. That pronounced twitch that heralded the approaching big moment. The first spurt to hit her tongue, the warm feeling that came after that, the thick fluid filling her mouth.

She let out an hungry groan when he finally exploded. Hearing herself moan like a whore gave her a jolt of shame for a brief moment, but it didn’t stop her from enjoying her warm viscous reward. With Eddie, she was always proud of her mouthwork. It was the only cock she actually enjoyed sucking. The only one worthy of worship.

“Well done,” he said casually after he finished unloading into her face pussy. “It was great… once again. You truly are an expert.”

Selena blushed and sat back on her heels. She felt silly for enjoying such a simple “attagirl” this much. She was a thirty year-old woman, for cockssake!

“He’s taking his time,” he said after a while.

“Yes Sir.”

Simon Zlochinek, the guy they were tracking, was still drinking at the bar. They were ninety-nine percent sure that he had their client’s sister Della locked-up somewhere nearby. They had his cousin’s phone which contained all the evidence they needed. Based on what they had gathered from their rather careless text correspondence, the poor girl was still alive… probably.

“He looked tipsy when he arrived,” she continued. “Our little ruse won’t work if he passes out in there. Perhaps we should…” She paused for a moment. “What is our plan, boss? I mean, if we find the place he’s keeping the client’s sister at. Are we going to call the SEFR this time? You’re not thinking about trying to save the girl yourself… again… right?”

“I know, I know,” Eddie waved. “You don’t have to bring up that infamous night again. Of course, I won’t try to-” His eyes sparked with a sudden epiphany. He looked down. “Selena, back at the cabin… Please tell me that you took some of those paralyzing drugs with you?”

Selena paused for a moment, then nodded with a mischievous smile. “Just a handful of ampules, Sir.”

She deserved a pat on the head for this little felony. “Good girl! Come, I have an idea.”

He grabbed her leash and pulled it gently. Were they leaving? “But sir, the guy-”

“Relax. We’re not going far. Just crossing the street. You keep an eye on the door, just in case.”

Selena looked at the spot he pointed at. He was taking her to the shop across the street that sold camping and hunting equipment. She immediately understood what he had in mind.

He tied her leash to the slave post by the door. “Woof if he comes out,” he commanded with a playful smile and went inside. She sat on her heels. Woof if he comes out? After all those years, she remembered how it felt to be a fresh cadet in bitchtraining again. SEFR pups didn’t use woovish to communicate, of course, but their trainer had made them woof for ten minutes in their first meet just to mess with them. They had been nothing but scared clueless girls. It had been rather easy to make them believe they were not allowed to speak ever again.

She remembered the incredible relief she had felt when she wasn’t selected for the K19 unit at the end of the basic training. A number of her close friends weren’t that lucky. Those poor cunts! Their poor knees!

Playing a bitch for a few hours was nothing compared to serving for 12 years on all-fours.

Eddie came out five minutes later with a tranq-gun in his hand. “I know, it’s not as fancy as the military grade stuff you gals used, but the guy said it’s the best one a civilian can get. Was a bit expensive.” He chuckled when Selena opened her mouth to say something. “Yeah-yeah, I know what you’re going to say. I’m spending too much. Our profit margin keeps getting slimmer and slimmer.”

“Well yes, but no,” said Selena and pointed at the bar with her nose. “Our guy just left his watering hole. Looks like he isn’t too drunk to walk… for now.”

The man took a few steps towards the nearby lamp post, hugged it, curled over, and started to puke. He exchanged some curse words with a couple of guys who were casually spitroasting a bound girl, then stumbled towards the direction he came from.

“Here we are, tailing another drunk,” Selena commented. “He’s barely conscious. He’ll will be even easier to follow than Posrednik.” She looked up. “Um… Would you mind if I-”

“You don’t want to bitchwalk this time,” smiled Eddie. “Interesting. I clearly remember what you told me before. What was that rule that you condensed into a playful aphorism? You tail with a tail, you said. If you’re following someone, walk a petgirl. They blend in perfectly.”

“Yes, I know what I said… but my knees… They hurt so much. He can’t see past his nose anyway, so…”

“Fine!” chuckled Eddie. “I’m just messing with you. Of course, you can walk if you want.” He reached for her cheek and stroke it gently. “It’s a shame, though. You look so beautiful and fuckable when you do the puppy thing.”

“Thank you mast… boss,” she said, blushing like a young bride. She stood up and handed her leash to him.

They followed. Cousin Simus made another stop on the way to throw up and continued to stumble down the road.

“Did you know they actually hunt women with these?” Eddie put the tranq gun in his pocket after placing the bootleg GPAC ampules in the darts. “The guy at the shop, he was a fountain of information. Told me that there are private companies who organize female hunts. Apparently, they provide the equipment and the prey, and men pay generously for the hunting experience. He also mentioned a small wooded area up north where one can hunt his own woman on Wednesdays and Fridays. Is it really legal, this kind of thing?”

Selena nodded. “Yes Sir. I mean, there are legit companies and not-so legal ones. Even big companies do it. I’ve personally seen a slut safari organized by Cuntmatch when I was going out for patrols.”

“Really? Cuntmatch, the voluntary slave-matching company?”

“Yes sir. Not all women who apply can find their dream masters. Some end up as prey for these events. Fine print in the contract and all that, you know. They release those unfortunate females in the woods or some abandoned urban area. They give them a ten minute head start and then paying customers hunt them down with tranq weapons like this. They rape them right there on the spot, or take them home. It’s very expensive, but quite popular among the well-off city folk on the coast.
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She stopped for a moment when Zlochinek turned a corner. They picked up to pace to catch up.

“You can imagine, that revenue pie must be mouth-watering for criminals, of course. They round up public slaves to use as prey in unauthorized hunts, sometimes kidnap freewomen too. I heard a couple of horror stories from a sister from Randyville HQ. There’s at least one gang over there that prefers real weapons like bows and arrows, sniper rifles, and…”

“Hold on,” Eddie interrupted. “I think we arrived.”

Zlochinek stopped in the middle of the road and looked around confusedly, then walked up to a door. He looked for his keys for a while and stumbled inside after a long struggle to unlock the door.

“Alright,” Exhaled Eddie and pulled the tranq gun out of his pocket. “Let’s do this.”

***

Della opened her eyes in terror, her fever dream interrupted by the now familiar squeak of the floorboards upstairs. Her real nightmare had returned. She could hear him stagger and lumber around aimlessly. He must have been drinking all night. It certainly wasn’t good news for her. He tended to beat her more when he was drunk out of his mind. He often had problems getting an erection, or maintaining it long enough. When such an unfortunate malfunction happened, he’d pick up that horrible flogger instead, of course. If he failed to rape her properly, he’d whip her, tits and crotch, ruthlessly, only to stop occasionally to threehole her with the flogger’s oddly shaped handle.

She bit on her gag and clenched her fingers nervously as he made his way to the toilet and emptied his bladder. He walked around a bit but eventually ended up at the top of the stairs that lead to her cell. She struggled against her restraints as she always did, even though she knew well that it was pointless. Frustrated, she tried to calm down and relax her spasming muscles.

Her wrists and ankles ached like hell, but the worst part was the gag. It was now soaked through with his cum, so it reeked of rape. It also hurt her jaw and made her drool incessantly. She hated it the most.

He began walking down the stairs with an erratic pace, slapping the walls along the way to keep his balance. When he finally arrived, he kept stabbing the door with the key for a bit until he finally found the hole. Della closed her eyes the moment the key turned in the lock as she was instructed to do.

There was no escape. Another violent rape was about to begin. She couldn’t believe this was going to be her life now. And this was how it was going to end, soon.

He entered and immediately dropped his pants, attempted to get it up, failed, then grabbed the flogger and started to hit her on the tits without warning. She screamed in surprise when the first couple lashes landed but managed to control herself for the rest of the unexpected beating. Luckily he was too tired to hit her with full force. Having fully exhausted himself, he dropped the flogger on her belly and climbed on top of her, crushing her young fragile body under his weight. He was not erect, but his penis still felt big and heavy on her slit. He started to rub it around her timid crotch. She could feel the damned thing slowly fill up with blood.

After a while he decided that it was hard enough to penetrate his defenseless rapetoy. He grabbed the thing and placed it in her young womanhood with the dexterity of a narcoleptic sloth. Once the bulbous head of the semi-erect instrument of torture managed to peek inside after a long struggle, he pushed it in without mercy. It hurt like hell. She screamed into her gag. As always, her reaction amused the drunk asshole.

“My cousin got his new fucktoy today,” he said as he started to fuck her at an erratic pace. Della was surprised. He rarely spoke during rapes. Perhaps he was too drunk this time? “I’ve seen that chick’s pics,” he continued. “Truly gorgeous piece of ass. Motherfucker invited me for drinks, but then canceled on me to keep raping the bitch. I fully understand of course. No better feeling than ripping into a mint condition fuckmeat. We had that once, didn’t we, my stupid rapetoy?” He raised himself a bit to slap her hard across the face. “Unfortunately, you no longer have that new whore smell that I love so much. These fuckholes of yours, they are still tight and wet enough, sure… but I’m kinda getting bored of them.”

He was getting bored of her holes? Della opened her eyes wide and looked at him in terror. He grinned. “I think it’s time to find something new, eh? It’s time to get rid of you, stupid whore, whatever your name is.” He put his hands around her slender neck and started squeezing slowly. “I’m sure Tomas will let me play with his new toy until I find a replacement. He cannot refuse. After all, he loves my bootleg GPAC recipe so much. You remember that, don’t you? I certainly remember enjoying the pain in your eyes.”

As he squeezed, he got harder and harder in her. Della tried to scream and beg in vain. Her weak pleas would have been muffled by the gag anyway, even if she had any air in her lungs to produce intelligible words. Nevertheless, the monster would have ignored her, even if she could. No, he’d certainly have enjoyed it.

He picked up the pace. His cock was getting bigger, harder, and faster, as the world around her got darker. She choked and sputtered. She could now feel that he was about to ejaculate. Was it really the end of her miserable existence?
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Suddenly, she had a brief moment of calm and clarity. She heard a faint rustling sound coming from upstairs, that somehow managed to slip through the loud squeaks of the old bed she was restrained on, and the heavy panting of the rabid monster choke-fucking her. That ghostly presence came closer and closer, climbed down the stairs and entered her cell. Perhaps it was a trick her oxygen-deprived brain was playing on her?

Her mind was about to shut down. Just before it went all dark, she heard a popping sound. This time it was unmistakable. Her rapist’s coarse hands relaxed suddenly and let her bruised neck go. Air rushed into her lungs. The fatso shook for a moment and collapsed on her battered body, squeezing that air out again. Her ribs somehow managed to absorb the brutal impact. She felt the strange presence by the bed now. Something… or someone grabbed the unconscious asshole crushing her and pulled him off. He rolled out of the bed and slammed on the floor, sending a few empty beer bottles bouncing around the room.

She opened her eyes and tried to understand what was happening. A blurry silhouette loomed over her and gradually took the shape of a man. Was he… an angel?

“Della! Della Felenk? Can you hear me?”

The sound of her own name ringing in her ears gave her mind a much needed jolt. She reopened her eyes and looked up to her savior.

“Take it easy, Della,” he said with a smile as he started to free her limbs from their restraints. “Your sister sent us. You’ll be okay.”

Her brain still recovering from the ordeal, she had difficulty understanding what he was saying. Still, she somehow knew that this was not part of the nightmare she had been stuck in for the past week or so. 