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    01 
Enlisted


    “Yo, ma’ nerds!”


    “Hey Daph!”


    River and Willow closed the books they were reading and turned to the tall girl gracefully climbing up the slope. River couldn’t help but beam with a full set of teeth when the blonde’s piercing blue eyes met hers. Daphne Laurel was arguably the most beautiful girl in school—nay—the known universe, and she could melt steel with her signature smile and impossibly jovial attitude.


    “I knew you’d be here, hiding behind our favorite tree. So, wha-cha readin’?”


    “We’re reading what you’re supposed to be reading, idiot!” replied Willow, waving the thick textbook with countless post-its sticking out of it. “Applied female anatomy. The exam is tomorrow, remember?”


    “Applied female anatomy!” exclaimed Daph and snatched the book from the redhead’s hand. “What would we do without the pearls of wisdom in this scholarly tome? Surely, a well-informed rape victim is a better rape victim.”


    “Shut up!” Willow sat up straight and brushed her reddish-auburn hair behind her ears. She was the undisputed “smart one” of the group, and she fit the clichéd archetype with cartoonish accuracy with her oversized round glasses, cutesy bangs that covered her entire forehead, and an annoying know-it-all attitude. “It’s not the time to make silly jokes about it. This is serious business. Life and death, one could say.”


    “Oh, don’t be so dramatic,” dismissed Daphne. “What do you think, River? I guess you agree with the little doomsayer, since you followed her here to study the dark arts.”


    “I think you should listen to her, Daph,” smiled the short-haired brunette. “Yes, ‘life-and-death’ may be an exaggeration, but only barely. Remember what happened last year with the… um… that Duponte girl. What was her name?”


    “Wendy? No, Gwen. Gwendoline Duponte.”


    “Right. She was caught cheating in this very same exam. Mr Moore was the vice principal then. He dragged her and another girl to the teachers’ lounge and they raped them all day. All fucking day, Daph!”


    “Faceraped,” corrected Willow, “not raped-raped.”


    “Whatever, man! Just imagine. Could be you this year. All those fat ugly assholes, forcing their hideous dicks in your mouth one after another, ejaculating all over your face.” River paused for a moment and squeezed her thighs unconsciously. The image of a cum-covered Daphne sucking multiple cocks was too titillating for her. “We… we can’t let it happen to us. Why take the risk?”


    “Fiiiine, I was gonna study tonight anyway.” shrugged the blonde. “I’m not a moron, you know.” She raised her hand and pointed to the ageing school building in the distance. “But that facerape story reminds me. Don’t go near the restrooms on the second floor today. Actually, better avoid the entire East wing. A little bird told me that a few of the boys will ambush whomever goes in there during lunch break.”


    “You mean your asshole brother and his fucking friends will barge into the girls’ bathrooms and facerape whomever they find, don’t you?”


    “Yeah. I overheard him talking to the Harris boy last night. Listen to this. They now call themselves “The Jawbreakers” or something like that. Fucking cringy losers!”


    “We should warn the girls,” said River. “Post a warning sign in there, perhaps?”


    “Please,” dismissed Wil, “if they cannot fine anyone in there, they will simply expand their ‘hunting area.’ They’ll be totally unpredictable. We could end up on the menu ourselves.”


    “What are you trying to say?” asked River nervously. She knew Willow well enough to sense she was about to say something morally questionable.


    “I suggest we keep quiet and let them do their thing,” said the redhead. “So what if they catch a few unsuspecting sluts and satisfy their urges? We’d be safe, in the farthest corner of the school grounds.”


    “You heartless bitch!” exclaimed River and sat back on her heels. She felt bad, but not enough to offer a counter-argument.


    “She’s right, you know,” sad Daphne, drawing surprised looks from her two best friends. “This is a woman-eat-woman world, Rivvy. Some of us have to end up as victims so others could survive this hell. I mean, I’m safe either way. I’m sure Derek wouldn’t let his friends rape his own sister.”


    “Don’t be so sure,” said Willow. “Wait…. Does he ever…”


    “No, don’t be silly,” dismissed the blonde. “My father would kill him if he tried anything like that. The old goat is probably planning to auction off all three of my virginities one by one before he eventually sells my cute butt to the highest bidder.”


    “Dear lord! Are you still claiming to be a triple-virgin?” asked River incredulously. “Do you expect us to believe that nobody ever violated that angelic face?”


    “You have the most fuckable lips too,” agreed Willow. “I mean, if I had a penis…”


    “I don’t know what to say,” shrugged Daphne with a chuckle. “I guess I’m not as big a slut as you shameless whores.”


    “Fuck you, bitch!” River smacked Daphne on the butt with the book she was holding. “It’s not like I volunteered to be dragged into the woods and throated brutally.”


    “Yeah, but three times? I mean, you’d think a good girl would change her path after the second time she was ambushed by the neighborhood rapist.”


    Not able to come up with a good comeback, River play-hit the blonde once again. Daphne giggled and stuck out her butt invitingly for another smack, which immediately made the brunette completely forget what she was mad about.


    “Miss Brooke, Miss Woods, Miss Laurel!”


    The girls stopped giggling and jumped to their feet upon hearing their names in a stern male voice. Their history teacher Mr Kraus was standing several meters away, looking at them.


    “Yes Sir, Mr Kraus?” smiled Daphne using her soothing dulcet voice. It was her most powerful weapon. “We aren’t late, are we? We were about to head to the class. We can’t wait to hear all about the Glorious Revolution.”


    “No class for you today,” waved the man. “Mr Moore wants to see you three in his office.”


    “The Principal? But… What about…”


    “Don’t know, don’t care. But I’d hurry if I were you. You won’t get away with a mild spanking if you dawdle like you always do.”


    “Yes Sir, Mr Kraus,” replied the girls in unison, now with beads of cold sweat running down their temples. Mr Moore was a true tyrant and a monster, and the mere mention of his name was enough to turn the bravest girl pale with fear.


    They gathered their things and rushed towards the school in silence. None knew why they were summoned by that repulsive demon, but each had a thousand nightmare scenarios ricocheting around their heads.


    They quickly placed their stuff in their lockers and proceeded to the Principal’s office. His sexretary Ms Hoss waved them over and opened the door for the blonde to enter.


    Daphne put on a nervous smile and walked in reluctantly. River attempted to follow her, but the sexretary closed the door before she could take a step. “You two have to wait until the Principal is done with Miss Laurel,” said the middle-aged bareneck, and pointed to the chairs across the hall. “Take a seat over there, and be quiet.”


    The girls nervously nodded and sat down. Neither was brave enough to talk. They tried to hear what was happening. All they could hear where they sat was some muffled murmurs.


    “I’m pretty sure they are just talking,” whispered Willow. “I mean, I don’t hear any screams… or moaning…”


    “He wouldn’t just… do students, would he? I mean, not without any reason…”


    “I don’t think so,” answered Wil. “But you know Mr Moore. He keeps introducing new rules… It always gets worse and worse. Who knows what new hell he unleash-”


    She swallowed the end of her sentence when the door opened suddenly. The girls leaned to the side to see what was happening, but they couldn’t see anything. Daphne didn’t come out.


    “Miss Woods? Your turn,” announced the sexretary. Willow swallowed and turned to River with fear in her eyes, then stood up in extra slow motion. She dragged her feet across the hall and disappeared into the office. Hoss closed the door and returned to her desk.


    River waited at the edge of her seat. She could still hear the unintelligible voices, but it was impossible for her to understand what was happening. She could hear at least two different men asking questions and making jokes, and Wil giving short answers in an extremely nervous voice. Was she crying or something?


    Unable to calm herself down, she stood up and started to walk to and fro. It didn’t work. Why was Willow taking this long? It felt like time has stopped. She realized that she could no longer hear the muffled dialogue.


    “Are they… Did we do something wrong? If we broke any rules, I swear to god w-”


    “You didn’t break any rules, Miss Brooke,” said the woman with an indifferent expression. “As far as we know, of course. No, you weren’t summoned here to be punished for any wrongdoing.” She pointed to the waiting area once more. “Sit!”


    She did as told and waited. An eternity later, the door opened again. Hoss motioned her over. “Miss Brooke!”


    She stood up and walked, her feet getting heavier and heavier with each step. When she reached the door, she had a ringing in her ear. She was too scared to raise her eyes.


    “Come in, River,” said Moore, leaning back on his desk with crossed arms. “Don’t be shy now.”


    She finally mustered the courage to look up and attempted a smile, at which point she was struck by an unexpected scene.


    She saw them in her peripheral vision first and turned to her left, her mind unable to comprehend what her eyes captured for a few seconds. The fully nude silhouettes of Daphne, Willow and another girl quietly sobbing on their knees, their hands cuffed at their backs, their faces covered in a viscous white substance… She recognized Hazel Brown from the volleyball team kneeling between her two best friends. A man in a black suit was sitting on the couch behind the girls, and another one was standing right behind the brunette with his hands in his pockets.


    She opened her mouth in shock but couldn’t produce any sound. Her entire body froze in panic.


    It was happening! It was the nightmare all utilization-age girls in the country shared!


    “This is Miss River Brooke,” introduced Moore, casually glancing at the sheet of paper on his desk. “Another one of our track athletes. Says here she’s a very good runner and jumper, degrees and medals and so forth. Just the type of girl you are looking for. Good grades too, but I think that’s a secondary concern, right?”


    “We prefer smart ones,” the man standing next to her said, tapped on Willow’s head, and started to slowly walk around River. “They need to learn a lot. It’s a very complicated job.” The man on the couch chuckled at his remark.


    “Okay, let’s see it then,” he said and stared into the panicking girl’s eyes.


    River looked back, confusion and terror in her teary eyes. “I’m… sorry Sir… I…”


    “Your clothes,” the man clarified calmly and pointed to the pile of clothes neatly stacked at the corner. “Take them off, fold them properly, and place them over there. Then return to this spot, get down on your knees and wait for further commands.”


    His strangely ominous calm tone compounded the brunette’s fear. She was almost certain that they were government agents. Everything about them screamed BFA.


    The BFA? No-no-no-no-no-no! It couldn’t be happening! Not to her and her friends!


    Her terror-induced hesitation ended when a hard slap exploded on her face. She apologized and started to unbutton her shirt hastily. She was fully naked in less than 10 seconds. She clumsily folded her shirt, jeans and underwear and placed them on top of Willow’s pink sundress, then rushed back to her spot. Would she ever be allowed to put them back on?


    For the first time in her life, she was standing fully naked in front of men.


    Another slap landed on her left cheek. It took her a couple of seconds to realize that she had failed to get down on her knees. She apologized again and knelt down, now sobbing uncontrollably. The man walked around and crouched down behind her.


    “Put your hands together behind your back.”


    She obeyed immediately this time. The man took out one of those plastic cuff thingies and tied her wrists together. The unforgiving hard plastic bit into her flesh. She instinctively tried to release the pressure by moving her hands, but all she got in return was more pain.


    “I’ll do this one,” the other man said and stood up. “You did the redhead.”


    “Fine, go for it.”


    The two agents switched places.


    “Open your mouth!”


    Her mind overwhelmed with fear, she obeyed almost instantaneously. He unzipped his pants, took out his semi-erect cock and placed it in her mouth.


    “Suck!”


    Once again, she complied without hesitation. It was only the fourth time she had a penis in her mouth, but this agent was certainly bigger than the neighborhood bully who had faceraped her before. She had no choice but open wider and put her trust in her innate womanly instincts to satisfy the superior gender. That was what her mother always said. “We are born to do this. When push comes to shove, you’ll know how to serve a man properly. It will come to you, like magic.”


    River wasn’t a complete beginner, of course. Like all girls her age, she secretly practiced with whatever phallic object she could found around the house. The first time she had performed this naughty act, it had mainly been out of curiosity. But lately, she was starting to feel a strange tingle in her private parts while she did it. Of course, she had never actually imagined herself in such an insane situation.


    It quickly became clear that the man wasn’t interested her ability to serve orally anyway. After a few seconds, he took full control and started to fuck her ill-prepared throat like a passive orifice. She did her best to stay still with her mouth wide-open and provide enough resistance to enhance his pleasure. He lasted a lot longer than her bully. After all, he was a seasoned middle-aged man, not a pimpled horny teenager. Also, she was the second girl in the room he was throating, and River knew that his member would be less sensitive because of that.


    Soon he pulled out of her without warning and continued to stroke his dick with his right hand, while River struggled to catch her breath. He started to ejaculate the moment she opened her eyes. The stuff hit her right on the tip of her button nose. She flinched and attempted to turn her head, but the man immediately grabbed her by the hair and pushed her back down. More jizz landed on her left cheek and then on her forehead. It was clear that he was trying to cover as much of her face as possible, but he soon ran out of material. He took a step back to admire his sloppy artwork, then put his cock away and tapped her on the head roughly. It wasn’t clear what the tap meant.


    “Satisfied?” asked Moore after a brief pause. “What’s the verdict?”


    “This is just a formality, Mr Principal,” chuckled the man. “The decision had been made even before we left the bureau.”


    “Just a formality, eh?” Moore stood up and walked back to his chair. “So, which one will you take?”


    “All four of them,” said the man without taking off his eyes from River’s cum-covered blushing visage.


    “All four? Wait a minute… I’m no expert, but I’m pretty sure these sluts are not all S-grades.”


    “No,” the one on the couch responded this time. “Only the blonde is a proper S. The rest are upper A-grades, but they’ll have to do.”


    “You see, we have a monthly enlistment quota, and we are three cunts short,” the other agent added and crouched down in front of River. He reached for her quivering chin and lifted her head to look into her teary eyes.


    “Hear that, sweetie? Smile. You’ll become a slavecop!”


    [image: ]

  


    02 
The New Batch


    River sat up and took a deep breath in order to stop herself from crying. She was out of tears after weeping for an hour straight anyway, but her body was refusing to acknowledge that fact. Her three hapless schoolmates were quietly sobbing next to her, and so were most of the girls in the transporter.


    By her quick count, 17 girls were crammed into the storage compartment of the middle-sized transport Cunthound.


    It was the first time she was on an aerial vehicle. It was a rare thing nowadays, with the new laws and regulations greatly restricting air traffic. Only state operatives and very rich or connected people could own and use flying vehicles. Of course, her blue-collar family didn’t fall in any of those categories. She had never seen something like this up close, let alone find herself in it.


    Not that she wanted to. The mere sound of a distant Cunthound engine would be enough to strike the fear of death in a woman’s heart. It was, quite literally, a deadly bird-of-prey.


    And it has had its fill for the day. 17 terrified girls, all freshly raped before being shoved in the cunt box. That was the name her captors used when they threw them in through the hatch. “The cunt box!”


    River knew well that she was technically not a “cunt” in the legal sense yet. That was an official designation for enslaved women. The type of prey these men were accustomed to hunt down and return to their owners in chains.


    In spite of the overwhelming statistical evidence proving the contrary, she had always hoped that she could somehow avoid that fate… remain free into her mid-twenties, perhaps even her thirties. If she could manage to do that, it would get even easier. Men would be less likely to pursue a female in her thirties, since younger, more attractive pussy was relatively cheap and plentiful.


    A perfect plan, right? But what would she do with that freedom in a men’s world? The “Glorious Androcracy” was a wet dream for men, but an absolute nightmare for women. There would be no jobs for her to maintain her standing as a freewoman, and finding a loving husband would be a complete fantasy. She was more likely to come across a unicorn than a decent man. The only option would be becoming a whore. A cheap, desperate, past-her-prime, unwanted one.


    Yes, her plan had been overly optimistic… no, downright stupid, but none of that stuff mattered any more anyway. These were her last moments as an unowned “slut.” Soon some clerk at the BFA would slap a band around her trembling neck and make her officially a “cunt,” a property of the state. Then they would turn her into a fucking hound trained to hunt down her own kind… scared young virgins, escaped slaves, runaway brides, rebels…


    Just like the lot in this fucking transport. Only, she’d be on the other side of the metal hatch, in a traitor’s uniform.


    She raised her head to take a calmer look at her future “comrades.” Were they all prospective Slavecops like her? She had no idea. The slave transport had already been half full when the four of them were thrown in, and it had made several more stops after that, adding one or two terrified girls to the group every time. Not all of them looked exceptionally beautiful and athletic, like Daphne did. What had the man called her, an S-grade? But he’d also said they had to enlist “lower scum” like her, Willow, and Hazel because of some quota or whatever… Perhaps some of the others were just runaway slaves?


    No, none carried bands. All were fully naked except for two girls whose upper bodies were partially covered by torn clothing. In addition to the excess jizz slathered on their faces, they were particularly dirty too. Their legs and arms were covered in bruises, and one of them had a bloody nose. Possibly resisted at first, and subsequently beaten up during the rape, River assumed. She had seen them being dragged towards the vehicle about half an hour ago. They had been barely conscious then. Now they looked fine. A lot better than the rest of the girls, in fact. River realized at that moment that those two were the only ones in the group who weren’t shaking like mewling kittens. They were sitting up straight. Their eyes were teary, sure… But she could see the hint of a fiery defiant rage in them.


    “What are you looking at, sheep!”


    “Sorry… You’re talking to me?” River snapped out of her thoughts when the girl with the bloody nose caught her looking at her bruises.


    “Yes you are. You are a sorry bunch of losers! All of you! Look at that stupid face. Covered in rape-juice, but not a single hair out of place. How obedient you must have been, when they ordered to suck their ugly dicks?”


    “I… I was not… They s-slapped me… t-twice,” stammered River like a babbling moron, completely stunned by the unexpected attack.


    “Oh, heavens! The horror!” exclaimed the girl sarcastically and turned to her friend. “Hear that, Kara? They slapped her. Twice!”


    “She must have hesitated for half a second, poor sheep,” said her strawberry blonde pal with a strained voice. It was obvious that every word she managed to let out added to her agony.


    “Leave her alone, you jerks!” interjected Willow, who was able to snap out of her sobbing fit thanks to the unexpected exchange between the hapless captives. “We are all victims here.” She turned to Daphne, who still appeared to be inconsolable. “My friend here, she had never even seen a penis up close before. Never had a cock in her mouth before today.”


    The bloody-nosed girl sniffled and leaned back, then parted her legs to expose her heavily flogged vulva. “All victims, yeah. Some of us more than others, I guess.”


    An uneasy silence fell upon the group once again.


    “Does anyone have any idea where are they taking us?” asked one of the latest additions to the group with a trembling voice. Her scared eyes wandered around the others’ faces and eventually fixed on the bloody-nose-girl. For some reason she appeared to know more than the rest…


    “I noticed that there are a lot of S-grades among you,” she started. “That blondie who-never-had-a-cock-in-her-mouth, for example. Or you two, by the hatch. My friend Kara and I were told we were S-grades too. This can mean only one thing. We are going to b-“


    “They are taking us to the Slavecop Academy,” interrupted Willow. “That’s right, genius! There’s no need for guesswork. Those assholes, they told us when they confiscated us. We were appropriated to be slavecops. They already had the confiscation orders and ownership certificates ready, when they were faceraping us in a row. Our parents were already paid full price even before these fuckers met us, you see?” She paused when a hint of surprise appeared on the bruised girl’s face. “Why, they didn’t inform you?”


    “We didn’t give them the chance to explain,” the girl sniffled defiantly. “We were at volleyball practice when our coach called us to his room. We just thought it was our turn to suck his cock. He has a rotation schedule for the girls for that, you know. But then we saw the Cunthound landing. Kara and I are known at school as… rotten eggs, you know? We figured they were coming for us… to punish some vandalism in the girls’ bathroom we may or may not have done… so we jumped out of the window and ran.” She leaned forward and looked Willow in the eye. “You see, we both are very good athletes… the best, actually. Turns out this fucking thing flies faster than we can run.” She leaned back again. “So they caught us and fucked us up… thoroughly. No explanation given.”


    “You were threeholed?” exclaimed another girl in surprise, her eyes fixed at the telling leakage under the bloody-nose girl.


    “Whatever,” the other sniffled. “Another Monday for me.”


    “What do you mean?” asked River.


    “Eh. My state-assigned foster family… Father and his two sons. They make me earn my measly breakfast and dinner every single day. Sometimes one-by-one, sometimes all-together.”


    “Sorry…” River mumbled. She felt a bit guilty when the girl ended her sentence looking directly at her.


    “I’m sorry too,” the other winked. “Four-eyes was right. I snapped at you for no reason. We are on the same boat, all of us.” she tapped River’s knee with her leg. “I’m Venus, this is Kara. East Harlett High.”


    “And I’m River,” responded the brunette. “We were taken from E-Ville High, south side. Four-eyes is Willow, blonde virgin-face is Daphne, and next to her is Hazel… She’s a volleyball player like you guys.” She paused with a sudden realization. “Hey, we’re all athletes too, actually.”


    A few other girls in the group also declared that they had similar backgrounds. Most of them played sports in high levels and a couple were dancers.


    “Well, there you go,” pouted Venus. “This settles it, if there ever was any doubt. It seems we are the next generation of Slavecops, bitches. So, stop crying for yourselves and start crying for the poor saps whose lives we are going to ruin in a few months.”


    “Perhaps… it’s not decided yet?” said the girl who asked the earlier question. “Maybe the selection process isn’t over yet… You know, maybe some of us will be… slavecops… and the others will be let go?”


    “Pray that isn’t the case, A-grade,” said Venus. “You heard what four-eyes said. They already bought all of us. You’ll soon feel it on your neck too. We all belong to the state now. Wherever we’re going, I don’t think they’ll be picking slavecops and tossing the rest. But if that’s the case, you want to be picked. Because the only alternative to the Slavecop Academy is the state brothel system. You get me?”


    “Oh god!” the girl exclaimed and started to cry again.


    Venus made a disappointed face and turned away.


    “You are an interesting head case,” commented Willow. “You appeared to be defiant and rebellious a few minutes ago, but now you’re kinda making the case for the Blue-and-Whites.” She clicked her tongue. “And I prefer if you drop this ‘four-eyes’ thing. Sounds very juvenile. Call me Wil.”


    “You don’t get it, do you?” smirked the other. “Your name means shit now. It’s no longer yours, babe. You have nothing, not even a name. They will take a look at you and assign you a servonym in a few minutes. Believe me, it will sound a lot worse than ‘four-eyes.’ Something to constantly remind you that you’re a piece of fuckmeat.” She raised her brows indifferently. “And yes, people say that I’m a bit unpredictable at times, unstable even… Simple morons, those. No, I’m a survivor…a pragmatist. I’ll fight as long as I can, always have, but not if defeat is inevitable. I’m not going to keep crying over this… It’s a life-altering trauma for most of you, I understand, but for me, it’s simply a change of venue. If I’m a slave now, I’ll do my best to survive as a slave. If survival means ruining other girls’ lives… Well, I’ll do just that, begrudgingly or not, and maybe feel bad later, okay?”


    Willow opened her mouth to respond, but the Cunthound made a sudden turn and swung the restrained girls around. In a few seconds the landing gear hit the ground and the vehicle came to a full stop. The girls held their breath and waited as the outer cockpit doors loudly opened and closed. The ringing in River’s ears returned as ominous footsteps approached the transport and and the hatch opened with a deafening clank.


    Sunlight filled the cell and forced a surprised squeal from the group of terrified girls. When River opened her eyes again, the first thing she saw was a dark silhouette of a female in uniform.


    “Welcome to Slavecop Academy, cunts.” she welcomed with a surprisingly soothing voice. “Come out and make a line. It’s the first day of the rest of your lives.”

  


    03 
Nationalized​


    “Single line, facing Rule!”


    Her achy wrists still bound behind her back, River jumped out of the Cunthound and followed the rest of the girls trying to make a line. All looked awkward and confused as they filled the row of white circles behind the landing bay. For a brief moment, this miserable chain-gang reminded her of the family of intoxicated ducks they had introduced in the recent reboot of the Bunnyhops. She shook her head to banish the image. How could her mind escape to such a silly place in this nightmarish situation!


    She turned to see where her friends were. The bloody-nose girl and her friend, Venus and Kara, were walking right behind her, while Daphne and Willow were straggling at the very back of the group. Dragging her feet, she stopped on a small white circle like the prisoners before her. She was familiar with the concept of “binding circles” of course. Their “Exercise and Discipline” teacher Miss Bollera told them all about those. She would occasionally draw chalk circles on the ground and put the girls in them. They were not supposed to leave the circles until they were given explicit permission. They often spent the entire E&D class within their circles.


    River assumed these had a similar function, but it was impossible to perform the usual suspiciously sexual exercises in them. They were so small, even her two feet didn’t fit in them.


    While looking around in confusion, she heard a whistling sound behind her. Before her brain had a chance to process it, a searing pain cut her right under her knees. She shrieked in surprise.


    “Stay in your circles, you stupid cunts!” yelled the Slavecop who slashed her legs with her long riding crop. She got two more girls down the line as she walked and yelled more commands. A couple girls complained in tears that the circles were too small to stand in, but they too tasted the cane in quick response.


    “Tiptoes, you morons!” the slavecop clarified with disgust in her voice. “You are supposed to be the best of the best, eh? S-grade my ass! Apparently you have the combined processing power of a shoebox.”


    All quickly rose on their tiptoes. For some it took a few tries. After all, they were all bound and tired. The merciless cane continued to hit shins and butts until every single girl was in proper stance.


    “Facing rule!” the woman in uniform repeated. River had no idea what that meant. The slavecop walked in front of the line and raised her cane, this time to point at the Cunthound hangar a couple hundred meters away. The words “Obedience and Service” were written in big bold letters on the largely corroded metal roof of the structure.


    “These are the two most important words in the dictionary, cunts!” she continued in a calmer voice. “All women exist to obey and serve men, the superior gender, our benevolent masters, tireless protectors, and magnanimous providers. Unfortunately, not all our sisters get the chance to reach their full potential in the service of men. Many fail to satisfy and please their superiors efficiently. But we, the slavecops, we are not ordinary women… we are the embodiment of an ideal. The perfect woman with perfect obedience and perfect service! No hesitation, no fatigue, no sluggishness, no reluctance, no mistakes, and absolutely no backtalk! We serve the Androcracy with perfect devotion, which in turn devotes all its resources to perfect us. It is the perfect cycle.


    Sniffles and sobs rose from the group, but the uniformed woman ignored them. “I’m Agent-slave Slapmeat, Level-9 Elite Cunt-tracker,” she continued after walking up and down the line with a stern face for a full minute. “I’ll be instructing you in hand-to-hand combat and impact weapons. You are at the Blue Guard Academy at Cunton. The first of its kind, and the best in existence. You’ll be spending the next three months here learning to obey and serve properly.”


    She stopped right in front of Venus and examined her well-raped, heavily bruised body from tip to toe. Then she tapped on her nose with her finger. “You resisted arrest,” she said and tore off the remaining pieces of cloth stuck on the girl’s shoulders and waist.


    “Not really,” replied the girl, trying to sound as confident as possible. “I tried to run, but the officers caught us and-”


    The woman took a step back and slapped the girl hard across the face before she could finish her sentence. Venus stumbled back in surprise, but quickly returned to her spot and rose on her tiptoes. “That wasn’t a question. You are not allowed to talk unless you’re asked a question or given an explicit order to speak!” shouted A-S Slapmeat for the entire group to hear. “And make no mistake, cunts,” she continued softly, “I earned the privilege to speak to you scum using my personal pronoun. But you’ll use perfect cuntspeak when talking to me, to other instructors, and especially in the presence of our masters. Now, try again.”


    “Um… this cunt…” the girl stammered, “this cunt tried to run… but the officers caught m- this cunt. She didn’t resist, but the officers chose to beat her up during the violation anyway.”


    “That’s better.” This time Slapmeat tapped Venus’s reddened cheek almost affectionately, then proceeded to play with the girl’s big tits as if she was examining fruit at the grocery store. “You are a quick learner. A real looker too. Certainly well-endowed.”


    She took a few steps back and raised her cane again. “Facing school!”


    After a second of confusion, the group turned to the left to face the hideous 5-story concrete behemoth rising in the distance.


    “March!”


    The group of teary-eyed scared girls was led to their new home escorted by A-S Slapmeat and four other lower-ranking slavecops. Heavy metal doors opened when they approached, swallowed them all, and closed shut with a loud clank that sounded like a death knell.


    A blonde slavecop welcomed them under a big sign that read “Processing.” Was it finally time to be officially enslaved? Becoming a cunt… a restranium band around her neck… a humiliating servonym… All that meant a new life on her knees, turning into a whore of the system and a tool of oppression. Tears reemerged at the corners of River’s reddened eyes.


    Once again, they lined up on binding circles on their tiptoes, in front of a row of desks with computers and other electronic devices on them. A number of male officers were sitting behind the dusty clutter, chatting and joking indifferently. Their relaxed merriment posed a stark contrast to the funereal silence among the girls. When the last of the bound naked beauties arrived in the hall, the men’s rugged faces lit up with lust and anticipation. Realization hit Riv. They were about to get raped… again.


    The slavecops who brought them in picked up handfuls of standard issue BFA bands out of a cardboard box, took them out of their packaging, and started to slap them around the trembling girls’ necks. The first few girls shrieked in surprise and panic once the magnetic nape clasps locked and the smart restranium bands automatically tightened to a snug grip. All burst into tears one after another as this simple object ended their old lives and turned them into slaves. For the fresh captives, it was the most traumatic experience of their lives, but merely a routine chore for the jaded slavecops.


    River held her breath and closed her eyes when it was her turn to be banded. The tall blonde ripped another plastic packet and pulled a choker out of it. Hands reached behind her head and pressed a button on her nape. She felt the cold touch of the damned thing around her neck, it tightened a bit and stopped. She was hit by a strong urge to reach for it and pull it off. Of course she wouldn’t dare, even if her hands were free. She opened her teary eyes after a few seconds. She was now a slave.


    “A superior will assign you a servonym based on your qualities later,” the blonde explained after the banding was completed. For now, you’ll respond to your academy registration numbers only.


    River was now a string of digits. 9-9-8-7-2-1. She repeated her new designation to herself until she memorized it.


    “I’m A-S Hornyharlot, headcunt of protocol,” the blonde introduced herself with a measured smile, “I welcome you all to the Most Auspicious Guard in Blue, dear sisters.” She walked to the head of the line and gestured to the group of male officers watching the proceedings with lewd grins. “Master-Agents are here to officially welcome you to our ranks and complete your enlistment process.” She put her hands on the shoulders of the first two girls. “You’ll be raped in pairs. 711 and 712, go and surrender your necks to Master-Agent Jackson. May you earn your names.”


    A male officer stood up and approached the group. River gasped. One of the first victims was Hazel, her schoolmate. With unsure steps, the duo approached the man and bowed respectfully. Jackson callously grabbed them by the back of their necks, pushed their heads to his waist level, and dragged them towards the door that read “Raperoom 1.”


    “Bend from the waist, keep your legs straight,” the blonde instructed the next pair. The victims were none other than Daphne and Willow. “713… 714… Master-Agent Hinkle will be handling your first violation. May you earn your names.” River held her breath as she watched the overweight officer with the ugliest bald spot pull her best friends to the next raperoom.


    Two more officers got their share of fuckmeat. River had to team up with Venus. Having seen the scene repeated enough times, they properly bent down and surrendered control of their bodies when Master-Agent Yeoman grabbed their necks.


    As they stumbled towards Raperoom 5, another wave of terror hit River’s trembling naked body. She was about to be made a woman by a complete stranger.

  


    04 
Betrayal Room


    Once again, her mind betrayed River and conjured inappropriate images in the most inopportune moment. She saw weird shapes in the cracks on the floor as Agent Yeoman led her and Venus by their necks towards the room she’d soon be deflowered in. A birthday cake… a blooming flower… A comet…


    Images of hope and celebration? How ironic! Her life as she knew it was about to come to an abrupt, violent end. In fact, it was long over already. Some time after she left home that morning, and before she was summoned to the principal’s office, a random clerk must have contacted her parents, notified them about her confiscation, transferred some money to their bank account, and nationalized her clueless butt. Her butt? No, now it belonged to the state.


    His hands full of shivering fuckmeat, Yeoman kicked the door open and dragged them in. Once they were inside, he let them go and locked the door, then sat down on the only chair in the room. The two girls raised their heads back up timidly after a few seconds of confusion.


    The room was a perfect square, about five meters wide. Its naked greenish-grey walls had some illegible graffiti on them. The only window on the back wall was too small and too high to provide enough natural light, so the awkwardly placed spotlight above the door dominated the room. A worn-out, dirty rape-horse stood at the dead center, its padding damaged in multiple places and most of its filling lost. Faux-leather restraining straps ending in rusty buckles dangled from its four corners.


    River immediately knew what it was because she had seen a similar device in the window of the downtown QR showroom once. The horrible thing had tormented her in her nightmares for weeks. Of course, this was a cheap, heavy-duty variant produced for state use, not a pricey piece of whoreniture one would rape his fancy date on.


    The girls quickly noticed the several binding circles in front of the device and quickly tiptoed in them even before they were ordered to. Fear and pain were the best teachers, for sure.


    The Agent leaned back and crossed his legs. He seemed to be pleased with the girls’ ability to adapt to their new surroundings as quickly as they did. “You’re athletes,” he noted after examining their naked forms from tip to toe. “You carry yourselves well.” He clicked on the screen of his wrist computer. “720. You’re a volleyball player.”


    “Yes Sir,” said the girl quietly. She no longer sounded like the defiant rebel back in the transporter.


    “721,” said the man this time, without looking up. “Slap 720 for speaking without permission.”


    The girls’ eyes widened, and they looked at each other in confusion. Venus swallowed nervously. Of course, he hadn’t asked a question. She had fallen for the same trick again… and so soon? How stupid she was!


    She straightened up and braced for the impact.


    River hesitantly turned to her hapless partner, paying extra attention to keep her feet in her binding circle. Then took a deep breath and slapped Venus on her left cheek.


    The agent looked up and clicked his tongue. “720, slap 721 for not slapping you hard enough,” he ordered this time.


    River exhaled in frustration. She knew she should have done a better job. She raised her chin and-


    The volleyball player’s well-trained palm landed on her left cheek like a vicious hammer before she could prepare. The damn bitch certainly did not hold back. The brunette lost her balance and stumbled to the side, both her feet leaving the circle. She received another hard slap for that violation immediately.


    “That’s very good,” commented the man, amused. He turned to River again, whose left cheek hurt like it was on fire.


    “Next time, remember that pain,” he said. She would, of course. At that very moment, she wanted Venus to fuck up so she could pay her back properly.


    “You are a track athlete. A runner and jumper.” He paused for a moment. River suppressed her natural urge to say something. No, she wasn’t going to fall for that like a moron. “You’re in the drama club too. This will come handy in undercover missions.”


    Undercover missions? She thought slavecops chased escaped slaves through the woods and sucked male agents’ cocks while they flew their aerocars. Were they going to play spy too?


    “I’m a big fan of the performative arts myself,” the man continued. “What was your latest role?”


    That was definitely a question this time. “This cunt,” she started very carefully, “played Ursula Lake in ‘All the Way Down’ and… one of the maidens in-”


    “You played Ursula Lake, the last female mayor of Maidenfair?”


    “Yes sir,” River answered after making sure the statement ended in a question mark.


    “Impressive, 721. I’ve seen a state theatre production of that play. The actress was raped several times on stage. Once in her office, once in the centre of the council room, and twice while being dragged down the stairs of the city hall before being carried away by the crowd outside. I’m sure the high school version wasn’t that violent, was it?”


    “No Sir,” she said timidly. “I was facefucked… this cunt… this cunt was fucked in the face only… in the rape scenes. Just three times.” She held her breath. Was she going to be punished for that brief lapse in cuntspeak?


    “Very good,” the man said. “Perhaps you can perform that final begging scene for me, eh?”


    “Y-yes Sir,” River stammered. She was still unable to understand if the agent was serious or sarcastic.


    The man opened his arms and gestured towards the floor. “If I remember correctly, Lake was on her knees as she delivered her final speech, right?”


    “Yes Sir,” River answered. She exhaled and went down on her knees. “Her… of course… her hands would be tied in front…”


    “Right. Father Marteau drags her down the stairs by that rope and throws her in front of the crowd. Then she raises on her knees and surrenders to the Revolution.” He paused for a moment. “Go!”


    River cleared her throat and took a deep breath. “O mighty Marteau!” she started. “I surrender. There are no more steps. There is no more down. I lay here, at the bottom, at your blessed feet, the place I belong. Only now I realize that I am nothing. A mere woman, weak and incompetent, unable to understand the true nature of the world. Thanks to your mighty fist and blessed cock my eyes were opened to the truth. A worthless, useless-”


    “Okay, you can stop,” waved the man. “I just remembered how bad the writing was. Of course, people enjoy this scene because of the long gangbang on the stairs. Nobody notices the juvenile platitudes at the end.” He gestured River to stand back up. She returned to her circle, unsure whether she had failed to impress the man or not. He didn’t seem disappointed in her.


    “You girls wouldn’t know this, but that wasn’t actually what happened,” Agent Yeoman snickered. “It was nowhere near that dramatic. In fact a small group of Fister thugs kidnapped Ursula Lake on her way home. Nobody really knows what those animals had done to the woman after she was taken.” He pursed his lips. “And Marteau passed away long before all this happened anyway.”


    The girls stared back in confusion. Was the history they were taught a total fabrication? Or perhaps the man was trying to trick them again… testing their loyalty?”


    Yeoman’s stern face revealed no clues. “Looks like you both have some strengths we can use, cunts” he continued after a few awkward seconds. “But are you willing and able to take down another female if the need arises?” He looked at River directly. “Do you have what it takes to be a loyal servant of Androcracy?”


    River opened her mouth but froze just like her heavily-bruised comrade.


    “You probably noticed the we have only one rape-horse here,” he said, and pointed to the girls with both hands. “But we have two of you. Do you know what that means?”


    The girls stared back with confused eyes.


    “This here is what we call a ‘betrayal room,” the man continued. “And here’s why. I’ll give you a choice. If one of you manages to overpower the other and restrains her on the rape-horse, she will get off with a simple facefuck. Nothing harder than what you must be accustomed to.” He paused for effect. “The other will be properly threeholed and beaten.”


    The girls looked at each other. Were they supposed to fight to win less pain and humiliation?


    “You cannot both win, cumscripts. But you can both lose.” He leaned back and crossed his arms. “You have five minutes. Starting… now!”

  


    05 
Reborn​


    River didn’t have Daph’s dazzling beauty or Wil’s sharp analytical mind, but she had something almost as useful:


    Good instincts.


    She didn’t know anything about this strange new world she found herself in, but it wasn’t a completely hopeless situation. River has always been an avid gamer. She had played all kinds of boardgames in her spare time, even created a few herself. She loved escape rooms, role playing, fantasy adventure activities… In short, she wasn’t a stranger to what she called “square one situations,” where she played a completely new game with new rules, with a strange board and unfamiliar players.


    And this was, rapes and beatings aside, just another “square-one situation.” It was another new game. She had zero experience. She didn’t know all the rules.


    But she had good instincts.


    She easily recognized the simple “prisoner’s dilemma” situation the Master-Agent put the two girls in. A non-violent solution wasn’t an option. She instantly knew what would happen, so she reacted even before she saw Venus’s muscles tightening to pounce on her in her peripheral vision. She ducked just in time to evade Venus’s devastating slap, and quickly rose back up to bury her shoulder in her momentarily stupified opponent’s vulnerable right flank. Venus screamed in pain and fell over, hit her head on the rape horse, and found herself on the floor. Still flabbergasted, she grabbed one of the restraining straps of the horse to pull herself up, but River quickly struck her on the left cheek before she could regain her balance.


    This time she found herself bent over the horse face down. Her nose was bleeding again, and her already exhausted and bruised body was no longer listening to her brain’s commands. She couldn’t put up a serious resistance when River grabbed her from behind and restrained her limbs one by one on the rape horse with the faux-leather straps.


    Once it was over, River stumbled back and stared at the girl she had starfished on the rape horse with incredulous eyes. She remembered to breathe again after a few seconds. She was still shaking uncontrollably.


    How could this happen? Venus was bigger and stronger than her. Perhaps she got lucky? After all, her opponent had been heavily beaten and repeatedly violated even before she was thrown in the Cunthound.


    “Don’t doubt yourself, cunt 721,” said Master-Agent Yeoman, noticing the surprise on River’s flushed face. He stood up to inspect the loser’s restraints. “You won fair and square. She is stronger, sure. But you have good reflexes.”


    River felt the urge to say something but stopped herself. That was one of the clearest rules. No talking without permission.


    “You’re still shaking like a leaf in the wind,” Yeoman said. “It’s the adrenaline pumping in your veins. If you’re feeling a bit elated too, don’t be surprised. It is perfectly normal, cunt 721. We call it the post-catch euphoria. Technically, this was your first takedown.”


    His words gave River a pause. She certainly was feeling a lot of strange emotions. Was elation one of them? She wasn’t sure.


    Having finished checking the straps, he stopped between the bound girl’s parted legs and faced River. He turned his left palm down and made an exaggerated downward motion. “Lesson one. This means get down on your knees. Open my zipper and take my cock out.”


    River took a deep breath and did as she was told. With trembling fingers she unzipped his pants and pulled his semi-erect member out. Not sure about her next move, she waited awkwardly with the cock resting in her hand.


    “When you receive a direct command, you’ll respond with a respectful ‘Yes master’ without hesitation,” he said with a surprisingly soft voice.


    “Yes master,” responded River. Another clear rule, noted.


    “You’re calmer now, aren’t you?”


    River paused for a moment. He was right. She was no longer shaking. “Yes Master,” she replied.


    “That’s right,” the man smiled. “Something magical about kneeling at the foot of a man. It calms you cunts. Surrendering yourself to a higher being, returning to your natural state, whatever reason you can think of… it just never fails.”


    “Surprised, eh? Here you’ll learn a lot about yourself, cunt 721. We don’t just teach you girls new tricks in this Academy. No, together we will reveal your true nature. You suppressed it until this moment. Here, we’ll set you free.”


    He patted the girl on the head, almost affectionately. “Now, suck! Cannot rape this miserable loser properly with a soft dick, can I?”


    “Yes Master,” responded River without hesitation and took the awakening organ in her mouth. She hated sucking cock, but she loved learning to play a new game.


    As she licked and sucked the hardening rod, he started to play casually with Venus’s vulva. The poor captive whimpered in despair. “Looks like the damn dogcatchers beat the stuffing out of this beauty,” he said. “Violent assholes as they are, they wouldn’t do it unless the cunt deserved it.” He slapped Venus’s mound hard, sending waves of agony all over her battered body. “Did you deserve it, cunt 720?”


    “Yes Master,” whimpered Venus in tears.


    “But you learned your lesson, right? Will you be a good girl from now on?”


    “Yes Master,” she exhaled. It was obvious to all that the strap around her neck was too tight, but the agent chose not to relax it.


    The man looked down at River with a smile. “What about you, 721? Are you done?”


    River pulled back and let his huge dick pop out of her mouth. “Yes Master,” she said after taking a deep breath. Yeoman had the biggest cock she ever had in her mouth.


    “Well then. Check 720’s primary. Is she ready for me?”


    River stared back in confusion. “Primary,” the man repeated. “Primary fuckhole…. The pussy, stupid! ”


    “Yes Master,” River replied hastily and reached for Venus’s slit, to see if she was lubricated enough for the impending penetration. She cursed inside her head. Of course she knew what primary meant. They had been studying ‘applied female anatomy’ moments before their enslavement, for cockssake!


    Luckily, he didn’t punish her for the hesitation with a slap… but unfortunately, Venus was dry as a piece of sandpaper.


    “She isn’t… ready, Master,” she stammered.


    “No? Well then, go ahead.”


    Once again, River didn’t know what to do. Agent Yeoman waited for a second with a smile, then grabbed her by the hair and buried her face in Venus’s blushing vulva. “Use your tongue, cunt 721,” he said with a soft tone. “I’ll keep your stupid head here for 20 seconds. She better be wet enough when I pull you away, or you’ll take her place on the horse.”


    “Yeph mafter!” River replied as she sucked and licked the defeated girl’s well-raped babymaker. It was the first time she had ever tasted another girl’s pussy. It could only be described as an ‘explosion of flavor.’


    After a hectic and extremely confusing 20 seconds, Yeoman pulled her head away and pushed his big fat thing into Venus’s tight opening without wasting another second. The organ disappeared in the now-slippery hole with ease. River exhaled in relief. He let her hair go and started to fuck her bound partner nonchalantly.


    River took half a step back and sat on her heels. To her surprise, the ‘magic of kneeling’ at the foot of a man worked once again. She was instantly calm as a cucumber, as she watched the man violently ravage the girl she herself had restrained on a horrible torture equipment.


    Yeoman was done with Venus’s primary in a few minutes. River straightened up when the change in his tempo signaled an impending climax. Was he going to creampie his victim or pull out and ejaculate in River’s mouth? She didn’t know the rules specific to this situation yet.


    He finished fucking the girl by slamming his dick deep inside her. He emptied his balls into her womb and pulled out very slowly. River watched the organ leave Venus’s tight hole inch by inch as if she was mesmerized, almost with anticipation. The thing popped out and swung from side to side, then dropped like a heavy hammer. Yeoman turned towards her after catching his breath.


    “Clean it up.”


    “Yes Master.” The words spilled out of her mouth even before her mind understood the order. It was automatic now.


    She leaned forward and started to suck his cock again, which somehow felt even bigger after fucking Venus. He was satisfied with her efforts.


    “Good girl,” he said. River felt a strange tingle. She almost smiled.


    He took a step back and pointed at the bound girl’s crotch again. “Now the secondary,” he said. “Lubricate with your own saliva. You have 20 seconds.”


    This time, the unpleasant nature of task gave River a longer pause, and her reluctance was punished with a series of hard slaps. Yeoman grabbed her by the hair once again and shoved her into Venus’s crack face-first. Her eyes tearing up, she spat and licked the entrance of the girl’s asshole as well as she could. Once again, her tongue was quickly replaced with the agent’s throbbing cock 20 seconds later. The poor victim’s sphincter put up a better fight than her other hole, but eventually surrendered to the ruthless invader.


    The ass-pounding lasted longer. Once again, River watched on her knees as the man reamed the girl like a slab of meat, hypnotized by the repetitive, machine-like motion. This wasn’t a punitive, passionate, or particularly violent rape. He was fucking her like an unfeeling piston, indifferently. Perhaps he wasn’t a fan of the secondary cockslot? River made a mental note.


    He creampied the girl again, and this time River had to clean both his cock and Venus’s butthole. She managed to do it quickly, without hesitation, in spite of the revulsion she felt. She screamed and cursed inside her head throughout the process, but she was able to hide her disgust well enough. She received no slaps.


    Venus’s punitive threeholing concluded with a long facerape. Since a girl’s tertiary fuckhole was naturally self-lubricating, River’s preparatory services weren’t required this time. Yeoman visibly enjoyed this phase a lot more. It was certainly his favorite orifice to fuck. He finished in Venus’s mouth and ordered the girl to drain and clean it fully. After a few seconds, his big thing was hanging before River’s face once again.


    “Put it away.”


    “Yes Master!” River put his cock back in his pants respectfully and closed his zipper, then sat back on her knees.


    “Well done, cunt 721,” said the man and sat back down. He turned his palm up and raised his hand. River didn’t need an explanation for the command this time. “Untie 720. Get back in your binding circles in 20 seconds.”


    “Yes Master!” She jumped to her feet and released Venus, then helped her walk to her circle. She realized that she didn’t feel particularly bad for her. Everything that happened since they were brought in here seemed natural, exactly how it supposed to be. Was it this room? Was it the magical kneeling thing? Or perhaps her mind was trying to cope with this extremely traumatic transition, somehow. Human brain was a very strange thing.


    Yeoman raised his hand and made a finger pistol this time. He pointed at Venus and paused for a few seconds, thinking. “Dumbtrash,” he said after a while. “Repeat it.”


    “D-dumb t-trash?” stammered Venus with a confused expression on her face.


    “It’s your servonym, you moron,” said Yeoman. “Your new name. Well, this proves it fits you well. Now say it again, properly.”


    “Dumbtrash,” repeated the girl with tears rolling down her cheeks.


    Satisfied, he moved his finger pistol to River. The girl held her breath.


    “Supplecunt,” he said this time.


    “Supplecunt,” River repeated. “Thank you, Master-Agent.”

  


    06
 Shelved


    “Supplecunt, to my right hand. Dumbtrash to my left.”


    Master-Agent Yeoman turned around and held his open hands on his sides at waist level. The two girls hesitated for a moment. River was the first one to understand the command and move. She bowed down from the waist and placed the back of her head in the man’s open palm. Venus followed two seconds later, in order not to receive any more slaps.


    “Well done Cadet Supplecunt,” the agent said as he firmly grabbed her by the hair. River figured that it was another test to determine the girls’ comprehension skills. Yeoman was soft spoken, calm, and apparently quite smart. He certainly wasn’t how River expected a cop to be. She had always imagined male BFA officers to be vile demons foaming at the mouth, constantly beating and raping their sidecunts.


    While the constant beating and raping part wasn’t inaccurate, he hardly looked like an uncouth barbarian. His cruelty was much more… subtle and mundane.


    “90 degrees. tertiary low, primary high,” he clarified, as the girls struggled to find the proper posture and keep their balance. “This is the standard female leading position. You’ll often be moved from location to location this way unless you’re granted the privilege of following your masters upright. If you eventually graduate and join the Corps-proper, you’ll use it yourselves to transfer lesser cunts.”


    “If you graduate?” So, it was possible to fail the training! River shuddered when she remembered what Venus said back in the Cunthound. The only alternative to this was being sent to a state brothel, where life expectancy was… Well, she didn’t know anything about the official stats of course, but she was sure that it was a lot shorter than the full term of service in the SEFR. And of course, a slavecop had the unique chance to retire after 12 years. A brothelcunt served until the end of her life.


    “You’ll learn all about surrenders and commands in A-S Hornyharlot’s protocol class, and you’ll be constantly tested on those rules by the male personnel. Not only here at the Academy, but throughout your term in the Corps. Your superiors will expect excellence in obedience and service from this very moment till your retirement gangrape.”


    River exhaled in relief. Simply the existence of clear rules, no matter how cruel and humiliating, was enough to mitigate her crippling anxiety. If she knew the rules, she could minimize the pain.


    He kicked the door open and pulled the girls out. “It will take some time to cover all the rules and learn their proper names.” he continued with a soft voice. “You’ll screw up a lot. It’s expected. Actually, we are counting on it. Male personnel will use any and every opportunity to punish you gorgeous fucktoys. Let me be honest here. You’re just that. Fucktoys. You’ll be abused and hurt frequently for the slightest of offenses.” He paused for effect. The girls were too afraid to react, but his words were definitely working the way he intended them to.


    “That’s why it’s practically impossible to learn all those terms. It’s entirely by design. Hell, I taught that class myself for a few times, and even I don’t know the names of half of the surrenders. I seldom use the ones I know anyway.” He stopped and pulled their heads up, forcing them to rise on their tiptoes once again. The blonde slavecop who had welcomed them to the banding hall earlier was standing there in perfect soldierly stance with her arms boxed behind her back.


    “Speak of the devil,” Yeoman said before he let the girls go. “I’ll leave you in the capable hands of A-S Hornyharlot, our loyal sister of protocol. She’s one of the best cunts who’s ever worn the blue-and-whites. Perfect obedience, impossibly tight fuckholes, and an unquenchable hunger for cock and cum. She’s exactly what you should aspire to become.”


    “Thank you Master-Agent Yeoman,” the young woman replied with a deferential smile. “You’re always very generous with this cunt.”


    He smiled and smacked River n the bottom. “This one earned a 10-lash reduction.” He paused to think for a moment. “And she’ll be allowed an item of clothing,” he added and walked away without waiting for Hornyharlot’s brisk “Yes Master!”


    Hornyharlot waited respecfully until he left the hall and picked a tablet from the nearby desk. “You earned your servonyms?” she asked indifferently.


    “Yes m-ma’am. I was…”


    “This cunt.”


    “S-sorry, this cunt… this cunt was named Supplecunt, ma’am.”


    “Congratulations, Cadet Supplecunt,” smiled Hornyharlot. “You must have impressed Master-Agent Yeoman somehow. He rarely names rookies after just one rape. And it’s a good one too.”


    “T-thank you, ma’am,” River stammered, unable to comprehend what was good about it.


    “How about you, 720?”


    “Dumbtrash,” Venus exhaled in frustration. “This cunt was named Dumbtrash.


    The blonde raised her eyebrows and typed it in her tablet without saying anything. When the hall fell silent, River pricked up her ears and listened. All the other raperooms were still in use. They could clearly hear the screams and sobs of the new recruits who were being violated by master-agents.


    She looked for the room where Daphne and Willow were taken to and tried to guess what was happening in there, but Venus broke her concentration by clearing her throat loudly. “What did he mean exactly when he said she earned 10 lashes,” she asked. River turned to her rival only to notice that the girl’s nose was bleeding again. She felt a bit guilty. “And the clothing thing? Won’t we all get uniforms… or something like that, ma’am?”


    “You’ll get no uniforms for now,” replied Hornyharlot as she continued to type. “And she didn’t earn 10 lashes. She earned a 10-lash reduction from her weekly whipping. We all receive a hundred lashes on Sundays, cadets and agent-slaves alike. Looks like Supplecunt managed to reduce her number to 90. Always keep that in mind, cunts. If you be good girls and impress your instructors, you can earn reductions. Understood?”


    “Yes ma’am,” the girls replied. River almost smiled. Another rule to help ease her suffering.


    “You don’t have to call me ma’am,” said the blonde. “We are all sisters now. Unless you fuck up badly and get the boot.” She finished typing and smiled to the girls. “You can call me sister. Let’s hear it.”


    “Yes sister!” they responded. Somehow, this ‘sister’ sounded exactly like ‘master.’


    She put the tablet back on the desk and opened her palms on her sides just like Yeoman did before. “To my hands,” she commanded.


    For the third time since they arrived, the pair bowed down and surrendered their hair to a superior.


    “Some basics,” she restarted as she set out towards the door. “When a master says ‘to my hand,’ he means either your hair or your neck. You’ll easily guess which by the way he holds his hand out. When he says ‘to my foot,’ you’ll go down on your knees, join your hands at the back, bow down and kiss it. When he says ‘to my cock…’ well, you can figure that one out yourselves, right?”


    “Yes sister,” they replied with little enthusiasm.


    Hornyharlot gave them a few more helpful pointers about their new life as she led them down the corridors of the Academy. After going down four flights of stairs they finally reached a hall with five heavy metal doors on either side, labeled A through H with white paint. They were led to dorm E. A younger slavecop unlocked the door and informed Hornyharlot that they were the first ones to arrive.


    The blonde brought the girls to the center of the room and let them go. “Tertiary high!” she commanded. They stood back up. The room was a long soulless concrete rectangle. A strange kind of metal scaffolding stretched along the longer sides, leaving a narrow passageway in between. A slightly lowered area at the far end housed a fully exposed shower, toilet bowl and a wash basin.


    “These are your sleeping shelves,” explained Hornyharlot. “This dorm is a sixteener. Eight shelves on either side. You are the first ones to earn servonyms, so you now have seniority over your classmates. Pick the ones you like. These will be your own private spaces until the end of basic training.” She pointed to the wash area at the far side. “You’ll be pressure-washed at the communal showers three times throughout the day, but you can also take showers here if you’re utilized separately. You’re expected to be clean and rapeready at all times. If you need to hydrate, use the sink. You’ll be locked in here at midnight, and will be taken out at 5 in the morning. You’re free to do whatever you like during that period, but I’d spend every single minute sleeping if I were you. You’ll be too tired to do anything else anyway.”


    The young instructor walked out for a moment and returned with a white tank top. She tossed it to River, who caught it with both hands. “Your item of clothing. Well done, cadet Supplecunt.”


    “Thank you sister,” River replied and quickly put it on. She immediately realized that the top was too small to cover the lower half of her big tits. Somehow she looked even more naked with the tiny cloth covering the small area between her neck and nipples, and nothing else. The thing was meant to accentuate her nakedness and reveal how vulnerable she was, not to provide any sort of real protection.


    Regardless, she felt a tinge of accomplishment when she put it on.


    “You can relax now.,” said Hornyharlot. “Rest a bit before others arrive. Your real training will begin tomorrow.” She turned around and left. The guard quickly closed the door and locked them inside.


    Perfect silence. Unlike the raperooms upstairs, their little dormitory was perfectly sound-proof. The two girls stood there awkwardly, not knowing what to do next.


    “Well done, cadet Supplecunt,” Venus said in a mocking voice after a while. “I guess that silly piece of cloth makes you the alpha dog now, eh?” She opened her arms and turned around. “Go on then. You heard the blonde bitch. Pick one.”


    River forced a smile and looked around, eventually chose the top shelf closest to the door.


    “Good call,” said Venus and jumped on the shelf opposite to River’s. She pointed to the wash area. “As far as possible from the stinky end, eh?” She wiped the blood from her nose and lay down on the cool metal surface. The space was not big enough for her to stretch her legs, so she had to turn on her side and bend her knees to fit in.


    “I guess they don’t want us to lie on our backs,” River speculated. “I think it’s better this way. You are more likely to snore if you lie on your back.”


    “Is that a fact?” Venus scuffled and closed her eyes. She was exhausted. Her entire body was aching. “You got lucky, you know,” she exhaled.


    “Got lucky? Maybe you haven’t noticed, asshole. We were enslaved today.”


    “Yeah-yeah, you know I mean the fight back there,” groaned Venus. “It wasn’t fair. I was tired and hurt. Under normal conditions I’d crush you like a bug, easily!”


    “Fuck you!” said River and lay down on her shelf with her back turned to the other. She was very tired herself and desperately wanted to fall asleep, but her anxious mind kept working at full speed, jumping from one nightmare scenario to another. She wondered what was next for her.


    Then she she wondered what had happened between her best friends when they faced with the choice she and Venus were given? How did their test go? And who won?
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 Deflowered​


    “Cunts! Off the shelves! Tertiaries high! Single file!”


    Jolted awake by the loud command, River hit her head on the roof of her sleeping nook. She drowsily turned and dangled her legs down. The sight of her naked body immediately reminded her where she was.


    The last thing she remembered was climbing into her shelf after her “official welcome” to the Slavecop Academy. She and Venus, now renamed Dumbtrash, were the first two to arrive at the cell block. She had wanted to stay awake until her besties Daphne and Willow arrived. Her little nook was too uncomfortable to fall asleep in anyway.


    She had passed out only a few seconds after she had lain down.


    “It’s 4:59, cadets!” announced the young slavecop at the door. River recognized the dorm guard from the day before. “You have less than one minute to get out of the frying pan.”


    Frying pan? River understood that the slavecops, like all specialized groups and organizations, had their own jargon, of course. Most of the words and terms she heard so far made more or less sense. But “frying pan” for a sleeping shelf? It was nonsensical. Regardless, she reluctantly climbed down and took her place at the head of the single file.


    “I thought we were allowed to sleep until 5,” Venus complained with a grumpy face. She was the only one left on the shelves. “Rules are rules, sister. I think I’ll use every second I have to slee-”


    She couldn’t finish her sentence. A sudden oscillating buzz interrupted her, and loud crackles hit the shelves all at once. River looked around in confusion for a second before realizing what was happening. Venus screamed and started to shake, caught in a non-lethal but very painful electrical current.


    “Don’t touch the shelves,” the guard girl said as she looked at her watch. “2 more seconds.”


    As she said, the buzzing stopped a moment later. Released from her agony, Venus jumped off her shelf and attempted to walk away, but fell on the floor after a few steps.


    “This is a courtesy,” the guard announced. “I will wake you cunts up every morning at 4:59 until the end of this week. After that, you have to rely on your own internal body clocks and each other. Adjust or suffer, cunts! Simple as that.” She kicked Venus to force her to stand up. “Cadet Dumbtrash, fall in line.”


    Venus groaned in pain and stood up, then stepped in the line cursing under her breath.


    “You, in the shirt!”


    It took River a second to realize the she was the only girl in the group with a piece of clothing apart from the guard. “Yes… sister?” she replied timidly.


    “You’ll be the mother duck in this dorm for now. In the absence of a superior or a ranked sister, you’ll keep the order in here.” She smacked River in the butt. “Now, follow me to the showers. The rest of you ducklings, follow Cadet Supplecunt.”


    River nodded and set out after the guard. She had her game face on, but underneath she was confused as hell. Now she was supposed to be in charge of a group of scared girls? And just for helping a man torture another girl? What a ridiculous clown show this was!


    Still… it kinda felt good. Her first points in this cruel game.


    Joined by three other groups, the long line of girls followed a short path to the communal showers. With its concrete walls halfway covered with blue tiles and the aggressive smell of chlorine, the large square looked like an old swimming pool. When they were lined along the wall, River noticed that the groups from the other cellblocks had more girls in clothing items just like hers. Most were wearing shirts with varying coverage, but she also spotted a lot of over-the-knee socks and even a few bikini briefs. When they received the “bare all” order, the others quickly removed their skimpy gear and hanged them on the hooks behind them. River did the same.


    The guard blew a whistle, and the girls swiftly lined up under the shower heads. At this stage they were not receiving any clear instructions. The procedure was simple enough. All they had to do was watch the older recruits and copy what they were doing anyway. Another whistle and cold jets of water hit their naked bodies. A cacophony of surprised screams rose from River and the newbies, while the more experienced cadets managed to remain relatively quiet.


    River counted. The shower took exactly 30 seconds. Then they picked up their clothes, lined up, and walked out following a series of whistles. This time they were headed upstairs. Their training, whatever that meant, was about to begin.


    Still at the head of her befuddled group of “ducklings,” River couldn’t see her friends. She still didn’t know what had happened between Daphne and Willow in the “betrayal room,” or whether they had received their servonyms or not. She couldn’t wait for a chance to talk to them. Was it even allowed, talking to one’s fellow trainees? This no-speaking-without-permission rule was rather unclear in that respect.


    While they were passing through the hall they had been banded in a day before, a male officer stepped forward and waved at the guard leading the line. She whistled and the girls stopped in their tracks.


    “Unfucked cunts!” he yelled, causing confusion among the newbies he pointed at. “Vaginal virgins,” he clarified when he saw the hesitation on the girls’ faces. “Step out of the line and lie down on these tables.”


    River looked around for a second, then dragged her feet towards the desks in the middle of the hall. four more girls followed her timidly. Willow was one of them. Daphne stayed in the line. River could see fresh tears flowing down her friend’s cheeks.


    Now she knew who won that terrible contest.


    The man tapped on the desk. He looked bored and unenthusiastic, and rather tired too. “Perhaps he had to rape too many girls last night,” River thought to herself as she climbed on top of the desk and lay down on her back. The other four did the same.


    “Legs up! Hug your knees!” he ordered with a strangely indifferent tone. They obeyed. “A-S Fucktart, slick ‘em,” he commanded this time. The guard quickly walked up to the girls to lick their slits, starting from the other end of the line. Still unable to comprehend what was happening, River felt like she was having an out-of-body experience as she lay waiting, naked, with her legs up and crotch exposed. She was too scared to look, but she could hear the guard’s tongue making the girls squirm and whimper. Only when the girl next to her started sobbing River finally realized what was clear to everybody in the hall.


    She was about to lose her virginity. Not that it made any difference at this point.


    She bit her lips and braced for the first taste of cunnilingus of her life when A-S Fucktart’s tongue finally hit her own slit. The girl took her time. Her calm strokes and warm breath gave River the impression that she wasn’t as apathetic as the male officer looked. Was she the only one in the room who was enjoying herself?


    Whether she enjoyed it or not, Fucktart eventually stopped and took a step back. “All are ready to receive your cock, master,” she announced.


    That nonchalant declaration made the girls on the table gasp. River held her breath in fear. “Very well,” the man said. He approached River and penetrated her virginal pussy without warning. She shrieked in surprise. It was a lot more painful than she imagined. It felt like a spear being shoved in her and tearing her flesh apart repeatedly.


    He thrust in her a few more times and took his cock out. He reached forward , grabbed her by the hair and pulled her to himself, landed a hard slap on her face, and yanked her off the table. She fell down and hit her shoulder on the concrete, as he shoved his cock in the next girl’s pussy. A few more thrusts, another hard slap, and the girl found herself on the floor next to River. Willow was next to be deflowered in the same cruel way. He fucked his way down the line under a minute.


    All five girls were now panting on the floor, last crumbs of their dignity destroyed, thrown away like used tissue paper.


    “Clean it up!” ordered the man this time. Fucktart immediately fell down to her knees and took his cock in her well-trained mouth. River pulled herself up and watched with tears running down her cheeks as the young slavecop dutifully licked the five virgins’ fresh pussy juices off her rapist’s organ.


    She had expected—no, known—that her first utilization would be painful and humiliating, of course… like every young girl in the country.


    She had just never imagined that she would have wanted it to be more “personal” and last longer than a few seconds.
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 All-fours


    She still couldn’t believe it. Her virginity was gone.


    She knew, of course, it was nothing but a word. A funny sounding one too. It didn’t have the same hollowed, grandiose meaning any more. It didn’t mean chastity, maidenhood, innocence… It didn’t symbolize virtue, honor or purity like in those stupid fairy tales.


    Not any more. It simply meant “in mint condition.” Something a CMR would list in the description of the female he’s trying to sell. “This item was never used in that particular orifice before. You could be the lucky asshole to dick her down first!”


    Her stupid hymen, if she even had one in the first place, was now destroyed and gone without a doubt. As if some magical shield was taken away. Some shield it was! Yes, it deterred a lot of boys from raping their schoolmates in their primary fuckholes, but that silly word provided little protection when they decided that your mouth kinda sorta looked like a pussy. Perhaps even a better fuckhole in many ways.


    At least one creep from her neighborhood had thought so. He had tested his theory three times, despite her muffled protests and pleas.


    River was smart and lucky enough to avoid the occasional ladies’ room facerape raids the boys conducted. She tried not to use the restrooms at school if possible, always went to the fast food joint nearby whenever necessary. After school, on her way home, she changed her path randomly and generally stuck to main roads. Breaking routine was essential. She always remembered what her mother had told her a few days before her 18th birthday: “Keep away, keep low, keep quiet, keep safe. Never antagonize men! Never act unattainable, never even smirk, never ridicule, mock, or joke, never talk back, never contradict, never provoke. Keep your eyes down, slouch, do whatever you can to look unattractive.”


    She had done her best, but she was doomed to fail on the last part. She was, unfortunately, an exceptionally attractive girl. She had been slapped with a high A-grade on her primary inspection, but the inspector had informed her that another centimeter could easily push her to S territory. It was the first time in her life she was glad that she wasn’t taller. S-grades were rare and well-regarded, sure, but she had heard the rumors about what usually happened to those tall freaks.


    Alas. She didn’t know that S-grades were in fact “too rare.” There were simply not enough of them to fill the shelves of the SEFR, so the Androcracy had decided to dig into the A pool wherein River’s ass was.


    Now she was standing in the middle of what used to be a basketball court, together with tens of other young women with shaky legs and teary eyes. 39 girls to be exact. Zero virgins.


    It had all been over under ten… perhaps five seconds. That agent, he had penetrated her without ceremony, without care, thrust a couple times and pulled out, then done the same to four other girls lined next to her on the desk. She… they meant nothing to him. It had been but a statement. He wasn’t there to rape them per se, he was only there to let the girls know that they existed to be raped.


    All knew what they were, of course. But knowing wasn’t actually feeling it inside.


    Even after ten minutes had passed, she still felt his organ in there, stretching her out. Its hardness, its girth, the way it moved, all tentatively recorded by her vaginal muscles. Her inexperienced womanhood was confused, bewildered… She realized that this brief and violent encounter had left her wet and dripping, even though her mind was in a completely different mood. It was true. A woman’s vagina did not belong to her. The damn thing had a mind of its own. And more alarmingly, it was a fucking slut.


    “Attention cunts!”


    All girls adjusted their postures and rose on their tiptoes. There were no restraining circles on the floor this time, but they now knew how to stand properly. The guards who had escorted them from the dorms stepped back, making way to a stocky man with bulging muscles. He slowly made his way to the center of the court and took a long look at the new recruits. River felt like he made eye contact with her longer than the others. She was probably wrong, but perhaps he was making a mental note because she was the only one in her group with a tank top on.


    “I’m Master-Agent Ungel, cadets,” he started after making a quick catalogue of the girls in his mind. “I know most of you think that there is nothing worse than being enslaved. There’s nothing lower than a cunt.” He paused for effect. “Well, I’m here to prove you wrong. I’m the head bitchmaster here. I have a simple, straightforward job. Turning you miserable unruly whores into dutiful, loyal dogs.” A nervous hum rose from the group when he said “dog.” He seemed to enjoy the effect his words had on the girls. “Don’t be too alarmed, bitches,” he continued with a smirk at the corner of his lips. “Only a small percentage of the cadets will be selected for the elite K-19 unit at the end of basic training. But it doesn’t really matter. I’ll make sure that you will all become the best quadrupeds you can be as if you’re all destined to be puppified.”


    He scanned the group again. His gaze eventually stopped at River’s flushed face. He walked over slowly and stood in front of her. He reached between her legs and slapped her inner thighs, forcing her to part her feet wider. Without saying anything, he started to play with her vulva, pull her pussy lips and stroke her clit, seemingly without any specific purpose. River bit her lower lip and waited for it to be over. she couldn’t help but let out a little yelp when his middle finger suddenly entered her recently violated hole and started to move around.


    “I know a majority of you are athletes, bitches” he restarted as he kept playing casually with River’s primary fuckhole. “Some of you are dancers. I’m sure many of you still think that your achievements in your fields, whether it be sports or arts, is important and meaningful. Well, I have news for you. That’s not the case at all.” He paused and looked River in the eyes again. Tears running down her cheeks, she held her breath and tried to keep her posture. He was now giving her a proper fingerfucking. “Sports education for girls at school is nothing but a way to prepare you for your life as a fucktoy, of course. I’m sure most of you figured it out on your own already. I mean, those oh-so-subtle exercise routines the ministry recommends simply gives it away, don’t they?” He picked up the pace, breaking River’s feeble composure and forcing her to moan aloud. He had three fingers in her now. Her knees buckled as his knuckles hit her vulva without mercy.


    “That much is obvious, of course. But that program also helps separate the wheat from the chaff. You all excelled in your fields, became the best you could be, so we could easily spot you and bring you here. Isn’t that genius? Don’t worry, bitches. You made it. You won! You’ll be slavecops.” He stopped suddenly, sensing that River was dangerously close to a forced climax. She gasped, confused. Once again, she was released prematurely. First the 5-second deflowering, now the edge-fingering. She wasn’t sure which was worse. The paralyzing humiliation of getting fingered in public, or the unexpected frustration she felt because he stopped before she could reach orgasm?


    “I have a talent, bitches,” Ungel continued. The guy definitely liked to listen to his own voice. “I can see what you’re capable of. I can see your future. I can even guess pretty accurately how many runners you will retrieve throughout your careers.” He reached and grabbed River by the hair with his left hand and pulled her tank top up with the other. Freed from their cloth prison, her big tits bounced around with glee. Just like he did with her pussy, he started to play with them casually, squeezing, pinching, and slapping them around. River groaned and bit her lip once again.


    “For example,” he restarted, “I can safely say this one will not end up in the K-19. She is simply too beautiful to keep on all-fours and in a sniff-enhancer mask at all times. “Sure, she’ll look great on her knees, preferably with a cock in her mouth…” He let her go and stepped back. It took River a couple seconds to understand what was expected of her, and a few more to gather her strength to obey the implied command. She reluctantly dropped to her knees, unzipped his pants, took his hardened member in her mouth, and started to suck it as well as she could. It was now more than obvious to her. These cruel men, they would never let her forget what she was here for. Not even for a second.


    He waited for a full minute for her to find the correct rhythm before speaking again. “Yes, now I can see even more clearly. This little cunt will go places. I see a bright future, long record of retrievals, commendations.” He grabbed her head with both hands and started to fuck it violently. River immediately surrendered. He unloaded in her mouth and pulled out. She swallowed and zipped him up. He patted her on the head, signaling his satisfaction. “Alright bitches, enough for introductions. Time to begin your training. Let’s start with warming up with a few laps around the court.”


    Finally, something non-humiliating she could do. River was a track athlete, and running was her favorite activity in the world. It was soothing and relaxing, almost a meditative experience. It would certainly alleviate the mental anguish and crippling anxiety she had been suffering from since yesterday. She attempted to stand back up, but his hand landed on her shoulder and forced her back down. “Not so fast, bitch,” he smirked. “Before you can run, you need to learn how to crawl.”


    He slapped her hard. River fell forward and ended up on her hands and knees, as he intended. “On all-fours, bitches!” he yelled this time. Make a line here. Let’s see how fast you can bitchwalk. Finish one tour around the court under a minute and I’ll let you rest until the end of the session. But if a single one of you fails to do so, you’ll all repeat the course. Again and again!”


    “Ready? Go!”
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 The Bitchborn


    It took the girls 12 tries to complete a lap around the court under a minute. River was sure they had done it in the first try, actually. She had counted like she always did while playing timed games, and calculated they were 4 seconds faster. However Bitchmaster Ungel’s stopwatch didn’t agree. The group had to run until their knees were bruised and almost bloody, then the man gave the signal to stop. He didn’t even time the last five laps.


    Once they were done bitchwalking—perhaps “bitchrunning” was a more accurate term—the girls were lined-up at the center and allowed to rest on their hands and knees. Several trainer slavecops walked among the group and used their special canes to correct the girls’ stances. “Resting” meant sitting on one’s heels in general, and River knew that much even before she was enslaved. But in bitchtraining, their palms had to be on the ground, just in front of their knees. They were supposed to be dogs, after all. It sounded and felt silly only for a few minutes. Nobody was laughing, of course, especially after canes and floggers started to land on their naked backs and bottoms mercilessly whenever they failed to follow the instructions to the letter. Even the title “bitchmaster” didn’t sound ridiculous beyond that moment.


    The stocky asshole waited for a few minutes with his arms crossed, until their respiration turned to normal. All were in proper resting bitch positions now. None dared to move. Their knees were bruised and aching. River was surprised to find out that crawling took that many muscles. Somehow even the backs of her ears were throbbing in pain.


    The funereal silence in the basketball court was broken when A-S Fucktart, the slavecop who led the group here, approached Master-Agent Ungel and showed him her tablet. The bitchmaster grabbed the device, took a long look and nodded. Fucktart turned to the group and yelled a command: “Cadet Dickingdoll, to master’s hand!”


    River heard a gasp and raised her head. She wanted to see who Dickingdoll was, but she was too scared to turn her head to look. A couple of seconds passed before a rustling sound rose from the back and inched towards her. A slender body crawled by and placed her head in the bitchmaster’s palm. River’s eyes widened.


    It was Hazel Brown, her schoolmate.


    Dickingdoll? To her befuddlement, River’s mind immediately conjured up possible scenarios about how the girl must have earned such a name. She shook her head in shame as she attempted get rid of the thoughts.


    “I always get a bunch of know-nothings, rarely we meet a couple girls who were exposed to bitch-training prior to their E-day,” announced the man. “Turns out we have a special one in the group today. The Registry informs us that Cadet Dickingdoll here was born of a true woofer.”


    A true woofer? River was confused.


    “Wow!” exclaimed the man, as he continued to read the information on the tablet. “Your mother was an original Fisted, eh? One of the first to submit to the Androcracy. Enslaved and turned into a fucktoy even before it was cool.” He looked at the kneeling girl and smirked. Hazel was trembling under his hand. “Officially made a slave the day after the enactment of the CFSL, and made a woofer three years later. Is that true?”


    “Yes master-agent,” mumbled Hazel in tears.


    “She was not allowed to talk after that. You were too young to remember. You probably never heard her utter human words.”


    “No, master-Agent.”


    “But that makes you special, doesn’t it, Dickingdoll? Raised by a true woofer, you must be a fluent woofer too.”


    “I… This cunt wasn’t really raised by her, master-agent,” Hazel sobbed, “We rarely interacted directly. She wasn’t allowed in the house. But I… this cunt ended up learning it anyway. It’s not a very complicated language. It has limited vocabulary, and…”


    “That’s right,” interjected the man. “Don’t worry, Cadet Dickingdoll. We don’t use woovish here at the Academy. Restricting a woman’s speech to such an extreme degree can be very entertaining, of course, but not in our line of work. It’s very inefficient.” He let her head go and took a step back, leaving the trembling girl on her knees in front of the group of bitchlings. “But I’m sure you learned a lot just by observing, right? How many dogs did your father own?”


    “Um?… Women or real…”


    “How many petwomen, you stupid cunt?”


    “T-three quadrupeds, master agent. One talker, one woofer, one… bovinized. My father’s slave-wives took care of them.”


    River was stunned. She didn’t know Hazel as well as Wil and Daph, of course. The girl was barely an acquaintance. But it never occurred to her that she was a slave-born. Not only the daughter of a sex slave, but a petgirl… who was not allowed to… talk? “Woofer” was the word he’d used to describe the slave-mother. A term River had never heard before.


    “Since you’re the only one with experience, albeit second-hand, perhaps you can help us demonstrate some basic puppy positions, Dickingdoll?”


    Hazel nodded reluctantly. He wasn’t asking. It was an order.


    “Look at you,” the man said and patted the girl on the head. “You’re already performing the waiting-in-attention position perfectly. Look at this pup and copy her, cunts. Knees touching, legs parallel, soles of the feet form a U-shape. Palms pressed down the floor, fingers together, pointing straight forward. She needed no instructions for that. She learned by watching her mother act like a proper pet every single day.” Hazel froze in the position he described in detail, but her tears continued to run down her cheeks. “Now, transition to relaxed waiting,” ordered the man. Hazel had to think for a moment, then she parted her knees to form a letter V with her folded legs, pulled her palms back a few centimeters.


    “Good girl, Dickingdoll,” said the man, apparently impressed by the new recruit’s impeccable form. “Note how her feet flattened and her back straightened to match the new position. Now go back to attention!” Hazel obeyed quickly. River noticed that her schoolmate was no longer trembling like before. She immediately recognized the look in her teary eyes. Hazel knew this stuff well, and this familiarity gave her a modicum of comfort in this strange time and place she found herself in. These bitch positions, no matter how humiliating they were to perform in front of her peers, somehow helped her cope and relax. For River, the gaming angle and the detailed set of rules helped her deal with this new dark reality. For Hazel, it could be the pet stuff.


    “Hound!” ordered the man this time. This gave the girl a pause. She looked up in confusion. “Fucking civilians,” the man cursed. “Hound? Sheepdog, square stand, bench, closed all-fours.”


    “Bench?” Hazel repeated under her breath, and quickly stretched her body into one. This time she wasn’t so sure if she did it correctly or not.


    She got lucky. “Good,” Ungel approved. “See here, cunts! Elbows straight, legs at a perfect right angle, fingers pointing straight forward and toes backward. Her back is arched, but not too much. All holes accessible for easy penetration.”


    His last words made Hazel shiver. River didn’t know her well, but she had the impression that the girl wasn’t an experienced type.


    “That reminds me,” smirked Ungel. “What is missing in this picture, Dickingdoll?”


    She looked at the man, confused. “All holes accessible?” he repeated to give her memory a jolt.


    “Um… a tail plug?” she asked timidly after a few seconds.


    “Very goood!” said the man mockingly and patted her on the head again. He waved at one of the uniformed girls waiting at the back. She picked up a big cardboard box from the equipment cabinet and brought it over.


    “Well, we don’t use tail-plugs here. This isn’t your neighborhood Cummypaws cuntpound. But of course, you’ll all be plugged while you aren’t in use.” He picked the biggest buttplug River had ever seen from the box and crouched down next to the obedient puppygirl. It was one of those multi-stage insertables with four bulbous parts. The one at the tip looked terrifying enough, but each stage was bigger than the one before it.


    “Now transition into ‘bowl, ’bitchborn,” he ordered. This time Hazel didn’t need to hear the civilian variants of the command. She parted her elbows, lowered her head down and kissed the floor, then arched her back and presented her butt for penetration. The man smiled and shoved the tip of the plug in her inexperienced asshole without losing a second. The girl’s face contorted in pain for a moment, but she somehow managed to muffle her scream into a barely audible groan. River assumed that it was another a skill she had observed in her mother.


    River gasped as Ungel used his two fingers to push the plug in deeper and deeper. Hazel kept her composure as the first three bulbs penetrated her, but let out a yelp when the last part went in. It looked like an orange disappearing in her butt.


    “Good girl,” he said once again and stood back up. “Now, the rest of you… First to hound, then to bowl!”


    A terrified hum rose from the group. River took a deep breath and moved her hands forward, stretching her slender body into a bench-like stance, waited a couple seconds, then lowered her head and kissed the floor. She tried her best to emulate Hazel’s moves. A few canes and floggers exploded on the backs of the girls who either hesitated or failed. River arched her back and raised her butt as high as possible. She could hear a slavecop coming closer and closer. A couple of footsteps, a scream, more footsteps, a pained groan, more steps, a gasp…


    She was now determined to do her best when it was her turn. Once again, her gamer brain was taking over her body. She had seen Hazel perform a task excellently, and she had seen her receive praise for it. Now all she could think about was doing better than that. She just couldn’t help it. She had a competitive personality. Even in such a strange situation, she had to be better than everyone in the room. She could see the insanity of it, sure, but it didn’t really matter at all.


    Finally, A-S Fucktart stopped right behind her. She reached into the box and picked a plug, crouched down and pressed the cold plastic against her anal opening. Determined to minimize the inescapable pain, River tried to relax her muscles. The tip of the plug entered her without any problem when Fucktart applied a little pleasure. Then the next part followed suit, which lulled the girl into false sense of comfort. That’s when the slavecop slapped the thing in with full force. It felt like sitting a traffic cone. River let out a scream as the bigger end ripped her butt apart. She managed to suppress her groans after the first moment of weakness, but the pain was unlike anything she had experienced before. Fucktart slapped her on the butt again, and moved on to the next girl.


    “Now that’s more like it!” said the bitchmaster once all the girls were plugged. “All right, cunts. Time to get back on the running track. Lets see how fast can you crawl with those big boys stuck in your cute little tushies. 10 laps. First one to finish eats human food at lunch. The last one will be gangraped and beaten for an hour!”


    Human food? At that moment it dawned on River. She was now a slave, and slaves ate slave feed. She took a deep breath and prepared herself for the competition. She was going to do her best to win anyway. The promise of human food was only the cherry on the cake.

  


    10
 Quenched​


    Cockplease, 731, 702, Rapetoy, Supplecunt… To my feet!”


    River’s ears pricked up at the mention of her servonym. She was already done with her share of the slavefeed. All the girls were lined up in “bowl” position that they had learned about an hour ago, quietly lapping up the disgusting slop the Slavecops poured into the long gutter. They called it the “cadet trough.” The slavecops had their own trough on the other side of the hall, closer to the male officers’ tables. Their trough was an elevated structure as opposed to the cadets,’ which was simply a shallow trench-like depression in the floor. All that BS terminology aside, they were simply licking slop off the floor.


    Despite the slight difference in troughs, cadets and slavecops ate the same tasteless but nutritious feed. The only exception was the strawberry blonde at the head of the line, who was given some kind of bland stew in a dog bowl as a reward for winning the “plugged bitchrun.” To her disappointment, River had come third.


    She took a deep breath and rose into proper “hound” position, left the line of girls, saw the Agent-master who had barked the order at the far and of the mess hall, and bitchwalked towards him in a brisk pace. Four other girls did the same. Once they were kneeling at the man’s feet, River realized that her friend Daphne was among the summoned. She perked up with excitement. She wondered why the five of them were separated from the group, but what she really wanted to know was which one of the servonyms the agent yelled belonged to Daph. Perhaps she was still a number?


    The Master-Agent examined each girl as he rhythmically tapped the metal baton he was holding in his empty palm.


    “Follow me, cunts!”


    He turned around and walked away, and the girls crawled behind him like a bunch of well-trained dogs. That was what they were. Except for the “well-trained” part.


    They soon found themselves at a double door that read “personnel restrooms.” The sign reminded River that they hadn’t been allowed to relieve themselves since the enslavement facerape at the school. Finally, it was about tim-


    “Toilet duty!” the man announced with a smirk on his bony unpleasant face before opening the doors. “Get in there, cunts. Line up alongside that wall. Wait in attention!”


    Dread hit the girls. River was the closest to the door, so she crawled in first. The first thing she saw was the tear-soaked face of a young cadet staring back at her in despair. She wasn’t the only one. Five girls, restrained on their knees by mean looking metal frames and shackles, their wet naked bodies glistening under the cold fluorescent lights, their hair soaked in… Was it piss?


    Once the new arrivals took their places facing the “wet ones,” the agent walked in and pressed a big red button next to the light switch. It activated the showers above them and jets hit them from multiple angles. Water squirted out of the nozzles embedded in the unforgiving rigid frames that held them in place, in order to clean the harder-to-reach nooks and crannies on their exhausted bodies.


    Another button released the shackles. The girls collapsed onto their heels , but quickly assumed the waiting-in-attention stance. Then they were ordered to trow themselves down the “washroom chute” at the far side of the room. River’s eyes widened as they fell head first into the narrow hole without hesitation or protest.


    “Don’t worry, cunts,” the agent snickered. “It is perfectly safe. The chute leads to a big vat of cold water. It looks scary at first, but that 5-second-slide is probably the highlight of their day. You’ll enjoy it too.” He laughed with the melodious cackle of a crow. “To be fair, you’d enjoy almost anything, after spending several hours in here.”


    He pointed at the first empty compartment. “Cadet Cockplease! Get in the first stall. Place your wrists and ankles in the shackles.”


    Nobody moved. He raised his head and scanned the group. The girls looked at each other, except for the redhead kneeling next to River. She recognized Kara, Venus’s defiant friend who was heavily beaten and threeholed when she was captured. So, she was Cockplease, then…


    The agent walked over and tapped Kara with his baton. Kara screamed in agony as a sudden jolt of electricity hit her shapely nude form. Only then River realized that the thing he was holding was a cattle prod or something. He waited for a moment as the befuddled girl struggled to pull herself back up, then raised the baton again. “First stall,” he commanded once more, calmly. “Wrists and ankles in the shackles. Knees on the circles. Tertiary high and open!”


    When he waved the baton threateningly, Kara launched forward in fear and crawled to the spot he pointed at. The shackles automatically snapped and locked as soon as she put her joints in them. She parted her legs to place her knees on the yellow circles on the floor, pushed her chest forward, and opened her mouth.


    Cadets 731 and 702 were restrained in place afterwards. Neither looked familiar, so River assumed that they were from the other dorms. She knew the next girl all too well, of course. It was Daph, one of her two besties.The most innocent, most beautiful of the unbreakable trio.


    “Rapetoy, in place!” ordered the man. Daphne reluctantly transitioned from waiting to hound, and took her place in the fourth stall. She assumed the required position and looked at River with tear-filled eyes. River tried to produce a supportive smile, but her attempt was preempted by the agent’s bark.


    “Supplecunt, fifth stall!”


    She raised her butt and posed for a second to demonstrate her perfect conformation, then crawled to her spot swiftly. Every single thing they were forced to do was carefully designed to humiliate them, of course. But River was feeling less and less embarrassed with each command she obeyed. At this point, the realization that she felt less shame was more embarrassing than these debasing acts themselves. Was her overwhelmed mind trying to protect her sanity by disassociation? Or perhaps her game-brain was slowly adapting to the rules and playing along? She wasn’t sure. Perhaps a bit of both?


    It didn’t matter at the moment. No amount of rationalization could change the situation she found herself in. She was now… a fucking urinal!


    “5-hour toilet duty!” declared the agent, who had never bothered to identify himself. He pressed another button on the panel, which switched on a red light above it. “The stalls are now armed, cunts. Those circles your knees rest on, they have weight sensors. If you move a lot, if your knees leave those spots, this will happen.” He flicked a switch. They heard a buzz, not unlike the one preceded the jolt that shook the sleeping shelves earlier. A painful current hit their defenseless naked bodies a millisecond later. Pained screams rose from the group. Fortunately, the asshole was merciful enough to cut the current with another flick of the switch before they passed out from pain.


    “Punitive jolts are cumulative,” he continued. “One second for the first offense. Two seconds for the second, ten for the tenth, and so on, and so forth. Believe me, you don’t want to find out how much worse it could get.”


    He scanned the five terrified faces for a while, before picking Daphne for a demonstration. He stood in front of the sobbing blonde, unzipped his pants, took out his cock, and shoved it in between her trembling full lips without wasting any time. He grabbed her head with both hands and started to fuck her mouth. “Don’t get any ideas, cunts. Don’t you even think about triggering the shock while a male agent is utilizing your tertiary, or while he is in bodily contact with you in any other way. The sensors are sophisticated enough to tell when you’re in use. If you make such a stupid mistake, your punishment will be delayed until the males are cleared from the area, and delivered in multiples.”


    River swallowed nervously. in her peripheral vision she could see the man fucking her best friend’s face as hard as possible. He stopped talking as he fucked her inexperienced throat, delighted by her innocent reactions. Daph’s sobs and slurps echoed around the room for a while. Eventually, he pulled out to empty his balls on her beautiful visage. Daphne held her breath and closed her eyes at first, but she was immediately punished with the shock baton for that. “Mouth open! Tongue out!” he commanded! Then, as he spent, he added “Make no mistake, cunts! You’re are not human any more. Especially while serving in here. You are urinals! ”


    He leaned down to slap Daphne hard across the face. “Repeat it!”


    “We are urinals,” Daph sniffled. “This cunt… this cunt is a urinal, Master.”


    “Very well.” He rose back up, looked at the girls for a moment and turned around and left without saying anything.


    All five girls broke into tears as soon as his footsteps disappeared in the distance. The worst 5 hours of their lives were about to begin.

  


    11-12 
Prepped And Popped​


    River remembered the time she had seen a slavecop for the first time in her life. Years ago, she was leaving the movie theater with her parents. As they walked out trying to decide what to eat before heading home, a gorgeous figure in blue appeared at the gate. A strikingly beautiful tall woman in her late twenties, radiating strength and grace from every pore of her body, walked past them after her male handler. Every man and woman present turned their heads in awe and watched her float away like an angel. She was the coolest creature River had seen in her life.


    That glamorous image that had been burned into her memory in that theater lobby was worlds apart from the reality she found herself in years later.


    She was restrained on her knees in a filthy restroom, covered in…


    Fresh footsteps in the distance! All five cadets straightened up and waited. After several long hours of serving the male personnel of the Academy in the most disgusting and dehumanizing way, they were now fully desensitized to the cruel routine. In a few seconds an officer would come in, pick one of the toilet-girls and start pissing on her. As instructed, she would open her mouth as wide as possible to provide a target to shoot for. The men, they all aimed at their mouths in the beginning, just to see the girls flinch in disgust and choke. But they always ended up moving their ‘hoses’ around to hit their entire faces and soak their hair before they were finished. They rarely made eye contact with the girls. After all, they were nothing but urinals.


    Every now and then, an officer would punch the clean-up button that gave the girls a quick and painful cold shower. When that happened, they knew at least one of them was going to be properly facefucked. Ironically, a violent facerape in this place was less demeaning than the filthy alternative. At least they were treated kinda human-like when they were forced to serve cock. They weren’t just worthless objects to pee on for a few minutes.


    River was exhausted, but did her best to assume the proper position on her knees. By her estimation, their time in this depressing wet hell must be almost over. She didn’t want to fuck up in the last minute and get punished. She couldn’t even imagine what kind of a punishment one could receive. What could be worse than serving as a fuckable urinal for five hours?


    Footsteps reached the restroom and the door swung open. An officer walked in and stood in the middle of the room. River immediately recognized Master-Agent Yeoman, the man who had servonymmed her the day before. Finally, a familiar face after a long line of anonymous cocks. Yeoman put his hands at his waist and scanned the line of girls before approaching. She felt a silly urge to smile at him when their eyes met, but his gaze quickly moved on to the next girl before she could embarrass herself.


    “What’s your name?” he asked Kara, who was at the head of the line.


    “Cockplease, master,” replied the girl without hesitation. She sounded tired. Her voice carried no hint of defiance this time.


    “How many cocks did you serve?”


    “I… This cunt didn’t count, master,” she stammered. “Perhaps… twenty?


    He pressed her punishment button on the control panel on the wall. Kara screamed in pain for a couple of seconds.


    He turned to the next girl. “Name?”


    “731, master,” she replied, pale from fear.


    “Not servonymmed yet, eh? Tell me, how many cocks?”


    “Twenty four?” she replied with an unsure voice.


    “Very good, 731. I’m sure you can also tell me how many cocks Cadet Cockplease served.”


    “I… I… This cunt counted only her own-”


    He electrocuted the girl before she could finish. Another scream echoed in the room. Cadet 702 was next, and she couldn’t even get out an intelligible answer when asked about the cock count. Her electrocution lasted twice as long.


    It was Daphne’s turn. “Name?”


    “Rapetoy, master,” the blonde replied. River could immediately tell from her shaky voice that her friend didn’t count. She knew her well.


    “How many cocks, Cadet Rapetoy?


    Daph opened her mouth but nothing came out.


    “Thirty-two,” yelled River before the man reached for the button. “Cadet Rapetoy served thirty-two cocks. She was the most popular urinal. Cadet Cockplease served seventeen, cadet 731 served twenty-one, cadet 702 served twenty-five, and I… this cunt served twenty-eight, Master-agent Yeoman, Sir!”


    Yeoman paused and looked at River for a few seconds. His expression didn’t change one bit, but River somehow felt like he was suppressing a grin. Nevertheless, he moved his finger and pressed her switch. A jolt of electricity hit River. She screamed in pain and collapsed back on her heels.


    “Very impressive, Cadet Supplecunt,” he said and turned to Daphne once again. “Do you know why Supplecunt was punished, Rapetoy?”


    “She… she spoke without permission, master,” replied Daphne in tears. She was overwhelmed by River’s selfless sacrifice.


    “That’s correct.” He punched the cleaning button this time. Water jets came back to life and washed the excess fluids covering their bodies. Eventually he pressed the button that released their limbs and necks.


    “Hound!” he commanded. The girls fell on all-fours and did their best to demonstrate their bitchform. He walked over to the chute that led to the washing room and lifted the hatch. “Cockplease, you go in first.”


    Kara hesitated only for a second, then crawled to the gaping dark hole on the wall. She put a paw in and looked up with pleading eyes.


    For some reason River expected Yeoman to say something reassuring to encourage the girl to let herself go. So she felt very silly when he simply kicked her in. Kara let out a shriek in surprise as she slid down the chute. The remaining four listened in horror as the terrified girl bumped around and yelled in fear as she fell. Her brief journey ended in a loud splash. It must have been the suds vat the officer who brought them here was walking about.


    He pointed at 731 and then at the chute. The girl quickly followed the order and jumped in. 702 and Daphne followed her obediently. When it was finally her turn, River looked up at the agent and waited for the command to jump.


    “You did well, Supplecunt,” he said instead. “You keep impressing me.” He pointed at the hatch Daphne’s perfect butt disappeared in a few seconds ago. “The blonde you so valiantly saved, is she a friend of yours?”


    “Yes, master,” she replied. “One of my… this cunt’s… best friends. Three of us… we were taken from the same school.”


    “Not very smart of you” he said calmly. “You gave up too much information. Your feelings for your friends are meaningless, but for me it’s leverage. Now I know that I can use her against you, and you against her. You understand your mistake?”


    “Yes, Master-Agent,” she replied, biting her lower lip.


    “Doesn’t really matter. I already looked you up, Supplecunt. Learned everything worth knowing about you after our first interaction in the betrayal room. I do that for all the girls I personally name. I guess I feel responsible for them.” He actually smiled this time. “We’ll talk more later. I decided to bed you tonight. The guards downstairs will prepare you for full utilization and deliver you to my personal quarters.”


    River’s eyes opened wide in shock.


    “Now, you may go in.”


    “Yes master,” she whimpered and jumped into the chute.


    ***


    River barely felt the sharp turns and bumps in the narrow duct she slid through. Hitting the freezing cold water at the end of the chute gave her exhausted body a much needed jolt, but her mind remained captured by the officer’s words. Two uniformed slavecops fished her body out of the soapy water tank and gave her a good rinse with rough brushes.


    The guards pointed at the big scary machine nearby, and she followed her fellow cadets into the automated whore-wash. They were restrained by mechanical arms immediately. Phallic shaped sponges and brushes mercilessly penetrated all their holes, nooks, and cracks, cleaning them thoroughly, inside and out. After that, their bodies were lifted and stretched into an X-shape for the air-drying section. Hot air vents huffed and puffed along the tunnel they were carried through. This surprisingly relaxing process ended abruptly when they were dropped onto a net at the edge of the air tunnel.


    A slavecop lined them up to take them straight back to their dorms. No dinner for the urinal girls, apparently.


    “Supplecunt, you hang back.”


    Another slavecop arrived and pulled her out of the group, then gave her a tank top and a pair of thigh-high socks to wear. River suppressed a smile of pride. She had earned another clothing item already? She must have been doing something right.


    “Come,” the slavecop ordered and walked out of the cleaning hall. River followed. “You’re lucky, cadet,” the girl said as they climbed the stairs. “Master-Agent Yeoman requested you to be rape-readied and brought to his quarters. You’ll be personally utilized by an agent on your second day? You must be a great fuck, huh?”


    “I’m… I was… just a virgin,” River mumbled.


    “Were you? Well, there must be something about you. Agent Yeoman is a rapist of discerning taste.”


    Another embarrassing jolt of pride hit River’s pleasure center. “Anything I should know about him,” she started, “or the duties I’ll be performing in there?”


    “Open your legs wide, suck enthusiastically, and always say please and thank you,” replied the slavecop sarcastically as they walked down a well-lit corridor. “Relax. You’ll be fine. Serving cock, that’s what we girls are created for. It will come naturally.” She stopped in front of a door and knocked.


    “Come in!”


    River recognized her namer’s soft but authoritative voice. The slavecop opened the door and saluted the agent sitting at his desk.


    “Agent-Slave Tramplemat and Cadet Supplecunt, Master-Agent Yeoman,” she announced in perfect soldierly tone. “Cadet Supplecunt was cleaned and prepped for your use.”


    “Very well,” the man replied without looking up. He was scribbling something on a document. “You may leave, Tramplemat. Very good form. Five lash reduction.”


    “Thank you, master,” the slavecop replied with a big smile. “Good night, master.”


    She turned to leave, but paused for a moment to whisper in River’s ear. “Have a nice rape, sister.”


    The nonchalant use of the word made River shiver once again. Tramplemat closed the door and she was left standing in the middle of the room until Yeoman finished writing.


    After a few long seconds, he dropped his pen and swiveled his chair toward her. “Supplecunt!” he greeted. “Let’s not waste any more time, eh?” He parted his legs and leaned back. “Down to hound. To my cock!”


    River swallowed nervously, then quickly went down on all-fours. She presented her bitchform long enough for him to evaluate before crawling to the man, opened his zipper and took his cock out in a surprisingly quick and smooth way. She waited for his nod and took the already erect member in her mouth. It was the thirty-first cock she was serving that day. That number was simply insane.


    “Turns out you are a Haremmaster champion,” he said as she sucked the tip of his dick as eagerly as possible. River didn’t respond. It was not a question. He grinned and continued. “I didn’t know girls played that game. A bit demeaning, isn’t it?”


    “It’s just a board game, master,” she replied this time. “This cunt didn’t think it was demeaning. But yes, some do because of all the rapey game mechanics. This cunt was the only female player in that championship.”


    “Yet you won. Attagirl!”


    Another praise! She smiled and continued to suck on his shaft. Has she always been such an attention whore? Why would such a simple word of praise melt her like this? It was truly embarrassing, but also very revealing about her personality. She realized of course, she had never been tested like this before. The situation she found herself in was unprecedented, extreme. It was such a radical change form her previous life, her mind was unable to fully accept it as reality, perhaps.


    Either way, she couldn’t deny the fact that praise words uttered by a male authority figure did something to her brain chemistry.


    “What we are doing here is not that different from a game of Haremmaster, I guess,” the man continued. Capture tokens, carry them back to your base, turn them into your colors and send them back to find more tokens. That is basically what a slavecop is, eh?


    “Yes, master,” she replied after thinking for a moment, then continued to pleasure his member.


    “That’s fascinating,” he said and grabbed her by the hair. She immediately relinquished full control to his strong hands. He pulled her up, dragged her to the bed, and threw her fuckable body on it like a weightless ragdoll.


    “Perhaps we should let the girls play that game here at the academy. It would help them get in the right mental state. What do you think?”


    “Masters know best,” she replied after a moment of hesitation. Her mind was racing once again. Was he going to fuck her now?


    He slapped her legs, which made her part them as wide as possible. He climbed on the bed and placed his big organ on top of her young womanhood.


    “Were you properly devirginized?” he asked calmly.


    Properly? No. Unceremoniously was the word she’d use.


    “Yes master,” she nodded, beads of cold sweat running down her temples. “This morning, a master-agent briefly penetrated this cunt in her primary orifice.”


    “Briefly penetrated in the primary, eh?” snickered the man. “I know how they do it. That one doesn’t count, Supplecunt. I guess it falls to me to make a you a woman. It’s fitting, after all, I named you. Now I’ll be the one who ‘maimed’ you.”


    Before she could react, he grabbed his monster of a cock and shoved it in her already juiced-up pussy. He then thrust forward with full strength and laid his weight on her young body. River screamed at the top of her lungs as he split her into two. He ignored the agony on her face and the tears gushing out of her eyes, just kept pumping her like a fuckdoll.


    The initial assault was shockingly painful and overwhelming, but River was determined to take the pain like a good soldier. She bit her lips and and clenched her teeth, did her very best to accommodate her rapist’s brutal thrusts. Her patience paid off. The pain gradually subsided, and she eventually began to feel pleasure too. Her body was quicker to adapt than her mind, as usual. She was now familiar with this shameful process of self-discovery. Soon she was screaming and moaning like a whore in heat.


    Yeoman continued to make a soup of her insides for a long while. She was not given an explicit permission to climax, so she started to feel nervous as her body approached that mythical point. She was now on uncharted territory. Of course, she had masturbated before, rubbed her clit to completion many times. But she knew well that a real rape-orgasm was something entirely different. Was he going to allow her experience it?


    As she climbed that final hill of pleasure, he suddenly stopped and pulled out. She let out a sigh of frustration, which visibly amused him. He lay on his back and ordered her to clean his cock. She quickly rose on her hands and knees and started to suck his dick again. Only when she tasted his cum on his shaft she realized that he had already ejaculated in her. How could she not feel it? Her eyes slid to her crotch, and lo and behold, a thick white fluid was leaking out of her well-fucked pussy.


    “You take cock well,” he commented, once again hitting her pleasure center with an unexpected praise. “I was going to fuck you a couple times and send you back to your shelf. But I think I’ll keep you here for the entire night. If we pace ourselves, I can rape you in different ways several more times. And who knows, maybe I’ll allow you have an orgasm too.”


    He grabbed her by he hair again. She surrendered control immediately. This time he positioned her on all fours with the clear intention to fuck her like a dog. She whimpered when he pressed on the small of her back to correct her arch.


    “What do you say, Supplecunt,” he asked, “you want me to destroy your holes all night?”


    “Yes master,” she moaned as he entered her from behind, “please teach this cunt how to serve properly.”

  


    13 
Thump-thump!​


    “It was a boy who lived nearby. He jumped me after school, on my way home. Dragged me into the woods and forced it in my mouth. It was painful and awkward. He did it two more times later, and it was even worse every time. I mean, I was no expert, but I could tell that he wasn’t good at it at all.”


    Yeoman smiled and lazily pointed to his crotch again. River obediently took his penis back in her mouth and continued to soft-and-slow it on her hands and knees. It was the fourth time she was sucking him since the beginning of her in-depth ‘evaluation’. Yeoman liked to have his rod cleaned between genital utilizations.


    “Reminds me of my first time,” he said after watching the beautiful recruit perform orally for a few minutes. “Mine was the neighbor’s daughter, Selma. Her room was on the second floor, right across mine. I used to watch her all the time, secretly of course, but I think she knew it. Sometimes she would… Anyway, one evening I saw her parents leave. I decided to act. Climbed the oak between our houses, sneaked into her room, and surprised her in the shower. Tied her up with the hairdryer’s cord and raped her face several times until her parents returned. She never told on me. So I did it again a week later. Then again, and again… Used her as my personal whore until she was sold to some guy several months later.”


    “But that first time… Man, it was the best day of my life.”


    ‘And the worst of hers,’ thought River. The current topic of their conversation was rather nasty and disturbing, but River didn’t mind it that much. Yeoman was surprisingly easy to talk to. He had been answering her questions and even sharing personal stories such as this one all night. It was almost like she was fooling around with a date, rather than getting raped by a BFA officer at the Slavecop Academy.


    He gestured her to stop. River raised her head and let his monster of a cock pop out of her mouth. He was hard as rock and ready to penetrate her again. She waited for his command to assume the position. So far he had fucked her pussy in face-to-face and doggie positions. She wondered what style was next.


    “Sit on it!” he said softly. “Knees on the bed, hands behind your back, chest forward. With the tempo… Do you know that song? That recent Juicies hit… What was it called? The one with the banging?”


    “Thump-Thump! Hump-Hump! Yes, Sir,” she answered, slightly confused. Where was this headed?


    “Good. You’ll follow the tempo of that song. The refrain, specifically. Until I order you to pick up the pace, of course. Then you’ll milk it to completion with your pussy. Understood?”


    “Yes Master,” she replied with incredulous eyes. Letting a slave pace the rape? She couldn’t believe she was given that freedom. What a great honor!


    She rose on her knees and threw a leg over him, positioned herself over his cock and lowered herself onto it. She guided the tip of it with her right hand and pressed it against the entrance of her vagina. Her womanhood opened with juicy anticipation, surprising her once more. She was constantly astonished by her own body’s eager reactions.


    “Wait!” the agent interrupted before she could sit on his pole. “Have you been secondaried yet?”


    It took River a few seconds to understand what that clunky word meant. “I… This cunt was never used anally, Master,” she stammered with fresh fear in her eyes. “Would master like to… do it? This cunt will do her best to serve… and learn…”


    Yeoman looked into her teary eyes and grinned. The color of terror on the girls’ faces amused him the most. “Perhaps not today,” he dismissed. “You know what? I’ll definitely do it some time this week. Maybe catch you at the mess hall, while you are eating? Or perhaps I’ll wake you up with a reaming at midnight. It will be a lot funnier if I ambush you when you least expect it.”


    She shivered. Of course, it would be in her mind constantly after this moment. She was obsessive that way. Perhaps that was his intention. After all, he had said that he had learned everything worth knowing about her, right before he had tossed her naked body on the bed.


    He gave the signal. She sat down slowly, impaling herself on his steely rod. Her young pussy welcomed and embraced the invader tightly. She moaned. This gave him another smile. As instructed, she crossed her wrists at her back and started to fuck him to the tempo of the hit Juicies song. After a while it started to feel kinda nice.


    “Don’t worry,” he continued, apparently enjoying her performance. “You’ll be sucking all kinds of cocks throughout your training, but nobody else will utilize your primary and secondary other than me. The male officers here at the Academy, we have a sort of gentleman’s agreement. When a batch of fresh recruits arrive, we pick our favorites and split the best fuckmeat among ourselves.” He grinned again when her eyes widened even further. “Nothing official of course, but let’s say, you are now one of my ‘proteges’ to ‘mentor’ whenever necessary,” he said with a lot of air quotes. “I also laid claim to your two besties too, don’t worry. It was not easy to pull either. Your friends were quite popular. Especially the blonde you saved earlier. I had to beat two horny colleagues at poker for that gorgeous slut. And tossed a coin for the other one.”


    “Thank you, Master,” she stammered as she moved her butt up and down his indefatigable rod. She felt silly immediately. Why was she even thanking him? Like all this was a favor he did for her!


    Regardless, the possibility of serving Yeoman together with Daph and Wil gave her some relief. It even made her wetter. She squeezed her thighs in shame, as if that would hide her arousal.


    “Most of your instructors here at the Academy will be female veterans,” he continued. “Male officers rarely teach except for some highly technical subjects. We are here mainly to keep the order and discipline. But I’ll tutor you occasionally. Like tonight. I enjoy it a lot actually. To be honest, I prefer the company of girls to that of my male colleagues. You babes are much better conversationalists. Not to mention all the fun things one can do to you. I can even fuck you to death right now and it would be just fine. The report would say ‘training casualty.’ They would duck my pay and yell at me a bit, sure, but it would be business as usual the next day.”


    Kill her? Surely, he must have been joking. River suspected that he was purposefully saying these outrageous things to provoke a reaction. He was constantly testing her, looking for ways to rattle her, break her composure, make her drop her game-face. That wasn’t going to happen. She forced a smile and nodded. No question, no answer. She was too clever to fall for that trap. She just continued to serve with her surprisingly slutty pussy.


    No matter what he said or did, this was her favorite utilization so far. She was moaning a lot more now, with less and less shame. She was simply unable and unwilling to hide her enjoyment. And she could see that he was enjoying her reactions too.


    “You are my favorite so far,” he said after a while. “I mean, I haven’t fucked all the girls in my ‘unofficial harem’ yet, but I can easily tell that you’re an exceptional female specimen, Supplecunt. Wonderful pussy, wonderful attitude. A very talented cocksucker. Smart, interesting, and fun to talk to. You’ll get even better with training and experience. And I’ll make sure you get a lot of that.”


    River let out a bigger moan. Such generous praise and male approval? She could have orgasmed right there and then. “Thank you, Master,” she exhaled, risking another slap for speaking without permission. He didn’t hit her.


    “You’re a praise-whore, aren’t you?” diagnosed the Agent, after examining the subtle changes in her facial expression. River had already realized that he was very observant. Perhaps too intelligent for a simple SEFR thug. “It’ll be very easy to manipulate you with a verbal reward and punishment system.” he continued. “I think I’ll have a lot of fun playing with your emotions.”


    River’s face soured mildly but she continued to fuck the agent without changing tempo. “Why am I telling you this? To keep you always wondering from now on. Was that last praise genuine, or was this asshole trying to manipulate me? Adds an extra layer to the game we’re playing, eh?”


    River instantly perked up at the utterance of the word “game.” So, he was playing too? She felt a familiar excitement bubble up in her chest.


    He didn’t talk for a long while after that remark. He closed his eyes and relaxed as she did all the work. Freed from his piercing gaze, River relaxed a bit and tried to enjoy the act. It was only her first day, only the second rapist, and only the fourth violation, but she was getting the hang of it with every passing second. It certainly wasn’t the awful experience she had always been scared of as a virgin. He wasn’t manhandling or beating her like on TV. He was even allowing her some agency and pleasure. The entire thing was strange and unnerving.


    She hated everything about this place and missed home desperately, yet she couldn’t help but enjoy this very moment, bouncing on a stranger’s cock.


    And her precious chastity, that imaginary seal of control she was taught to care about and forced to protect all her life, she didn’t miss that at all.


    “I can hear a thought forming in your little head, cadet,” he exhaled lazily. “Go on, get it out of your chest. Make your statement. Ask your question.”


    She opened her mouth, but froze for a long moment. She reevaluated and recalculated, then reevaluated again.


    “That bad, eh?” snickered the man, finally opening his eyes to catch hers. He was intrigued by her prolonged pause. “Alright, I’ll give you one freebie, Supplecunt,” he reassured. “I won’t punish you for speaking your mind honestly and frankly for this once, no matter how subversive and irreverent your words might be. What is it? An angry rant against the androcratic system? Want to curse your bad luck that led you in this hell? Give me your worst, go ahea-”


    “I like this,” she interrupted timidly.


    It was his turn to be surprised. “That’s what you wanted to say? You like this? What is ‘this?’”


    “This thing… What you’re doing to me. The way you order me… this cunt… around. This cunt likes it very much. The rules, the comprehensive structure, the clear and to-the-point commands. This cunt enjoys it all a lot, Sir.” He swallowed. “And the rape… It’s… It feels very nice. With you, especially. It was painful and humiliating at first… and it still kinda is, to be honest… but now… This cunt is learning to enjoy it, Master-Agent Yeoman, Sir. This cunt liked pleasing you with her mouth and pussy a lot, and excited about the prospect of serving you with her secondary too. Thank you very much for taking a personal interest in this cunt and utilizing her thoroughly, Sir.” She paused there for emphasis. “And your cock, it’s marvelous. The best this cunt ever seen.. and sucked. Thank you for giving this cunt the chance to worship it.”


    Yeoman didn’t respond for a while. His expression remained unreadable, which made River increasingly nervous. Was it a mistake, blurting out all that? Perhaps she had overplayed her hand this time. What if what intrigued him was the prospect of dismantling her defenses and breaking her in gradually? Did she destroy the one thing that made her mysterious and interesting?


    Did she simply forfeit the game while she was trying to make a strategic move?


    “Well played,” he said eventually, with a slight curl at the corner of his lips that could be interpreted as a smile. “I guess I have underestimated you.” He pointed to his crotch again. River realized that she had stopped moving while she was waiting for him to respond. She apologized and continued to massage his cock with her inexperienced pussy.


    “Do you know the lyrics?” he asked after a while.


    “To the refrain, yes Master,” she whimpered.


    “Let’s hear it then.”


    River hesitated for a moment, and then started to sing as she moved her hips.
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    It took River a while to realize that Yeoman fell asleep. Not knowing what to do in this situation, she continued to suck his cock for another minute, slowing down as she went, and finally let it out of her mouth gently.


    She rose on her knees and looked around in confusion. She was alone with a sleeping superior, unrestrained and unsupervised. Her rapist lay naked and completely defenseless before her. Was this an oversight?


    She slowly backed away and got down from the bed, trying her best not to wake him up. She looked around to see if there was any restraints to lock herself up in. There was none in sight. She backed to a far corner and knelt down with her wrists crossed behind her back.


    Finally, calm. She took a deep breath and listened. The place was dead silent. No rhythmic pounding or flogging, no screams, no moaning, no weeping. The alarm clock on the bedside table showed 2:13 in the morning. All her fellow cadets and slavecops must have been sound asleep on their shelves. She needed to catch some z’s too. She lowered her head down and exhaled. It wasn’t the most optimal position to sleep in, but luckily the combination of exhaustion and oxytocin circulating in her veins was too powerful to beat. She fell asleep within a minute.


    As she dreamt of a serene meadow, she heard a faint, distant buzz. Something vibrating? The persistent sound eventually pulled her out of her lucid dream. Looked around drowsily until she spotted the source of the vibration. It was the alarm clock, emitting a barely audible buzzing sound. She quickly realized that the alarm was not supposed to wake the man up. It was meant for the slave in the room.


    Was she supposed to get up earlier and wake him up with a blowjob?


    She fell on her hands and knees -to her embarrassment- a little too eagerly to approach the bed, but froze before she could take a step. Was she given a clear order to perform the night before? No. Remembering what Wil always told her to do whenever she faced a fork on the road, she quickly ran a cost-benefit analysis for the two obvious options. Do it and get punished for acting without permission, or fail to do it and get punished for… well, for not doing it.


    The choice was clear. She had to do it.


    Also… she kinda wanted to.


    She instinctively licked her lips and adjusted her bitchform. She was ready to do it. She felt pretty confident about her chances of avoiding punishment too. Perhaps she could earn another clothing item if she performed well? Almost a full set of uniform on her second day. She felt that familiar game-time excitement once again.


    Before she could lift a paw to approach, the door opened and preempted her. The A-S who had brought her here the night before, Tramplemat was her name, walked in quietly and scanned the room. She spotted her at the corner and waved her over. Slightly disappointed, River crawled out of the room. Tramplemat carefully closed the door and gestured her to stand up.


    “Shouldn’t I… shouldn’t this cunt wake Master-Agent Yeoman up with a blowjob or something,” she asked timidly.


    “We don’t do that, we are slavecops.” the other waved with a smile. “I mean, you’ll also be one soon. Most probably.” She turned around and walked. River quietly followed.


    “He’ll sleep for two more hours at least,” the ayass explained. “You were probably too distracted by the cock to pay attention to the clock. It’s 5:02. Time to join your sisters at the communal showers.” She turned and checked the rookie from tip to toe with a smirk. “You are not restrained, not too bruised, didn’t lose any clothes. Well done!”


    River almost thanked her, but managed to stop herself. Yes, she had been a good, obedient fucktoy last night. Should she be proud?


    “How many times?”


    “Excuse me?”


    “You heard me, cadet.”


    River thought for a moment. “This cunt was utilized 6 times in the primary and served orally 9 times,” she said in a single breath.


    “Impressive. I mean, for him, but shows you have good stamina too, eh? Were you allowed one, at least?”


    “Yes sister…” she stammered after a moment of hesitation. “Once… I think.”


    Tramplemat slowed down to let her pass and smacked her bottom. “Congrats, sister. Looks like you’re on a speed-run, eh?”


    Speed-run? River wondered if A-S Tramplemat was a gamer too. She opened her mouth to ask, but they were at the shower area already. Her comrades were lined up in place, bracing for the freezing cold water to hit their naked bodies. River immediately caught Daphne’s sad gaze the moment stepped inside the hall. The blonde smiled with gratitude, reminding River what happened just before she went down the washing chute.


    She quickly slipped out of her clothes and hanged them on the hooks, then took her place in the shower line. The jets came alive a moment later.


    The water stopped after 30 seconds and they were air-dried by the fans above. It was such a violent transition from freezing cold to scorching hot, then back to freezing cold again, River couldn’t help by think that Academy’s express whorewash system was designed by a secret FLF sympathizer. At that very moment, pneumonia seemed a bigger threat than a direct rebel attack.


    She quickly grabbed her shirt and leggings from the hooks and put them on. As she did, she noticed a number of stares from her fully naked comrades. Envy, perhaps jealousy too? A strange mixture of guilt and pride hit her. Now her role as the “mother duck” further strengthened by the extra item she had earned, she confidently walked over to the door so the rest could make a line behind her. Once all the ducklings were ready, guards led them to the mess hall.


    Breakfast was uneventful. She was at the head of the row once again. Her besties were further down the line. She was glad that they were not close enough to interact with. She especially didn’t want to talk to Daphne at the moment. She knew her friend well. The blonde would act all weird because of her sacrifice at the urinals.


    They were taken to the courtyard after they licked their feed troughs clean. Everyone seemed surprised and exhilarated to be outside after all they had gone through. Apparently this was not exactly like a prison.


    “Facing rule!” yelled one of the guards.


    A blonde high-ranker bluepuss walked towards the group. The girls quickly lined up in the tiptoe circles on the ground and turned towards the hangar with the slogan on it. “Obedience and Service.”


    “I’m A-S Scumslut,” said the woman softly as her assistants walked along the rows and caned the girls with bad postures. “I see some of you have the wrong idea about this exercise. You’re not here to get some fresh air and a nice sun tan. You’re here to play what we call ‘hounds and runners.’


    Play? Another word River liked to hear.


    “First row! You’re the hounds in the first round. Facing School!”


    The girls at the first line turned around to face their remaining comrades. River squinted in surprise when she immediately locked eyes with Daphne, who was standing right behind her. So much for her lucky streak!


    “The cadets on the second line will be the runners. They are your targets. Learn their faces. You don’t have to know why these girls are on the run. They could be runaway brides, escaped slaves, even vicious fluffers. It isn’t relevant. All you need to do is catch them and pull them to the ground. If that happens, the runner will surrender her hair to the hound, and the hound will bring her catch over here.” She pointed at the sturdy log fence a few meters away. A number of slavecops were already waiting there lazily lounging on boxes and rocks, ready to receive the captives.


    “If somehow the runner manages to avoid capture for ten minutes, she will be considered the winner. However, the procedure will be almost the same. Except the runner will be the one dragging the hound to the captives’ fence.”


    River inhaled nervously. A simple chase could have been a nice distraction. Enjoyable one, even. If only she was paired with someone else. Anyone but Daph.


    The blonde smiled warmly. Unlike River, she seemed to be glad that they were matched. River wanted to keep her stern game face, but gave up quickly and smiled back.


    “In a real chase, we slavecops have the absolute advantage. You’ll be flying in a state-of-the-art Cunthound, armed with a tranq-gun and a kokstick, and most importantly, you’ll be supported by your handler. You’ll also be able to track the runner’s every move if they are carrying a band. Many slaves don’t even know that we can track bands with extreme precision at all times.”


    A surprised groan rose from the group. River was one of the few who weren’t shocked by that revelation.


    “Ah, yes! That reminds me,” continued Scumslut, “Your bands also have trackers in them. So you’ll never stray too far from Androcracy’s vigilant gaze and fatherly bosom. If you manage to graduate, you’ll also be chipped for extra protection.”


    She walked around the rows and scanned the girls carefully before giving the order to commence the hunt. She occasionally stopped and pointed at girls with imperfect postures, so her lieutenant used her crop to enforce corrections.


    “The runners will have thirty second head-start,” she explained eventually. First round of the hunt ends in exactly ten minutes.” She paused and raised her hand. River took a deep breath. She could now see Daph had her own game face on too. Of course she wanted to win as much as River. After all both were accomplished track athletes who competed more times than she could remember.


    Scumslut took a step back and slashed the air with her hand.


    “Runners! Go!”


    Daphne launched towards the hangar like a sexy cheetah.


    “Hounds! Facing rule!” Ordered Scumslut after fifteen seconds.


    River turned around and squinted her eyes. Locating and locking onto her target was easy. Daphne stood out, even among in this tall and gorgeous group of recruits. She felt that familiar pre-race clarity hit as soon as she saw her bestie’s blonde mane flapping around in the wind. Energy filled her muscles.


    Scumslut finished counting and lowered her arm one last time.


    “Hounds, Go! Good hunting.”


    River launched with a smile. A simple chase game? Child’s play! It was going to be fun.


    Of course, she would have a different perspective had she noticed that the guards were taking scary-looking strap-on dildos from their boxes and lining them up on the “captive’s fence.”
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    Daphne was the undisputed star of the school track and field team. She was one of the best sprinters and jumpers in the region, and had a box full of medals to prove it. Of course, she owed some of her popularity to her S-grade-gorgeous looks too.


    River remembered the first time she’d seen the tall blonde at the tryouts. It had been love at first sight. The girl was not just easy on the eyes, but she was warm, friendly, and a joy to talk to. Her smile could melt iron, and her cutesy sense of humor was infinitely disarming. She was innocent and naive to a fault, especially when it came to the matters of the heart. That’s probably why she never picked up on River’s burning crush on her.


    Of course, River knew well that she could never had a real intimate relationship with Daph. Even if the blonde returned her affections by a miracle, this cruel world wouldn’t let them be. Romantic relations between women wasn’t outlawed or even frowned upon in Pussiana, of course. Rather, it was seen as mere performance to amuse men. Female-on-female intercourse as a solely physical act was celebrated as entertainment, regarded by most people as an elite artform. Even before the androcratic revolution, it had grown into a giant economy with movies and TV shows, huge stage productions, celebrity fucktresses, and even specialized sapphic performance schools to feed the system with fresh talent. Men had no problem with women fucking each other, as long as they got to watch and control it. Those pussied things were mere toys, after all, not too different from the action figures boys played with.


    River had never been stage-shy. She even felt like an attention whore sometimes. She liked to be watched and adored by men and women alike. That urge was probably a part of the allure of competitions and games she loved so much. But that was not the case with intimacy. Never with intimacy. When she fantasized about Daph, the rest of the world simply disappeared. She’d be all alone with her blonde angel. Just the two of them, and nobody else.


    Okay, perhaps sometimes Willow would be there too. But that was it.


    And now, as she chased that gorgeous filly around the Academy grounds, she felt the same. She quickly tuned out all the other runners and hounds around them as she laser-focused on Daph’s perfectly sculpted butt. The blonde was able to evade her so far thanks to her unpredictable quick turns and short bursts, but River was confident about her chances. Unlike Daph, she was a long-distance runner, and a good one at that. Just like the early humans who chased down speedier game with sheer determination and patience, she was going to catch her prey eventually.


    Unsurprisingly, Daph started to show signs of fatigue after a few more energy-consuming bursts. Running out of breath, she decided to run around the hangar and break her hunter’s line of sight. It didn’t work. She failed to clear a crate and stumbled, which gave the hound the opportunity to catch up and pounce on her momentarily discombobulated friend. River reached with her right hand and lightly tapped the blonde between the shoulder blades. Already out of balance, Daphne let out a surprised shriek and fell down, rolled on her side, and landed on her back. River, also out of breath, couldn’t stop herself in time and fell over her friend’s naked body. Her prey reflexively pulled her knees to her stomach to protect herself, but it left her trapped in an awkward position when River’s body landed on top of her.


    “Ffffuck!” the blonde exclaimed as the impact evacuated her lungs. She struggled against River’s awkward hug for a few seconds, until she realized that she had already lost the moment she touched the ground. She surrendered and relaxed her strained muscles, then turned to her friend and smiled.


    There it was again. That magical smile. River held her breath, enthralled. And this time Daph was lying under her, fully naked, completely at her mercy.


    “Fine, okay, you got me,” the blonde pouted. “That’s a first, marathon girl. No fair though. It’s only because of that stupid crate over there. I couldn’t s-“


    “Silence, runner!” interrupted River. “You don’t get to sass me. I’m the slavecop, and you’re a criminal.”


    “You are definitely not a slavecop, silly,” chuckled the other. “Not yet anyway.”


    “Yeah? I’m more of a slavecop than you are. Check out the shirt and the leggings, nudie. It’s like, half the uniform.”


    They were both smiling. It certainly felt surreal at the moment, considering the fact that they were forcibly enslaved the day before… and they were lying in a field on top of each other with their bare pussies almost touching.


    “I have to admit, you look good in those,” commented the blonde. “Why did… How did you earn those again?”


    “I was a good girl I guess,” said River sarcastically. “I think I figured this place out. If you obey quickly and perform your tasks well, they reward you. It’s not a totally arbitrary system like we had in school. We are competing against each other, against our equals… not our favored superiors, the boys.”


    “Yeah? You obeyed and performed your tasks well, did you?” Her smiled faded a bit and eyes turned serious. “Last night… You didn’t return with us. I was worried out of my mind. Especially after you saved me from electrocution. I feared that you’d be punished for it. Were you-”


    “No-no-no,” reassured River. “I wasn’t punished. I mean… I guess it depends on your definition of punishment.” She paused and lifted her body up a little so Daphne could free her knees and stretch her tired legs. Still, she didn’t let her go. She was enjoying this moment too much. The view was exquisite. Daphne’s angelic face, framed by the golden mane fanned out on the ground like the rays of the sun… not to mention her beautiful full tits jiggling melodiously with every breath she took. “I was with… Master-Agent Yeoman, the officer who named me… I served him all night.”


    “Served him? You mean-”


    “He fu-… utilized me… a few times. And I performed blowjobs… a few times…”


    “I’m so sorry,” said Daphne, and started crying. “It’s all my fault. You got raped again and again… all night long… because I’m a stupid moron who cannot count to… goddammit… whatever number that was.”


    “Thirty-one,” said River without thinking. “But no… please don’t cry. It wasn’t… It wasn’t that bad, really.” Daphne’s tears were surprising to her. At that moment she realized that she didn’t feel bad at all about being used as a fucktoy the night before. The realization was rather unsettling. Of course, she couldn’t admit it openly to her good friend, that innocent, naive angel who had never had a sexual experience until the day before. ”Master Yeoman… He didn’t treat me badly. Too badly, I mean. No beatings or anything. I kinda li- I mean… It was okay, considering.”


    “What do you mean?” asked Daphne, visibly confused by her friend’s dismissive demeanor.


    River was hit by shame, noticing the huge difference between their emotional states. Unable to decide how to handle the situation, she chose to change the subject. “I have some news that concern you too. He told me… that he and his friends, they shared us.”


    “Shared us? Shared how?”


    “They split the new recruits. Like unofficial harems, you know? The good news is, you and I, we are in Yeoman’s share together. Wil too. Only he will rape us. We’re re off limits for the rest of them, if I understood correctly.”


    “That’s good news?” asked the blonde, now even more surprised.


    “I mean. They are going to rape us constantly anyway. It’s… good in the sense that… that our guy is less violent than the others. He was actually quite reasonable last night… and fair.” She paused for moment to think before continuing. “He even let me have an orgasm.”


    Daphne didn’t respond. Her silence worried the brunette. Was she coming off as a shameless dick-hungry whore?


    “I’m not a slut.” she said under her breath after a few awkward seconds. “You don’t think that I’m a slut, do you?”


    “Of course I don’t think you’re a slut, silly!” dismissed Daph. “How could you say something like that?“ She took a deep breath, momentarily enthralling River with her well adorned chest. “This place… I fear it will turn us all into sluts and whores eventually. Can you believe it? We are slaves now. It doesn’t matter what they call us. Slavecops, blue guard, whatever. Bullshit. We are fuckmeat, nothing more!”


    “Miss Laurel!” exclaimed River clutching her invisible pearls, “Never heard such filthy words fall out of those beautiful lips. Do you kiss your mother with th-” She stopped mid-sentence when she realized that they could never see their mothers again. Both teared up. A long sad silence followed.


    “I guess you should take me back and collect your reward,” whispered Daphne. “If you delay any further, I’ll be declared winner. You don’t want to lose that tank top to me, do y-”


    “I love you,” interrupted River. Suddenly. Without any specific reason. The words just spilled out of her mouth, as if she was possessed by a mischievous evil spirit.


    “W-what?”


    “I love you. I have always loved you. Since the moment I…” She stopped. She was overwhelmed by instant regret. Her head felt warm. Her stomach felt weird. She clenched her fists and fought off a strong urge to apologize and run away. Their lives were over anyway. It was now or never. “You don’t have to say it back,” she whispered with the last remaining bit of her confidence. “But… may I… kiss you? Just once?”


    A long silence. She stared into Daphne’s widened piercing blue eyes without blinking. She could feel cold sweat dripping down her nose onto the blonde’s swan-like neck. Her captive was definitely stunned by her sudden revelation… but perhaps, not as much as she feared? More nerve-wrecking silence… Her heart was pounding louder and louder, and she was starting to feel light-headed.


    “Yes.”


    “S-sorry?”


    “Kiss me,” exhaled her captive. “I surrender.”
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    River was so excited and overwhelmed by that spectacular moment, her brain, heart and lungs stopped working for a long while. At least it felt like that while the two beautiful girls remained lip-locked behind the hangar, conveniently hidden from sight by the piles of dusty crates and boxes lying around. It was the best few seconds of her life. The duo even forgot for a moment that they were now enslaved by the most oppressive state apparatus known to women, and had been repeatedly abused since that terrible moment.


    She didn’t want to stop sucking on Daphne’s full, delicious lips, but her friend was right. Delay any longer and she’d fail her task. And that’s the one thing River couldn’t let happen. Reluctantly, she let her go and looked into the blonde’s beautiful blue eyes, gave her another quick peck, and lifted herself on her hands and knees.


    “Never kissed a girl before,” smiled the angelic beauty. “Never kissed anyone, period. But I think… it can’t get any better than this.”


    River’s face lit up with a huge smile. She was her first? She resisted a powerful urge to trap her captive again and drown her in more kisses, not just on the lips but all over her gorgeous body.


    “So…” She said once she finally managed to pull herself away from the angel and sit back on her heels. What should she say in that moment? Her brain was almost completely wiped. It was like finishing a game. Sudden loss of purpose, confusion. But certainly a happy one.


    “Not sure what should I do now.”


    “I guess you have to grab my hair and drag me back to that fence,” replied Daphne and sat up. She bunched her hair and fanned it over her left shoulder with a graceful head tilt, presenting a “handle” for her hunter. “Just… don’t pull too hard, okay? I’m more than willing to follow you, o mighty slavecop.”


    “As you said,” chuckled River, “I’m not a slavecop yet.” She stood up, grabbed Daphne’s wavy blonde hair and gently pulled her onto her feet. “You should bend from the waist,” she added. “Remember the first day? I think that’s the proper way to lead a captive, so…”


    Daphne didn’t even wait for her to finish her sentence. She bent over, joined her wrists at her back, and left her head in her friend’s control. River exhaled in relief and set off toward the fence.


    Surprisingly, there was no other hunters and runners near the finish line. “How embarrassing for you, Dee,” chuckled River. “It seems you’re the only one who got caught so far.” Daphne didn’t say anything, but the brunette was sure that her stab got at least an eye-roll.


    She could hear the other girls in the distance, still chasing each other. She also saw two more hunters returning with their captives. She recognized Venus about a hundred meters behind them, dragging a brunette she didn’t know. She took a proud breath and quickened her steps. She was about win another victory, albeit at the expense of her best friend and crush.


    “Name?” asked the uniformed slavecop waiting by the fence. She looked annoyed by River’s early arrival. “Cadet Supplecunt, miss,” replied the brunette and raised her captive’s head for the slavecop to see. “Returning Da- um… Cadet Rapetoy.”


    The uniform looked at River and Daph for a second and checked a couple boxes on her clipboard. Then she balanced it on the fence and reached inside the box she was sitting on, grabbed a big strap-on dildo and tossed it to River. She managed to catch it thanks to her quick reflexes.


    She looked at the plastic toy with worn leather straps and rusted buckle for a few seconds in confusion. “Go ahead, put it on,” said the slavecop and checked her watch. “You’ll properly threehole your captive. Primary, secondary, tertiary, in that order. You have ten minutes. When you’re done raping your bitch, drop the used dildo in that blue box over there. Not this one with the clean stuff, got it?”


    River opened her mouth to say something, but she was preempted by a cane slashing her butt. “Move you ass, stupid cunt!” ordered the second slavecop standing right behind her.


    She quickly put the dildo on with her free hand, and paused for a moment when her eyes met with Daphne’s. The blonde was equally surprised… no, terrified, by the slavecop’s command. River realized that she was still holding her friend’s hair firmly in her left hand.


    “I’m…” she started, but another cane landed on her butt. “Runner, go and bend over there. Hands on the fence. Arch your back. Part your legs for penetration,” yelled the slavecop behind them. “Hunter, start raping.”


    “Yes Miss,” both replied in unison, terror in their voices. River hesitated for a second before letting Daph’s hair go. The other quickly did as told, bent over the fence, and parted her legs exposing her exquisite cockslots for River to fuck.


    River stood behind her friend, momentarily enthralled by her perfectly round bottom and pink holes glistening under the sunlight. Daph was wet and ready, certainly. She still didn’t know exactly what to do. She thought for a moment and looked down, to examine the silicone phallus in her hand. She spat in her palm and used it to lubricate the frighteningly large thing. Daphne’s primary looked rape-ready anyway, but she didn’t want to leave anything to chance. The last thing she wanted was to make this awful experience worse for her bestie than it already was. She held the thing against her captive’s vaginal entrance and hesitated for another few seconds.


    When another painful reminder slashed just below her buttocks, she instinctively moved her hips away from the impact and into her friend’s pussy. Her brief shriek of pain was drowned by Daph’s subsequent scream. It was the most confusing scream too. Definitely started with a strong note of surprise and pain, but almost turned into a lustful moan towards the end.


    Perhaps that was what River wanted to hear. After all, it was what she felt the night before, while she was serving Agent Yeoman. A confusing mixture of surprise, pain, humiliation, and pleasure. She hoped that Daphne wouldn’t be terrified or repulsed by her actions. She simply wanted to give this beautiful angel some pleasure, no matter the circumstances. Perhaps this strange situation was the best possible opportunity to do so?


    As gently as she could, she started to move her hips, awkwardly. Yes, she was ordered to rape her captive, but they didn’t specify how. She was going to do her best to treat this delicate flower the way she deserved, lovingly and softly-


    “Fuck that dirty runner harder, you stupid cunt!” yelled the slavecop and landed two more hits on her reddened butt. “This isn’t your honeymoon. She’s a filthy criminal. Perhaps an ungrateful fluffer, even. Punish that ass!” Another slash, then another, then another.


    River sped up in response to the brutal caning, transferring her pain to the blonde she was violating. The slavecop moved on to supervise the others along the fence after a while, but River kept the tempo until the next command.


    “Switch to secondary fuckhole. Show no mercy!”


    Tears running down her cheeks, she quickly pulled out of Daph’s pussy and placed the dildo at her anal opening. She expected the cane to force her to thrust forward, but nothing happened. She waited longer, hoping. Thankfully, it came a few seconds later. The cane hurt, but it also relieved her conscience. Now she had no choice but to fuck Daphne in the ass.


    She thrust forward. The rod was well-lubed with Daphne’s pussy juices but her sphincter resisted with all her strength for a few seconds. River grabbed the blonde by her slender waist with both hands and pushed a few times without success.


    “Slap it!” ordered the slavecop. “Hit her until she stops resisting. “Asscheeks, pussy, hips, back, face. Hit her until she gives in!”


    “I… I can’t”, the brunette whined. “This is too-”


    “Of course you can, you stupid cunt,” replied the uniform and started to hit both girls with her cane. “The bitches we chase in the real world, they don’t all surrender like sheep. You have to make them submit by force if necessary.” She continued to hit Daph harder and harder, leaving another unsightly red-purple stripe on her beautiful pink butt with every ruthless stroke.


    At some point, the blonde’s overwhelmed body gave up and let the intruder in. “Stop!” begged River. “Please stop hitting her. I’m in. I’m fucking her, see?”


    The slavecop took a step back and exhaled, then tapped River on the cheek with her instrument of torture. “Well done, stupid cunt. Fuck that ass for two more minutes, then make her suck it clean.”


    “Yes miss,” sniffled River as she kept pumping the blonde in the ass faster and harder. While she did, she realized that this was probably Daph’s first assrape. She was her first kiss, and now, she was also her first anal-rapist. Certainly something she didn’t want as a shared memory.


    As she fucked her best friend and crush in the ass in the most mechanical way, her mind wandered. Her thoughts jumped from one totally unrelated topic to another, anything but what she was doing. After who know how long, another cane brought her back, reminding her that it was time for the next phase.


    “Grab her by the hair and pull her down to her knees, cadet stupid cunt,” ordered the mean slavecop. River took a deep breath and pulled her fake penis out of Daph’s secondary fuckhole, bunched her golden locks in her left fist and pulled her back as gently as possible. Her kindness was punished by another slash right below her buttocks. She bit her lower lip and yanked her friend a bit more forcefully. Daphne offered no resistance and immediately fell down on her knees, joined her wrists behind her back, and opened her mouth obediently for the last part of her violation.


    “Come on, do it,” she whispered looking up with teary blue eyes. “I don’t want you to suffer more. That cane, it’s awful. Let’s get it over with before that monster returns.”


    Daphne didn’t want her to suffer? As if River wasn’t the one assraping her like a brute! She truly was innocent and pure like an angel.


    “Don’t worry,” she continued. “It’s not like I never had a dildo in my mouth.”


    She had dildos in her mouth before? Daphne, the true virgin, had… No! That wasn’t the important thing to focus on right now. River shook the thought off and took a deep breath. Then she held her silicone member and placed its tip on her captive’s lower lip. When Daph opened wider, she pushed it in. The dildo easily entered the girl’s mouth, stretching her full lips. River froze for a moment and looked at the mean slavecop with the cane. She was a few meters away, supervising other awkward, reluctant violations.


    “Should I do your… mouth… or will you suck on it yourself?” she whispered in confusion. “I blacked out a little when the bitch was caning my poor butt. What was her exact command?”


    “I don’t know” mumbled the blonde. “I’ll do it, I guess. I think I heard the word suck.” She adjusted her posture and started to fellate her bestie’s fake cock awkwardly.


    That image… She looked simply… breathtaking. River gasped. Enslavement, abuse, humiliation, none mattered at that moment. The thing she hated the most in the universe was that stupid silicone rod… It was the only thing between her wet womanhood and Daphne’s full lips.


    “That’s enough cunts!”


    Another slash. “I think you had enough fun, cadet,” grinned the mean slavecop and yanked Daphne onto her feet.


    “Remove the strap-on and get back in line. Now it’s your turn. Time for you to run and the blondie to chase.”
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Catching-up


    “Sit!”


    She hesitated for a moment. It was an unusual order. For the past week, she had heard a lot of kneels, all-fours and bend overs, but not a single “sit.”


    Amused by her confusion, Master-Agent Yeoman calmly tapped on his desk. “Come here, Cadet Whoreswine.”


    Willow shuddered. Even after a full week at the Academy, she was unable to get used that horrible servonym she was given. It was probably the worst one among the girls who were named so far.


    “You don’t like your servonym, Whoreswine?” asked the man, as she obediently walked over and sat on his desk.


    “No, master,” she replied.


    “Who named you again?”


    “Master-Agent Hinkle, master,” she blurted quickly. “After the… betrayal room.”


    “Yes, of course. You won your first encounter. Defeated your friend, the blonde… er…”


    “Daphn-… Cadet Rapetoy, master.”


    “That’s right. Rapetoy, Supplecunt, and Whoreswine! The three “besties.”


    Willow swallowed nervously. She knew that River and Daphne had spent full nights with the man since they were brought in. She didn’t have to be a genius to guess that it was her turn to serve him throughout the night.


    “Hinkle is a cruel asshole for sure,” Yeoman grinned. “But he doesn’t name cunts randomly. I assume you had done something in that betrayal room that warrants the name.”


    Willow’s face changed subtly, but she didn’t respond.


    “Doesn’t matter,” said the agent as he continued to walk around the desk. “This report says that you’re kind of a a genius. Top marks in all general and female-only classes. In addition to those, you unofficially audited male-only courses too. I’m sure you’d have performed better than those dickheads if girls were allowed to take the exams.” He stopped in front of the shivering cadet and leaned in with inquisitive eyes. “You would have, right?”


    Willow took a deep breath. “This cunt believes so, Master-agent, Sir.”


    “You were smarter than them all. Their incompetence and stupidity flabbergasted… even disgusted you, eh?”


    “Yes, Sir,” she admitted after a long pause. She wouldn’t have answered truthfully if she knew nothing about Yeoman. Thankfully River had warned her and Daph about the man’s unusual character. “Be honest and answer his questions genuinely,” River had recommended at their first meaningful chat after their enslavement. “If you serve him as enthusiastically as possible, he treats and rewards you fairly.” River was a smart girl and Wil trusted her judgment, of course, but she had a hard time imagining a man, a veteran BFA officer, treating a female almost like a human being. Even after Daphne returned from her all-nighter with the man with a similar positive impression, she still had her suspicions.
 Regardless, she chose to take her friends’ suggestions and answer truthfully, even though her own mind screamed “no.”


    Cadet Supplecunt speaks highly of you,” the man continued, ignoring her timid irreverence. “She says you’re too smart to be a simple hound.”


    Willow didn’t respond. Like all the recruits in her class, she had learned not to speak without permission… the hard way. But of course, she fully agreed with the statement.


    “That girl has great instincts,” continued Yeoman. “She’ll be an exemplary slavecop, I have no doubt. The blonde too. She’s not as vicious a predator, but she’ll make a good hound and navigator. And most importantly, an exceptional cocksucker.” Wil took another deep breath nervously.


    “But with you… I’m not sure. Perhaps…” He stopped in front of her and looked into her big green eyes. “Tell me, why are you still fully naked, Whoreswine?


    “Um… This cunt was unable to earn any clothing items yet, Master,” replied Wil, with her voice shaking. She was truly ashamed of that fact. In contrast, River was now in complete cadet uniform, which was comprised of a white tank top, blue panties, thigh-high leggings, and a pair of high heeled boots. It was the most ridiculously skimpy slutfit ever, but it somehow made her friend look like a real warrior among her naked and semi-naked sisters. Even Daphne had earned a tank top and leggings. Willow, on the other hand, was still one of the slowly decreasing number of recruits who still wandered around in their birthday suits.


    “That I can see. Question is why. Why are you still naked?”


    “This cunt was… unable to show her skills, Master. Never had a good chance to…”


    “Utilization record,” interrupted the agent with a dismissive hand wave.


    “This cunt served with her mouth 62 times since her enslavement, Master-Agent,” she replied quickly. “Utilized only once in the primary… briefly.”


    “62 facerapes, but no clothes,” summarized the man. “How embarrassing!”


    His words brought the girl to the brink of tears. Was she really ashamed of her sub-par blowjobs?


    “Are you useless as a fucktoy, Whoreswine?” asked the man immediately, twisting the dagger inside.


    She didn’t know the answer. She wasn’t sure what was wrong with her. “T-this cunt…” she started, but the man silenced her by bringing his finger to her lips.


    “Let’s find out, huh? Lie down. On your back.”


    She swallowed and did as told. It was time. She was about to get raped properly for the first time since her haphazard devirginization.


    “Cross your wrists over your head. You’re restrained until I say otherwise”


    “Yes Master.”


    “Open your legs.”


    She obeyed without hesitation. Yeoman approached the desk, grabbed her by the waist, and pulled her to the edge, leaving her inexperienced holes at the mercy of his throbbing hard cock.


    “I think I’ll start your first threeholing with your primary, Whoreswine. I’ll switch to your secondary in exactly three minutes. I’ll fuck your ass for another three, and finish in your mouth. You are allowed to climax once during this process, but only if you properly beg for it beforehand. Do you understand?”


    “Yes Master, thank you.” She already knew that she wouldn’t be able to cum. Not while getting raped by a stranger.


    “If I find you satisfactory, I’ll let you stay and serve me tonight.”


    Wil took a deep breath to calm herself down. He took his member out, placed it at the entrance of her pussy, and shoved it in slowly. She gasped as the big organ stretched her panicking womanhood and hit her cervix like a battering ram. It was nothing like the two-second assault she had suffered earlier that week. He was a lot gentler to start with, which was utterly surprising. Even though Yeoman’s cock felt a lot bigger inside her, it didn’t hurt as much as the first one.


    The man gave her a moment to breathe, then started to move like a piston, immediately overwhelming her brain with sensations she had never felt before. He continued to fuck her, slowly at first, altering his speed and depth occasionally. Like any good explorer, he was searching and looking, poking around, testing her limits, observing her reactions, and certainly enjoying her pleasure induced confusion.


    Her first proper rape! It was… surprisingly painless… even pleasant.


    Then, as suddenly as he entered her, he pulled out. Wil almost screamed in frustration when his cock popped out of her gaping fuckhole. She shrieked in pain instead when he rammed the steely rod into her asshole half a second later. Just like that, the only virginity she had retained so far was gone.


    As she feared, the assrape was a lot more painful. Tears gushed out of her eyes. She bit her lower lip in order not to scream.


    Yeoman wasn’t going easy on her this time. He didn’t seem to enjoy it much either. There was no exploration or pace variation, just a soulless, monotonous reaming of her tight little secondary hole. Whether he liked it or not, he continued to fuck her in the butt for exactly three minutes before he finally pulled out.


    She expected an “on your knees” order to follow, but it never came. Instead, he leaned over and yanked her by her hair to rotate her body around. Her head dropped down the edge of the table, which caused her full lips to part naturally. Without wasting any time, he placed his dick between them and forced his way into her mouth without mercy. As she struggled to adapt to this violent assault, he grabbed her slender neck with both hands and started to fuck her throat as if it was nothing but a silicone cocksleeve. Thankfully, he was already close to the point of no return, so Wil somehow managed not to choke before he exploded in her gullet.


    His cock remained lodged in her throat until he finished unloading and caught his breath. Ignoring her obvious discomfort, he took his time pulling out. Once it popped out of her mouth, he grabbed her by the hair and lifted her up like a ragdoll.


    “Well done, Whoreswine,” he said with a soft voice. “Take a deep breath. Wrists unrestrained. You can relax now. Turns out you’re indeed a pleasure to fuck. I’ll let you stay the night. And if you serve well, you can leave this room in full uniform. How do you like the sound of that?”


    “Thank you Master-Agent Yeoman, Sir,” she exhaled excitedly. For the first time since she was brought in this horrible place, she felt a strong urge to make an effort and… excel in her tasks.


    “And perhaps, we can finally answer the big question that has been ricocheting in your head since you arrived, sweetheart.”


    Wil looked up with inquiring eyes.


    “As the only man who nine-holed you, at the end of the night I will be able to tell who’s the best fucktoy out of you three.” He smiled. “Are you ready to show me your skills, Cadet Whoreswine?
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Threeholing​


    He grabbed her by the hair and yanked her off the desk. He then dragged her to the bed and pushed her onto it. Willow landed on her back like a ragdoll, took a deep breath, and dutifully parted her legs. He took one last sip from his drink, climbed on the bed, and penetrated her primary. He began fucking her in a steady pace, starting the cycle anew. She knew that he’d switch to her secondary in a few minutes, and eventually shove it in her mouth. Then he’d rest for a while before entering her pussy once more. It was how it was done according to the BFA regulations.


    Yes, Master-Agent Yeoman was an unusual character, but he still raped by the book.


    “Do you know why it’s called a ‘threeholing,’ Cadet Whoreswine?”


    Willow hesitated. Was that a trick question? The answer was simple and straightforward. “Because… we cunts have three holes, and-”


    “Incorrect,” said Yeoman as he continued to fuck the spreadeagled cadet in her inexperienced womanhood with a slow tempo. “You don’t HAVE three holes. You ARE three holes. But that wasn’t my question. I asked why do we call utilizing a woman in all her main cockslots ‘threeholing’ and not something else.”


    Once again, the question confused the girl. The answer seemed obvious.This time she took a few seconds to think before replying. “To make sure the female knows that none of her holes would be spared?”


    “Exactly. It’s a precise statement. It makes clear for everybody involved that she is fully owned, subjugated. That she cannot resist, stop, bargain, weasel her way out of it… That she has absolutely no will, power, or agency.” He quickened his thrusts for a few seconds until he came inside her for the third time since the beginning of her utilization.


    Willow did her best to squeeze her pubic muscles to enhance his pleasure. He didn’t even command her to do so. It was instinct, pure and simple. He paused for a moment after the climax, but didn’t pull out. Instead he continued to fuck her with a slower tempo.


    “I know, civilians tend to use the term casually to mean ‘raping thoroughly.’ Technically, that’s not wrong. Men like to scare girls with the word, and it surely works. But that’s far from its original purpose. When the BFA coined it years ago, it wasn’t meant to threaten or scare. It was a purely technical term, written in small font.”


    Wil knew well what “small font” meant of course. “Intended for men, not females.” The tomes girls were allowed to read were printed in big bold letters, almost like children’s books, in blatantly condescending simplicity. She had always hated that. She wasn’t entirely sure if Andros genuinely thought females were less intelligent than men, or if it was just another cruel way of systematically humiliating them. It probably wasn’t an either-or question.


    “I remember that section in the manual well,” Yeoman continued. “Regardless of personal preferences, all three of the female’s main orifices must be utilized in proper sequence for a meaningful length of time in order to establish proper and clear dominance. That was more or less what it said. Threeholing was not supposed to be said aloud, just regularly demonstrated.” He slowed down and pulled out of her overflowing vagina. “Regardless of personal preferences,” he repeated, and forced his hard cock into her anal opening once again. Lubed with her juices and his, it easily defeated her sphincter this time.


    Willow now knew that it wasn’t his favorite hole to fuck. It meant pain for the girl, and boredom for the man. But it had to be done. The BFA procedures were clear about that. All three holes, in proper order, for a meaningful length of time.


    “I had a similar talk with your friends when I was threeholing them for the first time,” he said after a while. “The blonde, Rapetoy, had a very interesting take on this. She was quite shy for the first few times, of course. It took a lot of hard slaps to make her focus and respond properly, but once she managed to stop crying, she shared some insights that inspired me to think about the concept again after all those years.” He sped up and deepened his thrusts. “Can you guess what she said, Whoreswine?”


    Wil bit her lip and shook her head.


    “She suggested that threeholing could be an attempt to test and train a woman in three main aspects she has to excel in. You know, we say women exist to please, to suffer, and to obey. Each hole corresponds to one of those major components of female existence. Pleasure can be associated with your vaginas, pain and humiliation with your buttholes, and obedience with your oral performance. Sounded plausible to me. What do you think, Cadet Whoreswine?”


    “I… This cunt thinks… It’s makes a lot of sense, Master,” she replied, her face contorted in agony. He was now fucking her in the ass a lot harder and faster, possibly because of the excitement boost he got from the rather one-sided exchange.


    “That’s why I like all-nighting cadets one by one,” he continued. “Each one of you gorgeous fucktoys provide a unique perspective. Every single one is interesting in some way. Take your other schoolmate Cadet Dickingdoll, for example… you know, the bitch-born… She’s full of colorful stories about petwomen, woofers and talkers alike. All very entertaining and interesting. So entertaining, in fact, I had to rape her for two nights in a row so I could listen to them all.”


    He checked his watch and then pulled his cock out of Wil’s butthole. She sighed in relief. Amused, he slid onto her well-endowed chest and gently placed his dick between her full lips. She reluctantly opened her mouth as wide as possible for him to shove it in. It was time to finish this threeholing cycle. He immediately pushed into her throat and started to pound her head into the bed.


    “I sampled my share of K19s throughout my service of course, but I never owned a dedicated quadruped myself,” he continued as his captive struggled to breathe. “Now I’m considering buying one. Maybe a Cummypaws-trained pup… Or perhaps I’ll buy a mint condition teen and train her myself? I heard it’s rather hard and time-consuming, but ultimately very rewarding.”


    Finally reduced to nothing but a simple fuckhole, Willow was overwhelmed by the man’s ruthless pummeling of her throat. Unfortunately, it took him a lot longer to climax this time. He must have been getting numb too, she guessed. She herself was certainly feeling the effects of the prolonged utilization. He had been gracious enough to allow her an orgasm during her first threeholing, but it had gone downhill after that point. All her holes were sore and aching. She felt nothing but pain and discomfort, even while he was doing her in the primary.


    Yeoman was tired too. He could have stopped fucking her face and rest a bit, but he was a stubborn perfectionist. He continued to pump her mouth for a long while, until he finally exploded for the last time. Willow was at the brink of passing out, but she managed to swallow his last loads. The man pulled out and collapsed backwards with empty balls, almost fully spent himself.


    Both needed some time to catch their breaths. Eventually she rose from where she lay and assumed the proper waiting position on her knees. She wasn’t sure if the utilization was over, and if she was allowed to remain on the bed while she rested. When no clear order came, she decided to stay put. She didn’t want to screw up after surviving three hard threeholings without an incident.


    “Don’t worry, you’ve done well, Cadet Whoreswine,” said the man without opening his eyes. He was ready to go to sleep. “Not a spectacular performance, but good enough. Definitely deserves a tank top, perhaps leggings too.”


    “Thank you, Master” exclaimed the girl, unable to suppress a smile. Finally, an end to her growing shame.


    “Don’t get too excited,” he grinned. “Of course there is a catch. The items you earn, you’ll go and take from your besties. Your gain is their loss.”


    Willow’s smile quickly faded as his smirk widened. “Now tell me, Whoreswine,” he pressed on, “who’s it gonna be?”
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Simulators​


    “Cadetcunts, halt!”


    River’s line of ducklings immediately stopped in front of the double winged door. A collective gasp rose from the group when the sign over it lit up. “Cunthound simulators 1-4.”


    Agent-slave Tramplemat punched a code into the lock. The door opened with a loud screech and rows of fluorescent lamps came alive one after another. The slavecop slapped River on the butt instead of giving a proper march order. She often did stuff like that when no male supervisors were around.


    River led the line of cadets inside. She was now the highest decorated member of her group of recruits. “Decorated” in the literal sense. She had earned one clothing item after another as rewards for her achievements and had managed to complete a full set of uniform before their first week was over. The uniform didn’t give her any special immunity to rapes and floggings, of course, but it was a highly visible indicator of success in this place. The better you performed as a trainee, the more of your body you were allowed to cover.


    It was like the amount of semen you received on your face during regular gangrapes. It was another physical representation of male approval.


    Unfortunately, she hadn’t been able to enjoy her perfect uniform longer than a day. She had soon been ordered to surrender her tank top to her friend Willow, now Cadet Whoreswine, as a reward for the latter’s exemplary performance serving Master-Agent Yeoman. Daphne too, had lost her leggings in the same awkward three-way exchange.


    River understood why Yeoman chose to put her and her two best friends in a zero-sum game like this, of course. It was a test of their relationship, a blatant move to create resentment between the besties. To create and reinforce loyalty to the corps, they first had to destroy personal bonds between the girls. They were no longer a group of friends, but a bunch of drones serving the Androcracy.


    And Androcracy was a jealous god.


    She could see through his ploy, but it didn’t help at all. She still resented Willow a little for taking away her top, knowing full well that her friend had had no other choice. To make sure it had worked, Yeoman had ordered the exchange in front of all the other girls, who were mostly fully naked themselves. It was nothing short of a humiliation ritual.


    Even without her top, River was still the apparent leader of her group. She led the “duckling line” during training and relayed orders to her dorm at lockdown. She was proud of her position. She was the teacher’s pet. She liked the metaphorical and physical pats on the head. It wasn’t just empty “attagirls.” Good girls were rewarded with “reductions” too. Five lash reduction for an exemplary bitchwalk posture, ten lash reduction for an enthusiastic blowjob… These were the things she worked hard for. And these were the things she was afraid to lose. A top today, a pair of boots tomorrow, and she could end up in the duckling line. No, she wasn’t going to allow that to happen, no matter what.


    “Make four lines!” ordered AS Tramplemat and switched the main computer system on. The girls quickly separated into four groups behind the simulators that looked like cheap theme-park versions of the dreaded SEFR aerocars. The cabins shook and hummed lazily as their control panels lit up. A few girls chuckled when they noticed the crash test dummies on the pilot seats.


    “Cadetcunts, meet Mr. Bates, Baron Suckoff, Dr Wankman, and Jack. These four distinguished gentlemen will be your trainers today.” She smirked and pressed a button. Pistons moved and cogs turned, the dummies on the pilot seats leaned back a bit. Then four silicone covered mechanical pistons protruded out of their lifeless plastic crotches, eventually forming big, fat, scary erections. “You see, they are very happy to see you,” chuckled Tramplemat. River wondered how many times the slavecop had made the same joke before.


    Their mischievous instructor pressed a few more buttons and climbed down from the elevated control platform that all four simulators faced. She walked over to number two, and perched on the seat next to the fully erect dummy. “My favorite is Baron Suckoff,” she smiled, pointing at the badly drawn old-timey mustache on its blank face. “He was the illegitimate son of an evil aristocrat in 20th century Chattelande. Grew up poor in the crime-ridden back alleys of Priam, built his own gang, avenged his mother by killing his father, claimed his fortune, then found god, dropped everything, immigrated to Pussiana and dedicated himself to training miserable cunts like you.” She leaned in and kissed the dummy on the cheek. “And he is such a forceful lover. He puts the cock in the word cockpit.”


    A few of the girls chuckled at her words, which widened Tramplemat’s smug smile. “These simulators will teach you two things,” she continued, tapping on the computer screen in front of her with her slender fingers. “First, navigation. Navigation and tracking, to be exact. The master-agent flies the vehicle, and his sidecunt assists him in every way possible. We plot flight courses, run the comms, search databases, locate and track runners…” She paused and wiped off the thin layer of dust collected on the monitor. “Don’t worry. This thing isn’t that difficult to operate. It’s simplified and optimized for the female brain capacity and skill level. Big letters and icons, simple buttons, an easy to navigate operating system. An idiot can use it.”


    River stopped herself from chuckling this time. Tramplemat was certainly what she was describing.


    “And the second thing,” the slavecop restarted, “is what we all are created to do.” She pressed the big red button next to the monitor. The seat she was sitting on slid on a rail, lowered a bit, and rotated on its axis, turning into a small rapebed. She turned around and rose on her knees, facing the moustachioed dummy and started to stroke his big silicone dick casually. “Vehicle blowjobs are not the same with regular ones, cunts. Even the best cocksuckers need to relearn this artform from scratch. It requires extra finesse, restraint, patience. It’s a special form of soft-n-slow.”


    She leaned in and gave the Baron’s penis a little peck on he tip, then jumped off the seat. The cocksucking rapebed automatically returned to its original configuration.


    “Let’s learn by doing, shall we?” She pointed at the four girls at the head of their lines. “Jizzgulp, Supplecunt, Whoreswine, Cumhole… Get in your Cunthounds.”


    River and Willow looked at each other before stepping into the neighboring simulators. Willow sat next to “Jack” in the blue SEFR cap, and River took her place by “Dr. Wankman,” who was wearing an old lab coat. Tramplemat went back to the control panel to launch the training program.


    “Let’s start with a zigzag program, eh?” the slavecop yelled into the microphone. “The basics. It’s a simple blowjob-chase-blowjob-chase pattern. Good for building muscle memory. Leeeeeet’s seee…. Time of day? I think… sunset?” She punched it in. The lights in the hall dimmed dramatically. A few reddish-orange mood lights turned on to simulate twilight conditions.


    “Romantic, eh? Now listen, navigators. When prompted to do so, you’ll activate your blowjob seats and go down on the pilots. You’ll perform open-ended soft-and-slows with minimal head movement. The trick is not to hamper the pilot’s arm movement. This means horizontal strokes, not vertical. This means sooooft and sloooow. Never rush, unless you are ordered to speed up or induce a climax.”


    River nodded along. Another game with clear rules. She was excited.


    “That’s the easy part,” Tramplemat continued. “We have discovered this week that you’re a bunch of cum-hungry cockmunchers, so I’m sure you’ll all be able to handle that stage. While you’re performing, keep your ears open for this signal.” She pressed a button. A mechanical female voice rose from the control panels of the simulators. “Alert! Runner reported.”


    Their screens came alive. The SEFR logo lit up with a flashing alert sign, then a picture of a beautiful brunette appeared on the top left corner. “This is Aisha Yuma Brok,” announced the slavecop. “26 year-old bareneck, suspected FLF member. Armed and dangerous.” She chuckled and waved her hand. “Relax, newbies. We are not going to start with an advanced target like this. You won’t be able to catch Aisha anyway. Nobody ever managed to come even close. Some say that she was meant to be impossible to locate and track.” She pressed another button. The picture was replaced with a young blonde with fear in her big blue eyes. “You’ll start with an easy target like Gigi here. 18 year old high school girl. She’s stupid enough to run away from her master on her E-day. She is scared out of her mind, always makes the worst possible choices, and most importantly, she is easily trackable because she carries a BFA band. You’ll get her easily. I won’t even bother giving you any instructions about the navigation-tracking system. I’ll let you figure it out yourselves.”


    She paused and raised her hand dramatically. She definitely had a penchant for theatrics. “You know what? Perhaps we can make it more exciting. Make it a competition, eh?”


    She pressed the button. “First one to catch two runners gets a clothing item from the losers.” The computer started to countdown from five.


    A clothing item? River perked up. A chance to complete her uniform once again. Instinctively, she turned to Willow, only to find her friend looking at her. Was that a scowl? She was genuinely surprised to see Willow with her game face on. Were they rivals now?


    The countdown ended with a long beep. The red button next to the screen started to blink. River remembered what she was supposed to do and pressed it. Her seat started to turn. She quickly climbed on it and took proper side-cocksucking position. She placed her lips on Dr. Wankman’s silicone member and moved her head down its shaft, barely managing to keep her composure. The moment was surreal and incredibly hilarious. Four young women on all fours, sucking off crash dummies in a dimly lit hall in front of an audience of their peers.


    Regardless, River was going to excel at this ridiculous task. She was determined to win, get her top back. She started to perform a soft-and-slow. She was good at it. As Tramplemat instructed, she limited her movements to the horizontal plane, keeping her head low. Dr. Wankman seemed to enjoy it. At least he did not complain. Could the simulator punish her if she failed somehow, she wondered.


    She got her answer a few seconds later. A buzzing sound was heard, followed by a pained groan from Jizzgulp who was tasked with blowing Baron Suckoff. “Ah!” snickered Tramplemat. “Forgot to tell you. If you make a mistake, like touching the pilot’s arm or blocking his view, you’ll be lightly electrocuted. In addition to that, each mistake will add 10 more seconds to the blowjob phase. And believe me, you don’t want to fall behind like that. Every second is crucial for the next stage.”


    She pressed a button. All simulator screens except for Jizzgulp’s lit up. “Runner reported in your sector!” announced the metallic female voice. “Locate and track down the target. Stand by for target information.”


    River quickly pulled back and pressed the red button. The cocksucking plane transformed into a seat again. Gigi’s scared face appeared on the screen just like Tramplemat said. “Gigi Dumbwhore, 18. First day as a slave. Last known location: north of Bitcham.”
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