

Ancient Transformation

Tanya O’Neil


Publisher’s Notes: This is a work of fiction. All characters, places, businesses, and incidents are from the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual places, people, or events is purely coincidental. Any trademarks mentioned herein are not authorized by the trademark owners and do not in any way mean the work is sponsored by or associated with the trademark owners. Any trademarks used are specifically in a descriptive capacity. All characters should be assumed to be over the age of 18. The cover model is also over the age of 18.

Disclaimers: This book may contain explicit sexual content, graphic, violence, adult language, and situations that some readers may find objectionable which may include: male/male sexual practices, lesbianism, multiple partner sexual practices, strong BDSM themes and elements, erotic elements and fetish play. This ebook is for sale to adults ONLY, as defined by the laws of the country in which you made your purchase. Please do not try any new sexual practice, especially those that might be found in our BDSM/fetish titles without the guidance of an experienced practitioner. This is very important. Please do not disregard these warnings; it is understood that the legal text in every book will be read thoroughly and its advice adhered to.

Neither the publisher nor its authors will be responsible for any loss, harm, injury or death resulting from use of the information contained in any of its titles. Please note that this is a work of complete fiction; it is intended as a fantasy only. No act or description is endorsed by the author, publisher, editor, or distributor. All active/relevant characters are consenting adults over the age of eighteen. All characters are not human; humans are organic beings. The characters in this book are symbol representations composed on dried ink on paper, pixels organized by binary code, or transmitted via some other technological means. This book’s characters may also employ tacit or secret consent. This work is a fantasy only. Please don’t be offended. If at any point you find this content offensive, read something else. That’s always going to be the best advice.

Warning: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000. Don’t steal.

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED: No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover. This text is copyrighted. Your purchase allows you to one legal copy of this work for your own personal use. You do not have resell or distribution rights without the prior written permission of both the publisher and copyright owner of this book. This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload for free or for a fee. Again, don’t steal. Please. Pretty please?

First Edition

Electronic

©2021


Ancient Transformation

It’s a different land…little more than a myth.

And yet, powerful men crave control. Their own territories couldn’t satisfy their greed and ambitions.

The Garden, an ancient city known and feared across Egypt. While the pharaohs ruled from their capitol, The Garden remained beyond their grasp. Yes, they sent their diplomats and merchants, but those men were rarely heard from again. The warrior-women of The Garden protected their territory mercilessly.

The Garden’s inhabitants had no fear of men or their world. Rather, the warrior-women simply saw no need to bring males onto their land. Yes, men could be kidnapped or captured in battle from time to time, but these encounters happened rarely.

Prince Marcus, however, believed he could take The Garden.

When he first heard of this great land, His tutor had whispered of it, almost nervously. As an adolescent at the time, Prince Marcus didn’t understand.

“This city,” he said with all required respect, “is entirely inhabited by women?”

“It is,” said the tutor. “It is a land inhabited by women, powered by strange magics, and protected by a powerful army.”

“What army?” Marcus had asked. At once, he envisioned some protective swarm of scarabs, perhaps a force of clattering undead skeletons, or maybe even the desert itself. He understood how dangerous gods and spirits could be. Perhaps some mighty, mystical force beyond the understanding of men had decided that The Garden needed to be defended for reasons only it could comprehend.

“The women,” replied his tutor.

Marcus raised an eyebrow, “The women?” He looked at his tutor, struggled to maintain that appropriately deferential tone and asked again, “What women?”

“Those who dwell within The Garden. I can see the skepticism on your face, boy, but these females are dangerous. They’re powerful.”

Although he had been well-trained in the manners of court, Prince Marcus still couldn’t help himself. “But they are women? Women can’t be fighters.”

“Perhaps not here,” said the tutor, “The world is wide and expansive. There are many mysteries which we don’t yet understand.”

Marcus stared at his tutor. The old man seemed utterly serious, yet the prince couldn’t understand how or why this could be. Females, in his experience, were little more than chattel. He had never encountered one capable of real combat. At best, they could be artisans.

But for the most part, they were responsible for maintaining the household and bearing sons. Other than that, the universe didn’t seem to have much use for women.

The real adventures in life: war, trade, diplomacy, religion, and even natural philosophy were all the domains of men.

Marcus shook his head from side to side. “Please. Please tell me you are joking with me. This is a prank, is it not?”

His tutor’s expression didn’t change.

At this point in his curriculum, Marcus may have been too old to earn a smack across the face, but his teacher could still be quite imposing. After several more seconds, Marcus straightened out his features.

“This is not a prank,” said the tutor. “And I fear for your holdings if you underestimate your enemies.”

“But we are talking about girls!” Marcus burst out. “I know what they are like. Yes, many of them can be alluring, and seduction is always a temptation, but we are talking about females. They aren’t a threat!”

“Razmon the Second likely believed the same thing,” said the tutor.

“Who?”

“A general from three generations ago,” said Marcus’s tutor. “He decided he would bring honor to his family by raising an army. Razmon had been a successful merchant, so, like many rich men, he believed his success among of the fields and caravan tracks could be duplicated anywhere.”

Marcus listened with a sickening tension in his stomach.

He may have been an adolescent, and he may have respected his elders, but like so many other young people, he wished to believe he already had a clear understanding of the world as it was. These women threatened that foundation…

“If he failed, he must have been arrogant. He probably didn’t gather enough troops.”

Prince Marcus understood how mercenaries could be secured, especially for the right price, but those fighters were never the same quality as those which came from the noble houses. The Pharaoh’s forces were the only real military.

And yet, if Prince Marcus truly wished to believe that women couldn’t fight, then he still couldn’t understand how Razmon’s force failed.

“He did fail. He led an army into the desert.”

“Sandstorms?”

“Stop interrupting,” chided the tutor.

Marcus opened his mouth again, like he really did want to win this discussion, but then he recognized his error. “Apologies,” he said instead.

“There were no sandstorms. There were no raiders or marauders. Rather, Razmon the Second successfully guided his army to The Garden.”

Again, he couldn’t help himself. “What kind of name is that for a city?”

“The Garden is supposed to be one of the most beautiful places in all the world. It may be surrounded by grit, stone, and dust, yet trees break from the ground. It is perhaps one of the greatest oases to ever be discovered. Thousands upon thousands of beautiful women lived there.”

“And are there men?”

“There are none,” said the tutor.

“Okay, okay,” Prince Marcus said as he raised his hands. “I can understand the idea that women might be able to fight. Obviously, any female can lift of the sword or pull back the string on a bow. I might still be skeptical about their skill or strength. But it’s something I can imagine. But a city without men?”

“None,” said the tutor with a slight smirk. It had been many moons since he had seen the prince this engaged with one of his lessons. Normally, Prince Marcus preferred to chase the cute servant girls through the halls of the palace.

“Such a thing isn’t possible!” Prince Marcus called out with a burst of laughter. When he had been younger, there were those moments when his tutors might tease him about some possible creature or monster out in the wastelands.

Despite his protests to the contrary, the tutor must have done the same thing here.

And yet, his expression remained just as solemn and serious as before.

Within a few more seconds, Prince Marcus stopped laughing. He stared intently at his tutor and asked, “It is impossible, isn’t it?”

“As I said before, there are many mysteries beyond our understanding.”

“But these women. They aren’t magical mirages? We are sure they aren’t delusions brought on by thirst?”

“We are quite sure,” said his tutor.

“Okay,” Prince Marcus allowed. “So if there are no men there, where do they get more women? Were we to believe that these female warriors also sculpt one another from the sand itself?”

“The Ritual of Isis.” As the tutor uttered those words, he didn’t laugh or smirk, nor did he even meet his student’s questioning gaze. Instead, this old man stared forward as though seeing something else entirely.

“I’ve never heard of it,” Prince Marcus retorted.

“You’re a young man,” said the tutor. “This makes sense. And yet, that is what they do.”

For once, Prince Marcus waited patiently for his tutor to explain more. Eventually, the teacher seemed to pull himself from the past and explained, “We don’t know the exact details, nor do we understand how these women possess such magic. But they are capable of rewriting the rules of the natural world.”

“Which ones?”

“The rules which bind women and men and how they come together.”

“I still don’t understand.”

“You view your manhood as sacred and permanent,” said the tutor. “Even if something terrible happened in battle, you would still be a man no matter what. This is your essence, is it not?”

“It is,” Prince Marcus replied.

“In The Garden, the rules of reality are different. The Ritual of Isis is capable of turning men into something else. Not quite women. But something else.”

“What?”

“Perhaps, once they go through the ritual, they are closer to girls. Yes, they retain their manhood, but their members are shrunken, and they no longer appear to be male. Instead, they are slight, their voices change, and other factors also transform.”

Prince Marcus stared at his tutor for several long seconds.

Again, the old man’s tone didn’t change. It was clear he meant every word. He was serious about this, yet Prince Marcus didn’t understand how such a thing could be possible. Yes, like so many in his family, he understood that magic existed, but it was something that fluttered out in the desert.

In cities, towns, on villages and farms, humanity’s great civilization spread into the desert and along the great river. In doing so, people brought order. But this place, The Garden, seemed to defy that pattern.

“Wait a second,” Prince Marcus said. “How do you know all of this?” After another moment, he persisted, “If there are no men in The Garden, then we wouldn’t know what happens there. We wouldn’t have any clue what those women are doing, if they really exist at all.”

“You are young, but wish to hold onto your beliefs,” said the tutor. “I suppose this is natural in many ways.”

“I’m serious! You tell me this story, and you expect me to believe it, and I respect your authority, but I also remember the pranks you’ve played on me.”

The tutor shook his head. “This is no prank.”

“Then tell me how you know,” Prince Marcus said. “Obviously, you have taught me not to listen to every rumor and whisper. Yes, the world is big and complicated, perhaps more than any one man can truly comprehend, but I must ask. That is what you taught me to do.”

“You are correct, Prince Marcus. If and when you assume the mantles of rulership, then you will be confronted with many unknowable questions. Many will offer advice, all while they understand that they will not be the ones to face the consequences of their actions. You will. This is perhaps the most difficult part of ruling. You may have power, but that doesn’t mean you have the knowledge to make the best choices.”

“I understand,” Prince Marcus replied.

His tutor smiled and shook his head. “Yes, I know you think that you do. You will gain a better understanding of this as time goes on. Unfortunately, experience is always the best of teachers.”

“Am I not entitled to my question?”

“You wish to know how we understand so much of The Garden.”

“Yes.”

“I was the historian for Razmon the Second.”

“The historian?”

A sad smile tugged at the old man’s mouth. He glanced into the distance again, all without seeing the elaborate art or fine stonework which surrounded them.

“That is correct. You see, Razmon the Second wished for there to be a literate man there, someone of letters who would be able to describe how he led his army into The Garden, captured these women, and turned them into wives and slaves.”

“That was you?”

“It was.”

“Then how did they defeat him? How did they defeat his army?”

“With skill of arms, cunning tactics, determination. In truth, there is sometimes no way to know exactly why one army defeats another. Yes, there are those moments when the answer should be obvious, but there are always lingering questions and doubts, especially in the minds of truly skilled commanders.”

“I see,” Prince Marcus said.

“Do you? Do you really?”

“Yes,” Prince Marcus said with a little bit more confidence this time. “There might be superficial reasons for why one army defeats another, but there could always be another explanation. Yes, something might look obvious. A much larger force couldn’t crush one that is far smaller. And yet, we have moments throughout history where outnumbered men have been able to win, either through cunning tactics or sheer determination.”

“Or perhaps there was a flaw in their opponents’ stratagem,” said the tutor.

“Yes. That is correct,” Prince Marcus replied.

For several seconds, the two of them settled into a peaceful silence.

“But if you were the historian, then why did the women of The Garden let you live?”

“Oh, they did more than simply allow me to live,” he replied. “They invited me to stay as their guest for an entire season.”

“I don’t understand.”

“And neither did I, not at the time.”

“Did they hold you as a hostage?”

“No,” said the tutor. “I wasn’t a hostage. I wasn’t there as part of a ransom either. Instead, they wished me to serve as a witness.” A mirthless chuckle resonated deep within his chest. “You see, the women of The Garden understand how peculiar their situation is. Yes, Razmon the Second had heard tales of their territory and wished to claim it for himself, but these women are not warlike, not on their own. They have mighty armies, and they know how to defend themselves, but they do not seek conquest.”

“How can you be so sure?”

“If they truly wished to conquer, then all of Egypt would have fallen beneath their boots by now.”

Prince Marcus inhaled. Instantly, he wanted to accuse his tutor of being wrong, of being senile, old, and foolish. At the last moment, he bit back those words.

“But they are women! And yes, I grant that they may have gotten lucky and defeated a mercenary force, but if they went up against real soldiers, they would have been completely destroyed! We would’ve had these women as slaves marching down our streets!”

“You didn’t see what I saw,” spoke the tutor. “And if you really stop and think about it, then you must ask yourself an important question: if these women are as weak as you believe, then why haven’t we captured their territory already? An oasis in the desert is valuable. An oasis can create a new city-state.”

“Then I will take it for myself,” Prince Marcus said as he made a fist and brought his elbow down to his side.

“Don’t make promises about what you will later regret. I understand the fire in your blood. You are a young man, and so you wish conquest and you look for choice targets. This is understandable. This is the way of things. But Marcus, you must also recognize that some opponents are greater than you.”

“Like who?”

“Would you challenge the gods?”

“No, of course not!”

“Would you challenge the desert storms?”

“No. That would be foolish,” Prince Marcus conceded.

“Then you should not challenge these women. They are stronger than you, Prince Marcus. We may not have their kind here, but something about these women is different. When I marched with Razmon, I saw what they could do. Their chariots ran hard and fast. They circled us almost immediately. Their arrows flew true. Not only that, many of the women ran forward. They didn’t simply march into battle. They sprinted as though carried by the winds of war.”

“They were women? Are you sure they weren’t some other creature?”

“At the time, my thoughts were the same as yours. As I saw the men fall, one after another, I had to believe that these were demons or some other strange creature. At home, our girls and women were demure and obedient. My sister never raised her voice, not once. She understood her place.”

“I have heard of your sister,” Prince Marcus acknowledged. “She is a fine woman.”

“She is indeed. She has been a loyal wife and has had many sons. That said, these other women spoke out. They lived like men, only they were more graceful and incredibly beautiful. Not only that, none of us can question their power.”

“How many of them fell during the battle?” Prince Marcus wished to know.

“None.”

Prince Marcus stared at his tutor for several long seconds. “I don’t understand.”

“None,” repeated the tutor. “None of the women warriors fell during the battle. A few may have been injured, but that was all. They successfully fought, encircling us, catching us, running us down, breaking our ranks, and herding us like cattle.”

“How did they fight?”

“They used to the traditional methods and tactics,” he said with a sigh. “They were just faster and stronger. I watched men who could swing their axes for hours without tiring get knocked to the sand. These women were just too much.”

“I see…”

“And yet, the spark of ambition hasn’t yet left your eyes.”

“The men who were captured? They were transformed as you said?”

“Yes. By the time these women were done with them, those powerful men looked like sweet, dainty girls. They were soft and demure. There were quiet. I spoke with several of them.”

“Did they give you any details?”

“No,” he said. “Rather, these former soldiers seemed almost nervous around me. They had lost all of their strength, all of their aggression. It had been stripped away, leaving them as nothing but beautiful, dainty ornaments.”

“Why didn’t this fate befall you?”

“I was there to witness,” he replied. “I was left to witness all of this and return to the Pharaoh.”

“If all of this is true, then these women must be punished. They must be put in their place.”

The tutor chuckled, knowing full well that he would never be able to convince the prince, not at this moment. With a few more years, perhaps the young man would become mature enough to recognize the foolishness of such a venture. But not yet. Not here. Not now.

Years later, Prince Marcus went to the Pharaoh, bent his knee and bowed his head. “My lord, I wish to take an army out into the desert, to find The Garden, to take its riches, and to bring them back in honor of your name.”

Prince Marcus had grown up to be a fine young man. With his dark hair, sun-darkened skin, and powerful muscles, he had learned to fight. Thanks to the work of his tutor, he knew how to think as well. He could imagine various scenarios and apply the principals of logic and rhetoric.

Prince Marcus was one of the Pharaoh’s most loyal and capable subjects.

“Go,” said the Pharaoh. “You go with my blessing. Take one half of one half of my army in addition to the men you might call on. Take them, seize this land, and restore our honor after the failure of Razmon the Second.”

The last Pharaoh never would have made this mistake, but this was a new generation of rulers. They were both young enough to see the world as an adventure without truly understanding the potential costs.

Thus, Prince Marcus found himself on his chariot. He held onto the reins for his horse, and Marcus stood behind him, bow and arrow ready in his hands.

The Pharaoh may have only sent one half of one half of his army, yet that meant several thousand men marched with Prince Marcus.

Back with the main body, General Khaleb saw to the minor details.

Unlike so many other nobles, Prince Marcus didn’t worry about stealing all of the glory. Having been the voice and face of this operation back at the court, Prince Marcus would enjoy the fruits of this victory.

Navigating the desert had been surprisingly easy. In fact, they hadn’t confronted any storms. The weather, while hot, hadn’t been oppressively so. In fact, many of the men had started to whisper that the gods themselves favored this venture.

Hot excitement burned through his veins as he lifted the reins, jerked them down, and pushed the horses faster. With the wheels of his chariot spinning, he rode straight toward the assembled women.

Their scouts had sighted the male army several days before, and Prince Marcus had expected some of his officers to insist they reconsider their plan.

At the time, he had said, “No. It matters not if they know we are coming. We will bring destruction down on them. We will take the best of them back as slaves and brides. We can do this. I know we can. We are the best troops in all of Egypt.”

His general had considered those words for several long seconds before finally agreeing, “I dislike going into battle against opponents we know so little about, but we can do this. Prince Marcus is a brave man, and I will follow him wherever he leads.”

And now, Marcus got to see whether or not his plan would succeed.

Up ahead, he saw the women in their dark, leather tunics. Many of them carried small, rounded shields on one arm and held short spears in the other. Behind them, others held onto bows and arrows.

Prince Marcus intended to break their formation. He and the other charioteers rode hard and fast. They shouted, calling out their war cries.

For a very long time, the women seemed utterly impassive, as though they hardly noticed the oncoming threat.

“We will take them. We’ll take them back in chains!” Prince Marcus called out. “We’ll sack their city, take their gold, and show these women that there is a natural order to the universe, one they must obey. They must obey us!”

His voice rang out across the air.

His men cheered him on.

He rode with the other chariots, and they went faster and faster.

With only thirty feet between them—now twenty—the women of The Garden burst into movement.

They didn’t maintain their formations. Instead, they ran to the flanks or leaped forward.

When Prince Marcus saw the move, he had to blink and rub his eyes, because that couldn’t have really happened. The women jumped, cresting through the air with amazing speed.

At first, Prince Marcus and some of the other men actually imagined that these women could fly!

But no, they landed, and one woman jabbed her spear straight into the spokes of his chariot. At once, the vehicle flew through the air, and now it was Marcus’s turn to feel the rush of wind.

It all happened so fast. He crashed back down against the sand and grit. Darkness swallowed him.

General Khaleb saw it all. The chariots were taken out in less than a few seconds. He didn’t even know if their archers or spearmen had the chance to ready their weapons!

“What shall we do?”

“How did they do that?”

“Are the gods against us?”

General Khaleb could hear those whispered and awestruck questions as they rippled through the army. At once, he growled and shouted, “We will take them! Nothing has changed! Nothing!”

His commanders raised their scimitars, and the blades shined under the morning sun. At once, the Army began to march forward. Their boots stomped down against the ground. It sounded like rhythmic thunder!

General Khaleb remained at the back of the mighty army with his messengers at the ready. He understood how quickly things could change.

And just as that thought crossed his mind, the women rushed forward.

They charged ahead with more speed and ferocity than any human had any right to possess.

The women rushed into the army, slamming down men with the butts of their spears, slamming their shields, and knocking soldiers out with one blow after another.

As general Khaleb watched all of this, he saw a woman break through the troops he had already sent forward.

He blinked, marveled at how these women could fight so ferociously. If they had been men, he would have had tremendous respect for them. But like so many of his ilk, General Khaleb knew that women had to respect the natural order of the universe. They were supposed to be wives and servants, nothing less and nothing more.

He drew his weapon, and the woman grinned at him. She had long black hair tied back into a beautiful ponytail. When she saw him, she pointed with her short spear and laughed, “I suspect you are the general. Is that correct?”

General Khaleb held out his arm, and one of his men slid a shield along his knuckles and forearm.

“I’m the man who is going to bring you down. And I will bring you back to my Pharaoh in chains. I will make sure you are sold off to a brothel!” General Khaleb said it, even if such decisions weren’t meant to be his.

The woman flashed a ferocious grin. She revealed the white of her teeth.

“I’m here for the general. Is that you or isn’t it?” She had the gall to actually sound bored!

“I am General Khaleb, Son of Zendrike the Brave, and I will lead my men to victory!”

This woman grinned, ran the tip of her tongue along her lips, and raced straight ahead.

It took all of his speed and determination to block that first strike.

Rather than stab at him as he might have expected, she swung the butt of her spear around. He ducked, leapt to the side, and tried to slash down with his scimitar.

In the next moment, she stepped forward, but only to distract him. He brought the shield up, blocked the blow, and felt the edge of her weapon slide along his scant protection.

And the right there in front of his men, the woman laughed again. “General Khaleb! You are going to make a wonderful plaything for me! But should you be a bride or should you be a slave? That is the question!”

“I am neither!” General Khaleb snarled. He tried to push himself forward. He leaned into the battle, slashing down. He took reckless risks because that was the only way he could keep up. If he used the traditional blocks and parries, he knew he wouldn’t have been fast enough to defeat this woman.

She spun, dodged to the left, deflected the edge of his scimitar, jumped, and kicked.

She caught him in the stomach, and he stumbled back. She landed in a crouch, hopped back up onto her feet, and flashed him another grin.

“You have spirit,” she said with another joyous laugh. “I like that. You see, my name is General Kelisani, and I will own you for myself.”

“You are the one who will be owned! You are the one who will be utterly taken and trained. Within a year, you’ll be on your knees, ready to serve and obey!” General Khaleb promised, but his words didn’t sound truly mighty or intimidating, not while he panted.

Yes, he was nearly out of breath. Although they had only fought for a few brief moments, he had never faced an opponent like this. Even with his tutors, men who had been stronger and far more experienced, General Khaleb never encountered someone like this woman.

General Kelisani wasn’t winded. She wasn’t breathing hard, and there wasn’t even any sweat on her brow.

He didn’t understand how such a thing could be possible.

With a roar, General Khaleb decided he had to take the initiative here. If he didn’t strike hard and fast, he might not get the opportunity.

This woman was arrogant; he could use that against her!

He rushed forward, kicking his boots down against of the sand. The grit kicked up into the air, and he slashed down again.

He channeled all of his strength and speed into bringing her down. But if she spoke the truth and she really was their general, then taking her out of the battle might mean victory for his forces!

General Kelisani smiled at him again. She stepped to the side, kicked out, knocked his feet out from under him, and sent this boy tumbling to the ground. He hit the dirt, and that’s when she looped something around his neck. She locked it in place.

His hand flew up, and he felt it.

A collar!

“You’re a wild animal,” General Amelia said. “You need to be tamed.”

Just a few feet away, his soldiers watched all of this happen.

But General Kelisani wasn’t done. She tied his hands behind his back. Then she tied his feet.

After that, she rose up, looked at the other men, and asked, “Who is next?”

These men were supposed to be some of the bravest Egypt had to offer. They had gone through countless campaigns, fighting, defending the borders, and protecting the pharaoh’s territory.

Even so, they had never, ever encountered someone like General Kelisani, so now they glanced back and forth at one another.

Then, with predictable, male aggression, they drew their weapons and rushed forward.

Within minutes, they were all tied up, collared, leashed, or simply unconscious on the ground.

“Wake up,” came her beautiful voice.

Prince Marcus started to roll around. He started to move slowly, especially because his head was pounding. He could feel some strange warmth, probably some slight swelling along his forehead.

When he tried to lift his hand, he failed completely.

Then his eyes opened, and he saw her.

She had dark brown hair, bright eyes, and an amazing body. At once, he could feel his desires stir within him even as he tried to recall exactly what had happened. His first thoughts? He assumed that maybe he had enjoyed himself too much the previous night. He understood what wine could do to a man’s mind, especially the following morning.

Only then he tried to move. He tensed his muscles, wanting to rub his head, and maybe consider again who he had woken up with. He hoped she would be grateful and ready for more…

But then he turned his head to the side, and he saw the rope around his right wrist. He tried to pull on his left arm. He found another rope holding him down. His arms and legs had been tied to this bed.

“Welcome, Prince Marcus,” she said, practically purring the words. “My name is Princess Sasha, and I’m looking forward to making you mine.”

He blinked again, looked up at her. She really was beautiful. She was tall and powerful, especially in those white silks. His eyes moved along the curve of her neck, down to her breasts.

But then he remembered the battle. “What happened? Where, where am I?”

“The Garden,” she said. “Welcome. This is my land. This is my city, and you are now my property.”

She allowed her eyes to run along his naked body. “I’m sure many of the women of your city will be disappointed that you won’t be returning.”

“Let me go,” Prince Marcus snarled. He jerked against of the ropes. They were silk, however and expertly tied, which meant he wasn’t going anywhere. Spread out in front of this woman, he was utterly trapped, and he knew it.

Still, Prince Marcus held onto his determination. In fact, he enjoyed this little fantasy of breaking free, grabbing this woman as a hostage, and using her to control her “warriors”.

Tensing his muscles, Prince Marcus tried so hard to break free. He tried to pull himself away from those cords around his wrists and ankles. His muscles tensed and flexed, and the young woman positioned above him grinned ferociously.

He twisted to the left, then the right.

He tried to concentrate on just one arm.

Nothing helped. As hard as he worked, he remained trapped on his back, spread out and powerless before her. That’s when she ran her fingers along his naked body.

Prince Marcus didn’t want to react, but Princess Sasha moved her hands up his shins, past his knees, and along his thighs. Then she kneeled there above him.

“Stop this,” Marcus demanded.

As a prince, he instinctively expected people to listen to him and to obey. Even as a child, he had been capable of ordering the palace staff around. Women and men, both young and old, routinely deferred to his authority.

But not here. Not now.

This woman with her shining brown hair just played with him. She stroked him and teased him. She watched as his body reacted. The muscles along his torso tightened, and she said, “Touching you is quite fascinating. I have never seen a man this close before. It’s a shame almost.”

“What? What’s a shame?”

“Your fate,” she said simply.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“You don’t, not yet, but you will.”

Even as she spoke, he remembered those conversations with his tutor. One phrase in particular seemed to reverberate in his skull: the Ritual of Isis.

“I want to play with you, Prince Marcus. I want to play with your body, to see you struggle as hard as you can before I transform you into my plaything.”

“You can’t transform me,” he said. His voice didn’t shake, and he sounded utterly confident, yet Marcus couldn’t be sure he really believed the words coming out of his own mouth. “I don’t care what kind of pacts you have made. No one possesses such power!”

“We do,” she said. “Besides, you don’t have a choice. You can’t stop me.”

Her hands moved up his body, and he stayed there on his back. He tried to twist away, but she grinned as his shaft hardened. “I’ve seen brides like this and slaves. Of course, you are far bigger than any of those former males.”

“What are you talking about?”

Her fingers brushed up along the underside of his scrotum and along his length. She teased him, playing with his body as she triggered those instinctive desires. He tried to fight back the storm of arousal, but he hadn’t succeeded, not yet.

Prince Marcus kept struggling and writhing even as he studied the dark shine in her eyes. He fought as hard as he could, but his efforts only entertained her. She found him to be amusing, a mild distraction, one which could make her laugh.

Then she wrapped her hand around his length. “Does this make you feel powerful? Does this make you feel important?”

“I am Prince Marcus, and I won’t be intimidated by you.”

“What about when I shrink you down? What about when I give you long, lustrous hair and put you on your knees? What about when the women all around you are taller and stronger?”

“You aren’t going to get away with this,” he said. “You won’t!” He bared his teeth like a wild animal, and so many other women and even warriors would have been intimidated by his ferocity.

Princess Sasha just grinned. “You know, I could decide to turn you into my bride. What do you think of that? Many of my advisors tell me that I need an heir. With the right magic, I could turn you into a breeder. You could be my breeder bride, a beautiful girl ready to give birth to my child. I imagine our daughter would be very powerful. Plus, she would have royal blood running through her veins from both of our families.”

“What are you talking about?”

Princess Sasha threw her head back and laughed at him. Oh yes, there was something so deliciously entertaining about his ignorance. Better yet, he tugged and jerked on his bonds every few seconds. Seeing him so powerless, especially when she had his manhood in the palm of her hand, made her shiver with anticipation.

The princess imagined the fun she might have with him.

But first, she intended to bask in his frustration and helplessness. With a precocious little smile, she played with him.

At first, Prince Marcus kept his mouth shut. He remained silent as though this woman couldn’t affect him. Yet each second sent those sparks of arousal running through his body.

She touched—teased—caressed his flesh and made him moan as the desires built within his body.

Prince Marcus did his best to remain stoic. He struggled hard not to make a sound or reveal any of the feelings flooding through his system.

Despite his best efforts, his lips parted, his body trembled, and she giggled playfully. Princess Sasha knew how to deal with boys. “It’s true,” she said. “Apparently men really are easy to manipulate. Just look. I have your most sensitive body part in the palm of my hand, and I can force you to enjoy this. You have been captured. You are owned. And yet, you still can’t help yourself!”

“I’m going to make you pay for this!” Prince Marcus growled back. “You won’t be able to keep me here forever. And when I break free, you will regret all of this!”

She smacked his thigh.

Prince Marcus blinked, shocked.

His nostrils twitched, and he growled, “Don’t you dare do that again.” This was foolish. He tried to give her some sort of ultimatum, only he had no leverage over her.

She smacked his thigh again, and his eyes watered. It was ridiculous. He had been trained for war and combat, yet this girl could just smack his bare skin whenever she saw fit.

“Poor boy. You don’t understand what’s happening here. You still think you can fight me. But you can’t, Marcus. You are going to be owned. You’re going to be mine. I haven’t quite decided if you’re going to be a slave or a bride yet. I like the idea of turning you into my bride. Did you know that the Ritual of Isis can strip away some of your memories? It’s true, Prince. I can rewrite you however I see fit. I can turn you into the perfect toy for all of my desires. I can make you yearn for the chance to serve me. You will see me as your superior.”

“Never!”

“And if I keep touching you, I can make you beg.”

Prince Marcus managed to defy her for several long minutes. She teased the tip of his shaft, stroked him, and played with his balls. Every soft, tantalizing caress made him think he might be able to get off.

But then she grinned as he started to shake. “Can you beg for me? Can you beg for the opportunity?”

The opportunity. If he played along, then she might allow him the release of an orgasm. Simultaneously, he understood that his chances were good.

Princess Sasha looked sadistic, like the kind of girl who enjoyed playing with her captive.

“Go on…” Sasha teased him. “We both know you’re helpless.”

“I’m not helpless!”

“The stop me,” she chided him.

She pulled her hand away, and another tremor of desperation rocked his body, but he could do little more than tug and strain uselessly against the cords holding him down.

“After this, I’m going to tie you up again, leash you, and bring you back to the temple. In just a few short weeks, you will be mine.”

As she uttered those words, Princess Sasha grabbed him by his cheeks. Her fingers pressed down against his flesh, and she reached for his shaft. In her free hand, she started rubbing him again, drawing him closer and closer to an orgasm.

“When I make you do this, I want you to understand what it really means. This is me controlling you, Marcus. This is me owning you.”

“Don’t. Don’t you dare!”

“Your people are weak. You allow men to lead. This is why you will always be inferior to us. Luckily for you, you will have the opportunity to be my property. You will be my obedient, feminized boy.”

“Never! That is never going to happen!” Marcus snarled out.

She stroked him again, moving her fingers quickly along his body. Every time she touched him, blazing pleasure coursed along his flesh. He tried so hard to resist it, to fight those desires back, but then she wrapped her fingers around his length, rubbed him harder and faster, and forced him to enjoy that spurting satisfaction.

She finished, patted him on the head, and reached for his bonds.

Exhausted by his ordeal, Prince Marcus didn’t actually understand what was going on. But then, he started to move his arms. The ropes. They were gone!

He tried to push himself up, but that’s when she grabbed the collar and slipped it around his neck. She drew it tighter and buckled it on. When Prince Marcus reached for her, he thought he would be able to grab her, hold her down, and assert himself as a man.

Instead, she snatched his wrist from the air, twisted, and pulled his arm behind his back.

Bright pain flashed along his limb and up into his spine. He tried to stay silent, but a gasp of dismay escaped his lips even as she started to tie his wrists behind his back.

Finally, she secured a leash to his collar. There. He was owned. The symbolism couldn’t be ignored or denied.

Marcus had tried to pull away, to escape her grip, but this girl knew exactly what she was doing. Worse, she moved faster than he could have anticipated.

“Come along,” she said. Then she pulled on his leash, and the naked prince had no choice but to follow.

“I’ve always wanted someone like you,” she said as she stroked his naked body.

He had been chained to a stone plinth, but General Khaleb didn’t give up.

He remained silent as he stared up at the black-haired woman. She had her hair still tied back into that ponytail, so every time she tilted her head to the side or turned away, he admired the sway of those beautiful locks.

“What’s happening?” General Khaleb finally asked.

The silence stretched out, suffocating his bravery.

He looked to his left then his right. He saw women in white. They remained silent even as they held open scrolls and began to whisper. The words sounded like a chant.

“This is the beginning of the ritual,” General Kelisani told him. “You see, you are going to be transformed. Currently, you are a man it, which can’t be tolerated in The Garden. You must be remade, re-forged, re-created.”

“I’m a valuable hostage,” he said as he tried to negotiate.

“We have no interest in your wealth or your money,” General Amelia replied. “You are a man, and that means you can only be rendered useful if you go through the ritual. Don’t worry. It won’t hurt you. But by the time you are done, you will feel like a very, very different person.”

He pulled on the chains, yanking them as hard as he could.

He knew it was futile. He would never be able to tear through iron, yet he still had to make the attempt!

Just as he was about to say something else, Khaleb realized there was a second stone slab right next to his. He didn’t understand who was about to join him.

The doors opened, and a beautiful woman with dark hair marched in. She held something in her hand, a leash.

At first, General Khaleb expected to see some wild animal like a lion escorted forward. Clearly, this was meant to be a demonstration of her strength and endurance.

Only then, he saw where the leash led: right to the neck of his prince. Marcus stumbled forward. Naked, collared, and with his hands behind his back, he didn’t exude the regal authority he normally carried with such ease.

“Gag both of them,” General Kelisani ordered.

At once, the other priestesses stepped forward. Someone shoved something into his mouth. He could taste the strange, ritualistic oils against his tongue and down to the back of his throat.

Although Prince Marcus attempted to fight, they quickly overpowered him. They stuffed the same ritualistic rags into his mouth, tied them in place, and effectively gagged him.

But that was only the beginning.

They picked him up, and he thrashed, kicking and punching, but the women held him easily. They maneuvered him like he was nothing but a living doll.

Just as they had done with Khaleb while he was unconscious, they chained Prince Marcus down. The metal manacles encircled his wrists and ankles.

He looked to his left, and General Khaleb looked to his right. These two men studied one another as they tried to lend each other strength and dignity.

Another woman came forward. She had pale hair, lighter skin, and a slender physique. She wore the same white robes of the priestesses.

“Today, we shall begin the Ritual of Isis. Today, we will take these men and transform them into something other, something more feminine.”

Feminine. The word was supposed to connote weakness and helplessness. After all, wives could never be much more than slaves to their husbands. As so many scholars pointed out, women were the inferior sex. They existed for their children and to obey their fathers or husbands.

Women were never intended to think for themselves. They couldn’t build an empire or change the world, at least according to those who held power back in their civilization.

Here in The Garden, the expectations were different.

These men needed to find a place. In order to make that happen, they had to endure.

“We begin with the tattoos,” said the priestess.

Several women stepped forward with sharp needles in their hands. Others held onto small pots of ink for them.

Biting down, both Prince Marcus and General Khaleb refused to make a sound. Even as their bodies were defaced, they had to hold out.

The pain wasn’t intense, but that wasn’t the point.

Again and again, Prince Marcus tried to come up with some the right violence or force which he might’ve been able to use against these women.

Next to him, General Khaleb did his best to think of some tactic he could use to negotiate. There had to be something these women wanted.

“What if we trade you for other men?” General Khaleb finally asked, breaking his prolonged silence.

General Kelisani smiled down at him. “Go on…”

“Prince Marcus and I are both valuable hostages. Right now, you have two men. You obviously have some desire for us. But if you give us back, you can have many more.”

“We aren’t interested in many more,” Said the other woman. “We are interested in you. A general and a prince. You shall make some of the best feminized boys we have ever seen here.”

“It’s a shame,” said General Kelisani as she reached down and stroked Khaleb. Her fingers glided along his cock, making him twitch, although he did a much better job resisting those tantalizing impulses than Marcus had.

“I might have been able to have fun with this, but I think I really want to you as one of the feminized boys.”

Khaleb stared at her hard. “Please. You have to reconsider…” he tried to say, only the gag in his mouth rendered those words utterly meaningless. He could make as much noise as he wanted, but the women weren’t going to be intimidated, nor would they reconsider their plans.

He flinched as one of the needles pressed to down against his skin, depositing its ink as they prepared him.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “Once everything is done, you will be much happier. I will see to it,” said the General.

“The moment you let me out, I will make you pay for this!” Prince Marcus snarled out at the women.

Several of the priestesses had stepped forward now.

They started to wrap the two men in white strips of fabric.

The material was tight against their skin. It was also strangely warm, like it contained some kind of special heat, a warmth that transcended the world as these men understood it.

The whispered chanting from before grew louder.

When they started to wrap the white fabric around his face, Prince Marcus struggled as hard as he could. He redoubled his efforts, turning his head from side to side as he attempted to escape or at least delay the inevitable for as long as possible.

He fought so hard, yet his valiant efforts changed nothing.

Soon, both of the boys were completely encased.

The sounds of the ritual grew louder. Not only that, someone poured warm water along both of their bodies.

The heat seemed to grow. It became more powerful as it soaked into their bodies.

Marcus and Khaleb could no longer see. The world had become a blurred white, yet they kept struggling, and the women smiled back and forth at one another now. Yes, this was what they all craved. This was precisely what they had hoped to witness.

Male aggression failed when compared to the power of the women who ruled The Garden.

The chanting grew louder as they called upon Isis.

The head priestess raised her hands, channeled her connection with her deity, and told all who to hear her, “Like this, we beseech the goddess. We ask her for her help. The world is stained by manhood. These males are just two more examples. They, like the others, must be remade. They must be transformed into something better, something more pleasing!”

“I don’t care what they try to do to me,” Prince Marcus told himself. He mumbled the words, yet the women’s voices still drowned out every sound he tried to make.

The chanting continued. The sounds seemed to wash over both of the men.

Trapped and helpless underneath those strips of fabric, they may have struggled. Or not.

Both Prince Marcus and General Khaleb could feel their thoughts start to drift. Something was happening to them. The sounds of the chanting seemed to get farther and farther away.

Before long, the world seemed as though it had floated away. Neither of these men could think clearly. They couldn’t put their ideas together, and they didn’t even care.

As their struggles subsided, General Kelisani looked at the princess. “I think they will be perfect for us.”

“I agree,” Princess Sasha said. Then she turned back to the boys. Sure enough, they looked utterly sedate now. With the holy oils soaking into their bodies and the magic seeping into their flesh, they would soon be very, very different.

Princess Sasha couldn’t wait to witness the moment when they woke up!

“We will see you once the transformation is complete,” Princess Sasha promised.

Princess Sasha and General Kelisani walked down the steps into the depths of the temple. Their sandaled feet carried them down into the gloom.

Oftentimes, the brides and slaves would wake up with priestesses surrounding them.

The two sisters had decided to wake them up on their own. The high priestess had already evaluated the former men. It was time to see exactly what happened and how perfect they would be.

“Are you going to rename the general?” Princess Sasha asked.

“Kali,” General Kelisani replied.

“A good name,” Sasha said with a respectful nod.

Moments later, the two women stood in front of the stone plinths where their feminized boys now waited for them.

“And you?” General Kelisani asked.

“Antonia,” Sasha replied. “I don’t see the point in altering the name more than necessary. Still, I think she’s going to be happy with it once she settles in.”

“Would you like to go first?”

“If you don’t mind,” General Kelisani replied. She reached to down for her belt, drew the blade, and approached the first stone slab. She looked down at the wrapped and bound form of her new lover.

She started to cut through the fabric, but that wasn’t enough to wake Kali. That would require the incantation.

“It’s time for you to awaken, dear one,” General Kelisani said. “You will be my obedient servant girl. You shall service me with your mouth, your hands, and every other inch of your body. You will do as you’re told. Obedience shall be your gift.”

As those words hit the air, they resonated through the figure there on the slab.

General Kelisani slid the blade down, sliced through the fabric, and exposed her skin.

Before, he had been rough and calloused. Now her fingertips were smooth and soft. She had slender fingers, adorably narrow shoulders, a long neck, and high cheekbones. As more and more of the fabric fell away, General Kelisani admired this beautiful creature.

Strictly speaking, she wasn’t going to be a woman, especially because she still retained some hint of her manhood. And yet, those genitals had shrunken down, making it clear this individual was no longer a man.

In fact, if “Khaleb” tried to go back, the other warriors and soldiers would have laughed.

“May I take her?” General Kelisani asked.

“By all means,” Princess Sasha answered with a wave of her hand.

General Kelisani gave her sister the blade, scooped Kali up into her arms, and carried her from the temple. It would take Kali a little while to wake up.

Her body had already gone through so much. There would need to be time for rest and recovery.

Left alone with the bound former prince, Sasha contemplated what she would do. She imagined the different possibilities. Yes, the tattoos told a story, but Sasha understood what kind of flexibility a woman like her possessed.

“I could turn you into a slave,” she said although the former boy wouldn’t be able to hear her or understand her. “Or I could make you into so much more. Either way, it will be my decision.”

She exhaled slowly, held up the blade, and called out to her goddess, “Isis, I thank you. I think you for the gift of The Garden, for the power you have bestowed upon us. We serve you and your honor. We stripped the world of this masculine stain and replaced it with something beautiful.”

With those words ricocheting off of the stone walls, she cut through the fabric, exposing more and more of Antonia’s beautiful skin. Her hair was longer, her cheek bones higher. She looked thinner and smaller. Inch by inch, Sasha continued to cut until she found the naked, feminized boy.

Just as General Amelia Kelisani had done, Sasha picked this transformed a boy up and carried her out of the temple and across the threshold.

“Where am I?” asked the former general.

“Kali,” came a voice, “You are in my quarters. These are my private chambers, and I thought we could spend some time together. I thought we could have some fun.”

“Kali?” she tried to ask, uttering the syllables as though they came from some difficult foreign tongue.

“That’s right,” General Kelisani replied as she looked down at the naked, bound form of her new servant. “That’s your name.”

“What? No…no, that’s not my name,” she tried to say. “My name is…”

“Go on,” General Kelisani said with a giggle. “You can do it.” She smiled brightly as she waited for her new slave to try as hard as she could.

The newly transformed slave girl tried as hard as she could to sift through her memories. She looked for the right answer. Dozens of different possibilities came. She considered those names, but none of them felt right.

“Your name is Kali,” Kelisani said, turning those words into a promise. “Your name is Kali, and you belong to me now. You’re going to be my obedient servant. You used to be a man, but now you are something else. A feminized boy, a servant girl, a slave girl, call yourself whatever you want, but you belong to me. That’s what you need to understand most of all.”

General Kelisani grabbed Kali by her wrists, pushed her down, and straddled her.

“I, I don’t know about this…” Kali said.

She knew she was supposed to hate this name. It wasn’t supposed to be accurate. It wasn’t supposed to reflect the person she knew she should have been. Even so, the syllables felt right inside of her head now.

And then it didn’t matter because General Kelisani started kissing her.

Amelia’s soft lips pressed down against her body, and Kali couldn’t deny the pleasure which started coursing through her. It resonated in her lips and flashed a down along her cheeks and straight into her core.

Her tiny cock hardened, and she shivered because she knew she should have been bigger. Echoing memories of the man she had once been flashed through her.

Amelia pulled away and looked down into her eyes. “You will give me massages, bathe and serve me. I’ve always wanted a slave, but I wanted someone worth my time and attention. That’s you, Kali.” As she spoke, she brushed the back of her hand down Kali’s cheek.

If Kelisani tried really hard, she could still see some of Kali’s old features from before the Ritual of Isis. Those were echoes of a warrior, only now Kali looked so soft and dainty.

“This isn’t right,” Kali started to say.

“Would you rather struggle right now, or would you rather have me kiss you?”

Kali blinked. It was obvious she yearned to summon her warrior’s will and rage. Back on the battlefield, she remembered that sensation of believing she could do anything. It reverberated through her like the memory of a soft touch.

Only now Kelisani brushed her fingers along her cheek. She gently stroked and petted this servant girl. “You know, I believe you are the prettiest servant girl I have ever seen. You are probably second only to Princess Sasha’s new bride.”

“Who is that?”

“Is that something you really want to worry about right now?” Kelisani asked.

“I—” Kali started to speak, only to have her words cut off by a soft, gentle kiss.

Then it became something stronger and more powerful.

Amelia pressed her mouth down, and she kept her hands on Kali’s wrists. The newly transformed servant girl tried to push or pull away. She wiggled a tiny bit, but Kelisani hardly noticed. Back when she had been a warrior, Kali had tried so hard to defeat Amelia, and she had failed utterly. Now that her muscles had been shrunken down along with the rest of her body, she didn’t stand any kind of chance.

Still, Kelisani enjoyed those wiggles for the moment.

“I love kissing you,” Kelisani said when she broke away.

“This, this isn’t right. I’m not supposed to be like this.”

“Like what?”

Kali seemed to answer honestly, which was a different kind of adorable. “My voice. There’s something wrong with my voice. And my body, it just doesn’t feel right.”

“Which part? This part?” Amelia grabbed Kali’s wrists, crossed them over her head, pressed down with one hand, and reached with her free hand between her legs.

Kali’s eyes widened as she realized what was about to happen. Again, she wiggled and squirmed, desperate for escape, but that wasn’t going to happen.

General Kelisani found her balls and that micro-penis. She started stroking and teasing her, running her pinky along her length.

“No. Please. Please, don’t do that!” Kali pleaded.

“What’s wrong?” Amelia asked as she felt Kali stiffen. Her body responded to those stimuli. “I can tell you like it, Kali.”

For a moment, Kali looked like she wanted to insist that wasn’t her name once again. Only then she arched her back, pulled with her arms, and kicked out with her feet.

Through all of it, Kelisani couldn’t help but enjoy herself.

“I’m going to make sure you enjoy your new status,” Kelisani promised. “You should feel lucky. Other servant girls simply get used or sold off. But that’s not going to be you, Kali. You are going to be cherished as my favorite possession.”

“Why? Why me?”

“Your value comes from the servant girl you are now, plus the man you used to be.”

“Yes. Please. Change me back!”

“Why would I want to do something like that?” Kelisani inquired. She sounded genuinely curious.

“Because…” Kali struggled to come up with an answer, only Kelisani started stroking and teasing her most sensitive spots, working her fingers along those lines between her legs.

Kali arched her back, only this time it wasn’t from some desperate desire to escape.

“You see,” Kelisani said. “You like this. You might not want to, but you can’t help yourself.”

Right then, Kelisani expected something like gratitude. After all, she had watched as other servant girls went through moments just like this.

As a general, she had watched many of the previously captured warriors endure the Ritual of Isis. Those men may have been gruff, dangerous, and powerful before they were wrapped in the ritual bands, soaked in the sacred oils, and exposed to the goddess’s magic, but then they emerged, transformed.

Better.

Men were ugly. Bulky, aggressive, harsh.

As servant girls, they could be sweet, small, petite and dainty. They could look shyly around every room, suddenly nervous as they recognized just how much smaller that had become.

So often, a few extra inches of height made men think they were destined to rule the world. But after the ritual, these same males became eager servants. It was something about the pitch of their voices, the smallness of their bodies, and the ease with which The Garden’s women could control them that made these men so malleable.

But Kelisani’s favorite part was right here!

Kelisani had watched and witnessed other women take their servant girls, hold them down, touch and tease them until they surrendered.

Those servant girls suddenly understood their place as they were brought closer and closer to a climax. They couldn’t help it. And each time, there was this moment of incredible delight.

Yes, those same feminized boys fought hard to hold onto their previous identities because they wanted to think of themselves as fighters and warriors: men who could challenge the established order. They may have sworn fealty to the Pharaoh, but they had power.

They weren’t women.

But after attacking The Garden, they became playthings.

And as they were touched and teased, brought closer and closer to a climax, they started to accept this. It became an inevitability, something they could neither resist nor defy.

Kelisani waited for that moment here. She kept anticipating the rush of satisfaction as Kali gave in.

The general wanted to see her servant girl moan, pant, to see her red lips part as she accepted her place.

But somehow, Kali continued to bite down, stare off, and resist. At the same time, her lips moved, but they didn’t follow some moaning gasp of acquiescence or surrender.

“I won’t give in. I won’t!”

“Tell me your name,” Kelisani commanded. She continued to brush her cock, gently stroking and teasing that tiny, stiffened member. At the same time, she easily held Kali down, making sure this former general couldn’t go anywhere.

Kali’s muscles tensed and twitched.

Even if she had enjoyed her old strength, she still wouldn’t have been able to resist or really fight back. Whether she liked it or not, she had been weakened. She was a bobble now, a cute little ornament who could only serve and obey.

“Tell me,” Kelisani commanded.

When Kali gave in and told the truth, the ritual would be complete, and she would surrender utterly.

“Kali!” said the newly transformed servant.

“Again,” Kelisani said even as her pinky continued to slide and stroke, teasing this helpless girl more and more. “Say it again. Say it again because you know the truth. Say it again because you know who you are now.”

“Kali! Kali—it’s Kali!” cried out the former general.

Kelisani grinned. Her eyes blazed as Kali gave in and surrendered those shreds of the warrior she had once been.

“Good. Very good,” Kelisani said. True to her word, she continued to tease the former general until her servant couldn’t help it. The rush of pleasure rocked through her body, turning her on. She came hard, and then she was panting, gasping and crying out as the pleasure overwhelmed her.

She lost control and surrendered completely to that moment in her new body.

Not only that, she had no choice but to love it. The Ritual of Isis turned this moment into a pinnacle of bliss, a second of pure clarity.

“You’re ready to serve me,” Amelia said.

If Antonia had known about the alternatives, then maybe she would have begged for mercy.

While General Kelisani looked forward to seducing Kali into submission and subservience, Sasha took a different approach.

Pain.

When Antonia’s vision cleared, this newly transformed, pretty servant girl didn’t find herself on a sumptuous bed surrounded by silks. Instead, she had her arms and legs spread, her naked body on display with her face pressed up against a stone wall.

Sasha couldn’t quite help herself. As she held the whip in her hand, she pondered the bound servant girl in front of her.

Marked by her tattoos, she looked amazing, especially with those toned legs, that cute posterior, and that narrow waist. Every curve along her body seemed perfect to Princess Sasha…

She licked her lips, contemplated exactly what might happen, and came forward. “You might not believe me, but I know exactly who you are. I know exactly the kind of boy you used to be. But don’t worry. I’m going to break you of those terrible habits. I will teach you to obey and serve. I will make you into something better: my bride or my slave.”

“No! No, you’re not going to get away with this!” Antonia called out.

She hated speaking now. There was something so demeaning about her squeaky voice. She sounded cute rather than fierce or intimidating. No one would fear her now. She was just a petite girl.

“You will bow at my feet and acknowledge me as your mistress,” Sasha promised.

Pulling against the manacles, Antonia clenched her eyes shut and refused to believe it.

For just a moment, she dipped her head down, looked along the length of her body, and shivered. The lines and curves of her frame now felt like an alien landscape.

For so long, her body had felt natural and right. She had grown up, ready to fight and serve her people. But now she wasn’t so sure. Now she didn’t know what would come next.

When she decided to invade The Garden, it was supposed to be easy. These women were supposed to be soft targets!

Sasha generously allowed her acquisition to ponder her fate.

Then the Princess pulled her arm back, reveled in the weight of the whip, jerked it forward, and brought it down hard. The tip slashed out through the air and snapped against Antonia’s helpless bicep.

The pain shot through her, and her eyes started to water instantly. She felt like she was going to cry!

As a man, Antonia never would have shown weakness. She was supposed be better than that! Girls and women could cry. Not men. Never men. They were better than this. They deserved all of their power and prestige because they could handle the world outside of the home.

Only then Sasha brought her arm back, reveled in the moment, and sent the tip of the whip flying forward again.

The whip bit down again and again, scratching and burning against her flesh. The red lines appeared, one after another.

Although Sasha was careful not to damage her property, she still reveled in those little gasps, squeaks, and cries of dismay.

Pretty soon, Antonia was whimpering.

“Face it, sweet servant girl,” Sasha teased, “You are no longer a Prince. You aren’t royalty. You are mine, and I will decide what to do with you. Perhaps if you beg for the chance, I will allow you to be my bride. I can perform another ritual.”

“Never!” Antonia called out, practically shrieking the words. “I’m not going to give in! I won’t let you defeat me! I am better than this!”

“Better than this? Better than what?”

“I’m not a girl! I will never be a girl!”

Sasha contemplated what she would like to do next for two or three seconds. In that span of time, her prisoner glanced up at the manacles around her petite wrists. Then she looked down along her body again and saw the other shackles around her ankles.

Antonia tried so hard to squirm free, to wiggle her wrists and somehow slide her hands out of those restraints.

“I have no problem being harsh with you,” Sasha said. “That’s because you don’t know what you are yet.”

In quick succession, the tip of the whip flew out, struck hard, and made Antonia cry out again and again. The tip hit her right shoulder, her left butt cheek, one of her legs, then her arm.

“You aren’t a woman,” Sasha promised her. “Don’t worry about that. You will never be able to ascend to those heights of perfection. You are, however, a feminized boy.”

“No, that’s not true,” Antonia squeaked in her adorably feminized tones.

Lowering the whip, Sasha sauntered forward. She reached up and around before gliding her palm along her shaft.

Obviously, Antonia recognized the sensations of arousal. She could feel that delicious energy as it pulsed through her body.

When she had been a prince, Antonia had her pick of the servant girls back at the palace. Those young women, poor and helpless, knew they couldn’t dare resist the advances of someone like Prince Marcus.

But now, Antonia realized something. If she went back to the palace, she would become a target.

“That’s right,” Princess Sasha said. “You’re starting to figure it out for yourself, aren’t you?”

Clinging to hope, Antonia pleaded, “You could change me back. Please. You could change me back! You could make me into the man I used to be…”

“But the world is better this way,” she said.

“No it’s not! I know I can be a real man. Please!”

Sasha burst out laughing. The sounds seemed to slam down against him as she dismissed everything he suggested.

“No,” she said, “I would never do that to you, my sweet, feminized boy.” Just as General Kelisani had done in another part of the palace, Sasha brushed her fingers along her cheek and down her neck. Then, to be especially cruel, she moved her fingers over those red welts.

“I don’t want to be a feminized boy!”

“And I didn’t want my city to be attacked by some foolish male,” she replied.

Antonia bristled, knowing that she couldn’t defend herself for what she had done.

Although Prince Marcus had never enjoyed diplomacy, this girl now realized she had no choice. “Please. Please, accept my apology. Please, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. If you would release me. I would beg for forgiveness!”

Truly, Antonia didn’t know whether or not she expected any of that to work, but she didn’t expect this.

Princess Sasha casually smacked her ass. Sasha’s hand flew down hard and fast, striking against Antonia’s pert bottom.

This was just a spanking.

It wasn’t supposed to hurt a warrior.

Only Antonia wasn’t a warrior anymore. She had become so much less.

She squealed, struggling now as hard as she could, but the shackles remained in place and held her against the wall.

“This is who you are. This is what I can do to you. No one here is ever going to change you back, Antonia. Face it. You are mine!”

She struck harder now. She made sure the pain reverberated through her body. Her eyes were wet, and the tears ran down her cheeks.

Through all of this, Sasha ruffled and laughed. She savored every moment for one simple reason: she understood how men saw women. No matter which city they came from, the expectations were all the same: women were supposed to be weak. They were supposed the docile, inferior, and utterly subservient.

No.

Not here.

The women who lived in The Garden understood the truth. They recognized the simple fact of female superiority.

As she ran her the tip of her tongue along her lips and the edges of her teeth, Sasha pinched Antonia’s backside.

“Unless you promise to be an obedient servant right now, I’m going to grab the whip and have some fun.”

Thinking back to her time as Prince Marcus, the servant focused on one memory. She remembered how important it was for her to remain strong, lest she disappoint her subjects, her tutors, and her family…

Somehow, Antonia managed to stay quiet.

That’s why Sasha shrugged, giggled, and said, “Good. I was hoping you would make this fun for me.”

With the whip in her hand, she drew the implement back, aimed, and struck hard.

The pain exploded through her body, but Antonia maintained her silence for just two or three seconds.

“I know you think I’m being harsh with you, and I am, but only because I know exactly what will be best for you!”

Antonia had no idea whether or not she would break. She couldn’t predict exactly how her mind and body would respond, but she had to hold out. She needed to resist for as long as she could!

“Serve me,” General Kelisani commanded.

Kali was down on the floor, curled up on one side. Even so, she glared up at her captor. “No.”

Kelisani, naked and ready for her own satisfaction, tilted her head and looked down at the servant girl. “No?” Kelisani asked, repeating the word as though she had never heard it before.

“I won’t!” Kali may have looked adorable, feminized and helpless there on her side, but her expression still blazed with ferocity. She looked almost intimidating.

Kelisani narrowed her eyes. “I can’t believe this. Really? You think you will resist me? You think you will defy me?” Rancor started to ripple through her voice.

Kali didn’t know what to do.

She crawled up onto her hands and knees. She looked up at this powerful woman standing over her. “I won’t just surrender. I’m not going to be your servant!”

“Oh yes, you will,” Kelisani promised. Only now she grabbed the naked, feminized boy by her hair and pulled.

Kali had no idea what was going to happen. She couldn’t anticipate what this woman had in mind, only the general strode through the palace, forcing Kali to scramble to keep up as best she could. She nearly fell several times, only to feel that painful yank on her scalp.

They navigated through the palace, traversing one corridor after another.

Several guards saw Kali and General Kelisani, but they discreetly kept in their gazes aimed elsewhere. They recognized that the anger on their commander’s face, so they decided not to intercede.

The palace seemed enormous to Kali, but she didn’t try to argue or plead. Instead, she managed to protect some sliver of dignity by remaining quiet except for a few frantic whimpers. As hard as she tried, she couldn’t retain her old, militaristic stoicism.

They came to a set of double doors, Kelisani shoved them open, and then she pushed the servant girl into a large room.

“This is the slave pen,” Kelisani yanked Kali closer. Leading down so only the former general could hear, Kelisani whispered, “These are some of your soldiers. What do you think?”

Kali looked up, and her eyes flashed wide as she tried to comprehend what she had just heard. She believed Amelia, yet an instinctive disbelief raced through her mind.

No. That couldn’t be true.

Kali had worked so hard with her men. She had trained them, day after day, week after week, and year after year. She knew their names. Or least, she had once known their names.

Now she saw the slaves, only they weren’t men.

They had also endured the Ritual of Isis.

Inside of this large room, Kali found herself looking at dozens of feminized boys just like her. As she saw their confused faces, she tried to come up with some kind of plan. When her thoughts turned blank, she instead tried to remember their names.

Just one.

She used to know every soldier in her army. This was just one more facet of her skill as a general.

And yet, their names were gone, erased along with their gruff features, bulky arms, and muscled legs. Instead, they all looked like pubescent girls except for their shrunken genitals.

“Hello, everyone,” Kelisani called out. She may have been alone, but she didn’t need to worry about these feminized boys. They were no threat to her.

She was a woman, while they were just servants and slaves.

Even now, they cowered away from her. A few glanced at her with barely disguised anger or rage, but they couldn’t confront her. No one was courageous enough for something like that!

“Some of you may already know me. If not, allow me to introduce myself,” she announced. “I am General Kelisani, and I’m the architect of your defeat. The fate you all face now is my responsibility. I bear it with joyous honor.”

Sure enough, a couple of the feminized boys stepped forward. They knew that they didn’t stand a chance against her, but they were still angry.

Others seemed confused, like they didn’t understand what was going on.

Of course, that was all part of the ritual as well. The priestesses, when they initiated the ritual, decided exactly how much they wished to leave of the original male. Sometimes, their bodies were transformed. Sometimes, their minds. Sometimes both.

The priestesses knew exactly what they were doing; they understood how to manipulate the male form, reshaping it into something far more pleasing and useful.

“As you spend the rest of your lives of working and serving, remember my name. I am General Kelisani, Daughter of the Layalana Ashara, and I come to you with a gift. This isn’t an offering since I don’t owe any of you respect. That said, I will give you the chance to vent some of your frustrations.”

All at once, Kali tensed up. She looked over to Kelisani, and that’s when Kelisani whispered, “You had your chance to serve me. Since you insisted on being defiant, I guess this is what we have to do instead.”

Kali whispered frantically. “No. Please. Don’t. Please, I’m sorry! Look, I messed up, but I’m sorry! I’m so—”

The general cut her off by shoving her forward. “Servants, I would like you to meet Kali, formerly your commander. Before going through his ritual, he told me that he would trade all of you for his freedom. Not only that, he even offered to go back to your kingdom, to recruit more men, and to lead them into an ambush, if only I would set him free…”

With a terrified squeak, Kali called out, “No! that’s not true!”

General Kelisani grinned, leaned forward, and whispered to her slave, “This is it. This is your last chance. Will you obey?”

Kali, however, didn’t look back at her owner. Instead, she continued to stare out at the flock of pretty girls. Once, they had all been soldiers, warriors who could instill fear in their enemies all across the known world. Now?

Now they were a bunch of beautiful, dainty girls.

Despite the fear coiling through Kali’s chest, she gulped, focused on General Kelisani, and demonstrated her courage, “Never. I’m never going to cooperate. I’m never going to be your obedient servant! Never!”

General Kelisani shoved the pretty, feminized boy forward. Kali stumbled, so her former soldiers took the opportunity. They grabbed her, threw her down, and she soon disappeared amongst the gracefully lithe bodies, all while the general laughed.

“I think you need another dose of the whip,” Princess Sasha said with a sadistic purr. Sure enough, she had the whip bundled up once again, and she brushed the leather curve along Antonia’s slender shoulders.

“No…”

“Are you sure about that? Are you sure I shouldn’t continue to work on you?”

“No, please…” said the former prince.

“Did you know that my sister is working on your general right now? There is a certain symmetry to this, don’t you think? Your most loyal follower will soon be a slave. And what will you be? Oh, that’s right. You will be my bride…or my slave.” She brought the curve of the whip up to her lip and grinned, “I still haven’t decided.”

“I, I don’t care what you decide…” said Antonia. She tried so hard to summon more courage, yet her voice kept shaking. She couldn’t help it! Some vital part of herself had been stripped away by the Ritual of Isis. She wasn’t a man; she had to face this fact.

But with the core of her manhood, they seemed to take away her bravery and courage as well! It wasn’t fair, and now she felt like she wanted to cry.

Sasha strode up to the bound, feminized boy, and brushed her hand along the back of her neck, down to the small of her back, then along her naked buttocks.

Some of the welts from before remained, Sasha noticed, as another rush of arousal spread through her body.

She loved having Antonia in this position, chained to the wall once again.

“You know, we can do this over and over,” Sasha promised.

Antonia shook. Those little tremors ran through her body.

“It’s true,” Sasha continued. “I am in charge of this palace, and you have to understand that you are never going to escape. Even if I release you and let you go, my guards can bring you back to me in the span of a few seconds.”

“No!” Sasha protested. “That’s not true!”

“Oh? Do you really think that if you could escape this room, you would be able to get out of the palace? What then? Where would you go?”

“I… I…”

“Silly little feminized boy,” she said with a shake of her head. “Even if you could return to your country, what would happen? What would they do with you?”

Some of the moisture drained away from Antonia’s mouth as she contemplated that eventuality. Sure enough, she had fantasized about escape, especially while the whip was cracking down against her shoulders, her back, her legs and her buttocks. Only now, she tried to see past that the fantasy’s obvious flaw.

“We have scholars. Maybe they could turn me back!”

Another rush of laughter washed over Antonia. Her captor kept laughing for several long, torturous seconds. “Oh, that’s never going to happen,” Sasha promised. “Our magic is esoteric and unusual. Your scholars may be well-versed in the hearts of history and natural philosophy for a group of men, but they know very little of The Garden, and I’m certain they don’t comprehend the intricacies involved in the Ritual of Isis.” The Rituals would always be a mystery to most of humanity.

“You don’t know that!” Antonia persisted. She had to say something; she had to argue.

“Perhaps you’re right. But then, would they even bother?”

Antonia froze.

She may have been chained to the wall, powerless and unable to even turn to face her captor, but she still tried to think through the possibilities. While a prince and a member of the royal household, Antonia had been well-trained. Part of this meant strategizing, so she tried to go through the different possibilities.

And yet, she knew her own culture quite well. She understood that men asserted themselves on the field of battle or birthright.

Antonia no longer looked like the man she had once been. She couldn’t pass herself off as some warrior. She was smaller, shorter, slight and lean. She looked cute for a girl, but that was all. She couldn’t even pass for a real woman! She wasn’t tall enough or powerful enough to match any of The Garden’s inhabitants, and she knew it.

“I could build support,” Antonia protested. “I have gold.”

“And who would you trust? Marauders? Mercenaries? Raiders?” Sasha chuckled. “Actually, maybe I should let you go and spend all of your money. You could hire thousands of men to rush right at us. And you know what would happen when we caught them?”

Antonia understood precisely what she meant.

“I don’t care,” Antonia said. “I don’t care what you say. I will keep fighting you. I will fight, and I will win!”

“That’s not what you said the last time I brought the whip down on you,” she replied.

Another shiver ran through Antonia’s pert body. Her breathing came quicker, the curves of her chest rose, and she didn’t want to respond. Only now, Sasha came up behind her, started petting her, and it felt delicious. Wonderful pleasure roared through her body, rippling out from her back into her chest, down her legs, and especially between her thighs.

She could feel herself stiffen, not that it mattered.

Her cock was so tiny now! It may as well not have existed at all! It was just a reminder of the man she had once been.

With the embarrassment running through her body, she tried to ignore the fear. She tried to ignore what Sasha said to her.

“I love having you like this. But you know, I think I need to work on breaking your spirit, silly little plaything.”

“Does that, does that mean more pain?” Antonia asked as her voice quivered.

“It might,” Sasha answered. “Or maybe it will mean your freedom.”

“I don’t understand!”

“You are so precious when you sound like a silly little ditz,” Sasha said. Then she brushed her fingers along her body. She teased and touched the naked, feminized boy. “It’s going to be very simple. You and I are going to play game. I’m going to let you out of the shackles, and you’re going to have a choice. You can try to escape and flee this palace. You may be able to get out of the city. If you do, your choices will be yours, and you will have your life to lead.”

“What life could I have if I’m stuck like this?”

“Go spend your gold,” she taunted. “Gather your army and try to come back.”

“I will!”

“But if you run and if you get caught and if you are brought back to me, I will make sure you pay for it. It will be brutal and painful.”

“No!” Antonia squeaked. All of her bravery from her past life had faded away, leaving her feeling utterly vulnerable and completely powerless in the face of this mighty woman.

Sasha didn’t have the look like a traditional warrior. She didn’t need massive muscles, shining armor, or mighty weapons. Instead, she exuded something else, a feline confidence and an incredible stare that made Antonia quiver and quake.

“Of course, there is an alternative…”

“What?” Antonia asked as she reached out for any shred of hope she might be able to find.

“You could simply stay here. You could remain on your knees and promise me your fidelity.”

Antonia felt her nostrils twitch. “Never! I am never, ever going to do that!”

“Then let’s see what you can do,” Sasha reached up and opened the shackles.

Antonia immediately turned around. She looked back at Sasha and wondered if she should try to tackle the other girl. She could take her tormentor, hold her down, and maybe even use her as a hostage. The ideas sounded so alluring inside of her head, only then she glanced down at her diminutive frame, and she knew instantly that it wouldn’t work.

As frustrating as it was to admit, Antonia knew she would never be strong enough or powerful enough to defeat a woman like Sasha in a fair fight. Maybe if Antonia had drugs or could ambush this woman, she may have stood a chance.

Unfortunately, she didn’t enjoy any of those advantages, which meant she would be destined to failure.

“Go,” Sasha said as she pointed toward the doorway. “Go if you really think you can escape. But if you know that you are mine already, lower yourself to your knees, bow down, and surrender to your superior.”

Holding her breath, Antonia didn’t move right away. Instead, she started to contemplate the very serious possibility of lowering herself down and accepting her fate.

No!

Antonia had been raised as a mighty prince; she wouldn’t and couldn’t accept defeat like this. Even if her army had been destroyed, she had to escape!

Slinking forward, she moved along on her bare feet. She turned back and wondered if maybe she should ask for some clothing or something. Obviously, she would need a disguise.

Sasha seemed to have the same thought at the same moment because she told her, “You will definitely want to find an outfit. If you made it all the way back to your country naked, what would they do with you? Would they slip a collar around your neck in turn you into a sex slave?”

Yes.

Antonia decided not to say it, however. She already knew the truth.

“I was raised to be a fighter. I was raised to win,” Antonia said as she pushed out as much courage just she could possibly manage.

“How cute,” Sasha replied.

Naked but determined, Antonia slipped out into the hallway. It was time for this feminized boy to make her escape!

The pretty little thing once known as General Khaleb tried to pull away. She tried as hard as she could to pull herself free, but the other feminized boys held her down.

She jerked her arms and legs.

The others may have been weak as well, but it hardly mattered. There were just so many of them!

“You did this to us! You led us to defeat!”

“Make him pay!”

“Make her regret every decision she has ever made!”

The chants roiled through the air and washed over Kali’s nubile body. She was naked and vulnerable, just like the others. Unlike the others, she doesn’t have a bunch of friends or allies to help her.

She looked up, saw murderous intent in their eyes, and wondered what they would do to her. Then the ideas started to flare through her brain. She imagined getting beaten down or ripped apart.

Only their leader, a feminized boy whose hair had turned to a shade of golden yellow, glared down. She raised a fist, lifted her knuckles, and got ready. Her hand quivered above Kali, but the former general didn’t feel the blow land.

It never came down at all.

“I can’t do it!” roared the mob’s leader.

Helpless frustration roared through her body. “What’s wrong with me? Why can’t I do this?”

“It’s that damned ritual!”

“Yeah! They didn’t just mess with our bodies. They did something to our minds!”

“But we have this one right here. We have the traitor! There has to be something we can do with her!”

“Spank her!”

Kali heard those words, and she would have laughed except for the fact that she was being held down by so many others. Primitive instincts flickered and flared in the back of her mind as she feared what they would do to her.

And yet, they seemed incapable of bringing her any real harm.

That’s when they rolled her over, pinned her down, and the leader braced herself over her. She seemed to wait for some new instinct to take over.

Clearly, when she wanted to simply punch or kick Kali, something had stopped her. What about this time? Would a new instinct or drive stop her from taking her revenge?

With every second, Kali tried so hard to formulate some sort of strategy. She tried to recall what she had learned with her tutors as a child, only the memories refused to form and coalesce.

Kali understood what she had gone through as a child and as an adolescent, except now she couldn’t draw on any of the historical parables, the lessons, or the strategies.

After all, she knew there had to be something she could do when facing overwhelming force.

And yet, her thoughts felt blank. Her head was empty, and she found herself on the verge of tears.

“What’s wrong, Mighty General? Are you going to cry? Is that it? Are you going to cry?”

“No!” Kali hollered out even as the tears started to run down her cheeks. Her bottom lip trembled, and she felt so utterly pathetic.

As a warrior, she should have been able to endure losing a limb, getting stabbed or bludgeoned, but these people were just holding her down. They hadn’t even initiated the spanking yet, but her feeble barriers had already broken down. She sounded so pathetic!

“This is what you get for betraying us!”

“I never betrayed you!”

The leader chuckled darkly, “I don’t think anyone here believes you.”

“Please. Please, you have to believe me! You have to listen to me!”

“We don’t have to do anything you say. We have to do whatever they say,” someone called out, her voice locked with resentment.

“Yeah,” said another. “You know what’s going to happen to us? They’re going to sell us off! They’re using us like sheep. We are nothing but animals to them. We are slaves!”

“That’s right,” agreed the leader. “We might be slaves when the women come for us, but right now, we can make this one suffer for all she has done!”

“But, but I didn’t do anything!” Kali called out again. Her voice shook with a special kind of desperation, only the mob had no interest in listening to her. They kept her down on her stomach. They spread her legs, pinned her arms and legs, and someone pulled on her hair.

Then the leader crouched down. “Let’s see if I can really do this.”

Her hand sailed through the air, and she struck hard and fast.

When the blow landed, Kali’s thoughts dissipated. They vanished and disappeared, swallowed up by that rush of pain.

“That was just one,” said the leader. “Let’s see what we can make her admit!”

One blow after another landed, and Kali couldn’t stop them. She was utterly helpless and there on her stomach, spread out. She may as well have been chained in place. It didn’t matter how hard she pulled or twisted. She couldn’t get away!

“Take it!”

“This is what you get, you traitorous bitch!”

“I hope their general turns you into a sex slave!”

“You deserve the life of a brothel whore!”

Kali could barely hear those words. Perhaps they would have been enough to make her cry all on their own, but the pain continued to swarm through her frame. The leader spanked her for several seconds, maybe a minute.

When it came to a stop, Kali gasped with relief, but that reprieve didn’t last long. Another one of the feminized boys stepped forward and started spanking her. Her backside turned a bright shade of red, the rhythm of getting struck again and again washed over her.

Kali realized that these former soldiers had been altered. They weren’t capable of any genuine violence, but they knew exactly how to make it sting for her. They could spank her and make her suffer!

Kali tried so hard to come up with some sort of stratagem. She tried to pull away, to twist free or even call out something to make them change their minds.

She couldn’t get an articulate word past her pretty lips.

That’s why she stayed on her stomach, helpless as they held her down.

None of the other feminized boys made any mistakes. They didn’t let her free an arm or climb away. Even if she had, they would have just grabbed her again. They would have returned her to this exact same spot and resumed her punishment.

Even so, she still had to call out, “No! This isn’t fair! Please!”

“Hey,” someone suggested, “Maybe they will let us keep her. Wouldn’t that be great? We could spank her every day just like this. What you think of that, General?”

General.

Her former title seemed to step down into her insides and twist. Hot, humiliating pain flared through her body.

When Kali once imagined the worst that could happen to a soldier, she envisioned dismemberment and dishonor.

She never anticipated something like Of the Ritual of Isis. She never imagined getting spanked by a mob of her former soldiers!

“My turn!” Someone else laughed, and another feminized boy took her position.

The spanking resumed.

One smack after another landed hard against Kali’s backside. She tried to twist free.

Nothing.

She tried to kick or punch her way out.

Again, nothing.

Instead, she had to endure the agony as it drilled into her.

Through all of this, one woman stood back and watched. General Kelisani had returned, and she was enjoying the show quite thoroughly.

Antonia wished she had some way of making herself look less conspicuous. Servant garb. A soldier’s armor. Something. Anything!

Instead, she crept out into the hallway, looked to the left, then the right, saw the passageway was clear and continued forward.

At first, Antonia was torn. She could simply run, darting from one hallway to the next, only that was sure to attract attention. No. If she intended to escape, then she had to focus on subtlety and guile.

Unfortunately, Antonia didn’t take one detail into account when she formulated her plan: she had no idea how this palace was laid out. She didn’t know where the exits might be or how she might be able to make her escape!

She found herself stumbling down hallways, through gardens, along courtyards, and past many doors.

Up ahead, she spotted some guards.

They strode from one corridor to the next as they patrolled the palace. That said, their armor clinked and clanked as they marched ahead, which announced their presence.

Antonia ducked behind a small statue, made herself into a tiny ball, and held her breath.

When the soldiers passed by, Antonia kept praying to the gods. She pleaded for mercy, for some kind of compassion, yet she already knew they would look down on her with nothing but undisguised disdain.

She was no longer Prince Marcus.

She didn’t warrant their interest or protection.

Since she failed, she deserved her fate, whatever it might be.

Antonia had no idea whether or not this qualified as the scales of justice. Then again, she had heard many old men talk about how the gods had a twisted sense of humor. Perhaps they were right.

Once the guards left, Antonia scurried forward. She felt like a little mouse.

As she passed the various doors, she wondered if she should try to slip into one of these apartments and steal some clothing. She didn’t care what she wore. If she had on anything at all, then she would be able to claim some kind of identity.

While she remained naked, her status as an escaped slave was just too obvious.

She came to another atrium, looked around, and marveled at the exquisite plants and trees. Under other circumstances, she would have simply been impressed.

But now, she saw several more guards walking ahead of a set of aristocrats.

Antonia gulped, looked around. She checked the hallway where she just came from, but another pair of soldiers were walking down this way.

She was trapped!

Antonia glanced down, saw a small pool, and wondered if this could possibly work.

The aristocrats were still on the other side of the atrium.

Pressing her teeth together, Antonia double checked, but she didn’t see any cover. There was nothing she could use!

Feeling ridiculous, she slipped into the water, held her breath, and hoped no one would notice her. The soldiers kept their eyes aimed forward, not glancing to their left or right. They weren’t interested in the gardens or those vernal pools. The aristocrats were busy debating trade policy or maybe striking some sort of deal.

Once beneath the water, Antonia held her breath. She blinked, got her eyes used to be liquid onslaught, and looked up.

The aristocrats were right there. They were a pair of older, beautiful women. They had gray hair, yet they seemed just as powerful as all of the others.

Antonia could feel her lungs burning for oxygen now.

As the aristocrats talked, they slowed. They came to a stop.

None had noticed her, but that wouldn’t do her any good if she had to burst out of the water to catch her breath.

Her lungs seemed to swell up. They were desperate for air!

Silently, she pleaded with the strangers to just keep walking. If they took a few more steps, that would be all she needed!

The panic swam through her. Her vision started to blur, and she could feel these fuzzy sparks around her eyesight.

She didn’t dare exhale. A single bubble might have been enough to alert them to her presence.

Then the aristocrats started to walk forward. A little bit of relief spread through Antonia, only the soldiers remained behind for another moment or two. They seemed to be looking for something, as though their instincts told then there was a threat nearby.

And yet, Antonia had to recognize that she wasn’t a threat. She was just a petite, feminized boy. Those were warriors. Even with one hand tied behind their backs, they would easily be able to handle her. They could pin her, lock her down, put the collar around her neck or put her on a leash.

Antonia never would have been able to stop them!

With the reality of her situation in mind Antonia had no choice but to wait…

The seconds continued to tick by.

The distance between one moment and the next seemed to grow longer and longer. Her lungs ached for oxygen. Every instinct in her body told her to throw herself forward, damn the consequences, and accept her fate.

But then the soldiers started to walk away as well. They followed the aristocrats into the next room or chamber.

Antonio waited as long as she possibly could. Unfortunately, she had already burned through most of her endurance, which meant she just counted to six before sticking her head up. She didn’t burst forth from the water, for she couldn’t risk making any noise, but her lips emerged, she opened her mouth, some of the pond water got in, but she took a breath.

Oh yes!

The air tasted glorious!

As a member of the royal household, Antonia once sampled some of the finest wines and delicacies Egypt had to offer, yet nothing could compare to that first breath!

Gasping, she crawled up onto the solid stone walkway. Water dribbled down her naked body as she panted. Because she couldn’t resist the temptation, Antonia fell onto her back, spread her arms and legs, and enjoyed the air as it floated down her throat and into her hungry lungs.

“Enough!” General Kelisani called out.

Most of the feminized boys quickly retreated away from their former commander. They scattered like frightened birds as a huntress approached.

General Kelisani maintained a serious and solemn expression as she marched into the chamber. She looked around at the feminized boys and wondered what their friends and family would have thought of them.

“You all fear me, don’t you?”

A couple of the former soldiers attempted to maintain some kind of dignity. They glared at her. But many more nodded their heads. Others still bowed their heads down or even got on their knees. She walked by them.

“Consider this a treat,” she said. “And now, I will take my slave back with me.”

She grabbed Kali, pulled her up onto her shoulder, and carried her out of the room.

For a long time, cradled in the general’s arms, Kali kept her eyes closed even as the sensations reverberated through her body.

The sting of humiliation kept flaring through her as she remembered getting spanked again and again. The pain. The helplessness.

Just a few minutes later, Kali found the courage to open her eyes as she was lowered down onto the bed. The soft cotton and silk rubbed against her naked body as she looked up.

“I’m never getting away, am I?”

“Never,” General Kelisani said. She crouched down, stroked the feminized boy’s cheek and asked, “Even if you could escape, where would you go?”

As a former tactician and strategist, Kali had pondered this question. She had hoped that maybe the spanking would have been enough to spark something inside of her. She wanted to remember some hidden resource, trick, or weapon she might have been able to employ.

Instead, she had simply whimpered, taking her spanking as one hand flew down and struck her naked backside after another.

“Nowhere,” she said.

“And so, what will you do?”

Kali licked her lips and looked up at the beautiful general. “I, I will be obedient?”

“Yes,” Amelia replied. “You will be an obedient slave who does as she’s told. You will serve, and you will be my ornament and my helper. I have already claimed you, so there is no escape. This is your life now. The person you used to be is gone…”

“The person I used to be is gone,” Kali replied almost as though she needed to push those thoughts out of her brain.

“Very good,” General Kelisani said. “And now, I want you to lie back, cross your wrists above your head, and prepare yourself to serve me.”

“What are you going to do?” Kali asked, although she must have already known.

A wicked smile played along the general’s lips even as she began to disrobe. Layer by layer, she stripped down until Kali’s eyes could glide along her flat stomach, the curves of her breasts, her muscled legs, and her neatly trimmed pussy.

Kali looked down along the length of her own body.

She knew she would never be a true citizen of The Garden. And yet, she still wished she could surrender and obey. Some desire began to spin through her body.

That’s when the naked slave crossed her wrists, closed her eyes, and prepared herself to be taken.

“There we go. That’s right. You are a good slave. That’s all you want the because that’s all you will ever be. You want to serve. You want to be owned.”

“I want to serve,” Kali said as the words embedded themselves on her soul and her psyche. “I want to be owned.”

“Very good,” Amelia continued. She climbed up and straddled the former general. Her fingers brushed along her sides, her shoulders, along her neck, and all the way to her cheeks. Then she stroked the lines of her throat once again. “I think I’m going to get you a golden collar. My name will be emblazoned upon it, and all will know that you belong to me. You will be my slave.”

“Yes. Yes, General!”

“Address me as your Mistress.”

Back at her former estate, Kali knew that only slaves called anyone “Mistress”. And yet, that was her new status, whether she liked it or not, whether she intended to accept it or not…

“Yes, Mistress,” Kali said as she obeyed her owner.

If she had any questions or wanted to say something else, the former general didn’t get the opportunity. Her captor leaned forward, sliding her sex along Kali’s lips.

Unsurprisingly, General Kelisani was already wet.

The excitement of finding this general and turning her into a plaything had aroused her more than she had anticipated. Now she was ready to enjoy the fruits of her labor.

General Kelisani started to rub herself on Kali’s mouth.

“Lick,” Kali heard her owner command. At once, the feminized boy obeyed, opening her mouth, gliding her lips and tongue along Kelisani’s slit, serving her.

And as she obeyed, she recalled something from her childhood.

Kali had been with a couple of boys, and they were all too young to have actually spent much time with any women. Even so, they loved joking around.

One of Kali’s friends had promised, “I’m never going to go down on a girl! She belongs on her knees! It’s my job to breed with her with this!” He pantomimed grabbing his cock.

Kali and the other boys had laughed.

But now, she was on her back with her hands over her head. She felt like some damsel lost and in distress in some story or legend. She could only hope someone would come rescue her, only she knew that would never take place.

When Prince Marcus and his armies vanished, the Pharaoh would eulogize them and talk about their bravery. But unfortunately, he had other enemies and rivals. He couldn’t afford to waste resources on some random city off in the distance. He had to protect Egypt’s borders, and so it would be a tragedy, but General Khaleb and his forces would disappear into the scrolls of history.

All of those thoughts flooded through her head as Kali continued to lick. She slid her tongue up and down as she did her best to please and satisfy the woman above her.

“Oh yes,” General Kelisani said, practically purring like some satisfied feline predator. “That’s right. Continue to lick. Serve me. Serve me as a slave serves her Mistress!”

Kali wasn’t about to argue or even question Kelisani’s authority. There was no reason for this woman to reinforce her power, yet she continued to speak, calling down those words one after another. They were for her: Kelisani.

With every syllable, Kelisani indulged. She savored the way her slave’s tongue darted and slid along her most sensitive opening. She enjoyed every moment of this as the pleasure wound through her.

Before long, the moans of her satisfaction were bouncing against the walls.

Kali immediately assumed that would be enough to satisfy and please her.

But no.

Kelisani craved more.

“Again,” she ordered.

Kali felt her brows tighten with confusion, only then she realized her uncertainty didn’t matter. Her Mistress had given her a command, and so Kali had to obey!

At once, she started licking, just as eagerly as before.

“Slower,” commanded the general. That same voice could have dictated the fortunes of armies. But right there, she was only interested in the service provided by one sexy, sweetly feminized boy.

Since Kali had never done this before, she shivered as the sense of failure washed over her. She couldn’t quite understand it, but then she realized the truth: somewhere deep within her soul, she had already been reworked and remade. Those spankings and the humiliation of getting punished by her former troops only served to reinforce her new reality.

She licked slowly, then faster as her owner commanded. Her tongue darted and slid deep into Kali’s opening.

Before long, Amelia started to moan again. Then her breathing came faster and faster. She panted and called out, screaming through her pleasure. “Yes! More! More, more, just like that!”

With every moment, Kali did her best to obey and oblige.

And eventually, Kelisani drew back. Her face was flushed, and she looked down at her slave. Obviously, Kali would have enjoyed an orgasm, but she hadn’t quite earned something so sweet.

Besides, Kelisani could already read Kali’s expression. “You acknowledge the truth, don’t you? You know who you are now and where you belong.”

“Yes, Mistress,” answered Kali. “It is as you say.”

Kelisani lowered herself down onto the bed.

Kali didn’t understand, but then Kelisani lifted her arms. “Come here.”

When Kali placed her head on Kelisani’s shoulder, the young woman instantly knew she had found her place. This was who she was meant to be and where she belonged. As she closed her eyes, she allowed the images of her former life to fade away like the remnants of a bad dream.

Antonia knew she had to escape. She had to get away, to flee. Perhaps she even clung to a fantasy of hiding herself away in the depths of the palace. She had Prince Marcus’s knowledge, which meant she could grab some gold, leverage her position, and maybe raise an army without anyone knowing.

If she had really stopped and thought about this, then Antonia would have quickly come to the conclusion that this wouldn’t work for so many reasons.

And yet, she had to cling to that hope.

Still wet, she made her way through the palace.

She continued to hide, darting when she thought she might be able to grab a few more feet. Then, down the long corridor, she saw it! A patch of blue sky!

That hallway led to the outside world!

Antonia may have been naked, but she was determined to escape.

By this point, most of the droplets had dried from her naked body.

Only then some nervous energy prickled along the back of her neck, and Antonia glanced over her shoulder. That’s when their eyes met again.

Antonia knew she had to run. Now!

This would be her only chance!

Instantly, she understood the game.

If she could get out into the open, then Sasha might actually allow her to disappear into the city, into the wild, and back to the capitol. But if she allowed herself to get caught, then she would be owned. She would stay here as a bobble and an ornament, proof of Sasha’s superiority.

This time, she didn’t bother speaking. She had already been spotted, so she jumped up, leaned forward, slashed her fingertips through the air, and ran as fast as she could. With her heart pounding, she darted down the corridor.

People saw her.

A few chuckled, thinking this had to be some silly game amongst the nobles.

Others called out with dismay. They didn’t understand how such ludicrous behavior could be allowed here in The Garden’s palace. Others still recognized a potential threat and reached out for her.

Antonia ducked down underneath one grasping soldier. Another woman tried to leap at her, but Antonia jumped to the side, weaving away at the last moment. Someone else attempt to grab this feminized boy by her hair.

Each time, Antonia managed to evade capture. She ducked and dodged, dove and twisted through the air until the exit was right there in front of her! She could pass through the last few steps of this hallway and emerge into the open.

She might have been naked and vulnerable, but it didn’t matter!

Freedom!

That final thought shot through her head right as she started to glance over her shoulder.

Sasha!

The beautiful princess was right there, only a foot or two back. She shot out with her arm, her limbs wound around Antonia’s waist, grabbed her, and yanked her up.

“Mine!” Princess Sasha called out with glee.

“No! Please! Don’t take me back! I don’t want to be whipped! I can’t take it, not anymore!”

Antonia’s eyes watered even as she contemplated the kind of life she would return to.

Soon, they were back in Sasha’s chambers, and she dropped the feminized boy down on her back. Antonia stared upward with big, nervous eyes. Fear ran through her body, making it more and more difficult to think.

“What’s wrong, Antonia?” Sasha asked. “Are you worried I’m going to punish you? Do you fear that I might break you?”

“Yes!”

“Oh, but I thought a mighty leader such as yourself could handle anything…” Sasha teased. She looked down at Antonia.

The feminized boy was even more beautiful than before. Her cheeks were flushed, dampness still clung to her hair, and there was something about the panic in her face. Sasha marveled at just how perfect someone like this could be.

“I can’t…” Antonia admitted. “Okay? I’m not strong enough. My family knew it, so they had me beaten. They understood my weakness. And they were right. I thought if I could conquer this land, then maybe I would show everyone, but I failed!”

Antonia curled up into a little ball, and she expected another spanking or whipping.

Instead, Sasha brushed her fingers along the feminized boy’s exposed skin. Then she heard her soft, cooing voice. “Tell me. Tell me what happened.”

Antonia didn’t answer right away.

As a man and as a warrior, she never would have let any of this loose. She never would have revealed what happened to her as a child. But now, she told the story. She talked about how her trainers made her practice for hours and hours every day. She talked about how a few of the tutors were kind, but most of them saw her as nothing but an imbecile. She went on about how there was this incredible pressure to be the perfect leader.

Antonia confessed everything. She gave up those darkest secrets, whimpered, and bawled against one of the cushions.

Then she felt a soft touch against her body.

Sasha looked down into her eyes and stroked her cheek and said, “The beginning of your life may have been harsh, but now it can be soft and protected. You are mine, and right now, I’m choosing to keep you. Let the gods know that you will be my bride. You will bear my heir.”

Antonia looked up, confused.

Only then, Sasha continued to touch her. At the same time, she reached down between her legs.

“Close your eyes, Antonia. Close your eyes and embrace your destiny.”

The feminized boy had no choice. Her deepest secrets had been stripped away, so there was nothing left. There were no bulwarks or defenses which she could hide behind.

She closed her eyes, spread her legs, and wondered precisely what would happen next.

Sasha called on her own rituals. The magic lingered within her body. Now that she had made the decision, she shaped her cock. She savored the new sensations as the erection grew from her body. Now she looked down at Antonia.

“You can open your eyes if you want, or you can simply embrace your future. Either way, this is going to happen because you are mine.”

Somehow, those words were comforting now.

Antonia, just like Kali elsewhere in the palace, understood that she would never be able to get away. And now, those manacles would be drawn even tighter.

“Many captives hope for this,” Sasha told her. Many are desperate for the chance to be taken just like this. You are lucky.”

“Yes,” Antonia agreed with her eyes still closed. Then she realized something. Her body responded as she felt the tip of the cock slide into her. She didn’t understand what was happening, but she realized the truth of her situation. She really was about to be impregnated! She would carry Sasha’s daughter!

This strange sense of gratitude and honor flooded through her body. She could hardly believe it, yet there was no escape from the truth.

Pressing her lips together, she gulped, got ready, and arched her back. She anticipated humiliation. Instead, pleasure started to pound through her body. She felt it with one kick of her heart, then another and another!

Sasha gently pulled back, only to push forward again.

“Yes, please…” Antonia said, letting the words tumble from her mouth.

Breathless, she pushed her fingertips down against the palms of her hands. Her body tensed, and she embraced her princess. Sasha owned her. She would be the bride. She would be the honored vessel.

Antonia realized all of this at once. And still, she couldn’t open her eyes as she embraced the pleasure. Wild ecstasy roiled through her, spinning faster and faster.

Sasha pumped her harder and faster now. Their bodies grew hotter and hotter!

“Yes. Please, please don’t stop! Make me yours!” Antonia called out.

She couldn’t know it, but those words were all part of the ritual. One ritual among many. A ritual to bind them together.

Antonia acquiesced surrendered. She gave in as she yielded to this beautiful woman.

Pumping harder and faster now, Sasha grabbed Antonia by her wrists, held her down, and savored every moment. “Mine. You are mine. You will carry my child. You will carry my heir! You are mine! You will love her and adore her because you are mine!” These words became fate, an indelible truth written across the fabric of reality.

Those words pulsed against Antonia’s ears right until that moment when Sasha leaned down and kissed her bride.

Just like that, they were bound.

The beautiful princess and her feminized bride cried out at that same moment. The orgasm swept through them as they gave in. It was time for them to face a bright future: the princess and her bride, bound together by the Rituals of Isis.

There could be no escape…

The End
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